
	 	 	
	

A P R I L 	 2 0 2 0 	

	

STE	
	
	

																
	
	
	

		
	
	
	
	
	
	

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

	Grace	Exchange	

				April	Poetry	Edition	I		
	

Tulips	and	Anchored	Ships	
 
The rusted sword of yesterday stands by the door 
Today tulips unfold, green bursting from the moist soil 
Tomorrow feels ancient though it won't peek from the veil for 24 
 
Quarantine 
 
A14th century word for ships off the coast anchored for 40 days 
Are we ships anchored in the human harbor of home? 
 
Can we not burst in creativity, as do tulip greens 
Making masterpieces from stillness 
And the raw tired emotion of the unknown 
 
Newton created Calculus in quarantine 
 
How I wait for Your creation each day 
No rusted sword by the door 
 
Tulips, all I want to see are tulips 
From the anchored ship of humanity..... 
	

By	our	resident	poet,	Jason	Grundstrom-Whitney	
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Cindy	Cargile	shares….	
	
“Too long to print all of it, but one of my favorite poems is William 
Wordsworth’s “Imitations of Immortality”. The entire poem is filled with awe-
inspiring imagery. It is English at its most beautiful. And these lines have been 
one of my guides to accepting change and getting older. One of my favorite 
lines:” 
 
What though the radiance which was once so bright 
Be now forever taken from my sight, 
Though nothing can bring back the hour 
Of splendor in the grass, of glory in the flower; 
We will grieve not, rather find 
Strength in what remains behind.... 
	

*********************************************************************	
	

Sunni	Junkins	shares….	
	
“When I was a kid my mother gave me a bookmark with the words to this poem 
woven into it. I treasured the sentiment, memorized the words, and now think 
back to what a wonderful friend I had in my Mom.” 
 
Because You Are My Friend by M. Buxbaum 
 
Because you are my friend, I have no lock on tongue or heart 
For you are me, outside of me, a separated part 
That laughs with me and weeps a tear, if I should need a tear 
Or offers am arm to offset harm, whenever harm is near 
A friend is a wondrous thing to have, an earthly prayer come true 
And daily I give thanks that I've found such a friend in you. 
	
Also	from	Sunni,	“Just a funny follow-up.  Another poem 
that is a bit opposite to the first one, which says "no 
lock on tongue or heart": 
 
Have your friends and treat them well, but to your 
friends no secrets tell 
For if your friend becomes your foe, your secrets 
everyone will know! 
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Pastor Marian shares…. 
 

“I'll include the lyrics below but there is quite a history that goes with this on 
both personal and historical. It's also been made into a folk song covered by 
many artists. I've got the music (guitar accompaniment and melody line). If we 
have a mid-summer talent show it would be fun for the choir to sing, I think.” 
 
From the Diary of Mrs Sara A Price 
 

One day I was walking, I heard a complaining 
And saw an old woman the picture of gloom 
She gazed at the mud on her doorstep ('twas raining) 
And this was her song as she wielded her broom 
  
Life is a trial and love is a trouble 
Beauty will fade and riches will flee 
Pleasures they dwindle and prices they double 
And nothing is as I would wish it to be. 
  
There's too much of worriment goes to a bonnet 
There's too much of ironing goes to a shirt 
There's nothing that pays for the time you waste on it 
There's nothing that last us but trouble and dirt. 
  
In March it is mud, it is slush in December 
The midsummer breezes are loaded with dust 
In fall the leaves litter, in muddy September 
The wallpaper rots and the candlesticks rust 
  
There are worms on the cherries and slugs on the roses 
And ants in the sugar and mice in the pies 
The rubbish of spiders no mortal supposes 
And ravaging roaches and damaging flies 
  
It's sweeping at six and it's dusting at seven 
It's victuals at eight and it's dishes at nine 
It's potting and panning form ten to eleven 
We scarce break our fast till we plan how to dine 
 
With grease and with grime from corner to center 
Forever at war and forever alert 
No rest for a day lest the enemy enter 
I spend my whole life in struggle with dirt 
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Last night in my dreams I was stationed forever 
On a far distant isle in the midst of the sea 
My one chance of life was a ceaseless endeavor 
To sweep off the waves as they swept over me 
  
Alas! Twas no dream; ahead I behold it 
I see I am helpless my fate to avert 
She lay down her broom, her apron she folded 
She lay down and died and was buried in dirt. 
 

******************************************************************* 
 

Matt Collins shares…. 
 
“This poem has particular meaning for sailors. I had a long career with the Coast 
Guard and Coast Guard Reserve so it also is relevant for me.” 
 
Crossing the Bar by Alfred Lord Tennyson 
 
Sunset and evening star, 
And one clear call for me! 
And may there be no moaning of the bar, 
  When I put out to sea, 

But such a tide as moving seems asleep, 
Too full for sound and foam, 
When that which drew from out the boundless deep 
Turns again home. 

Twilight and evening bell, 
And after that the dark! 
And may there be no sadness of farewell, 
  When I embark; 

For tho’ from out our bourne of Time and Place 
The flood may bear me far,                       
I hope to see my Pilot face to face 
When I have crossed the bar. 
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Maxine	Booth	Shares….	
	
“Reminds	me	of	my	home	with	my	parents	and	brother	(~)”	
	
Home	by	Gerhard	Frost	
 
Home	is	where	you	are	
even	when	you're	not;	
where	you	unbutton	whatever	is	pinching	you,	
loosen	whatever	is	choking	you,	
set	down	whatever	is	breaking	you,	
and	tell	whatever	is	bothering	you.	 	 	 	 	
	
Home	is	where	someone	is	expecting	you,	
where	your	chair,	your	plate,	
your	bed	are	always	kept	for	you,	
where	a	memory,	a	plan,	a	dream,	a	laugh	
or	a	tear	is	freely	shared	with	you.	
	
Home	is	where	you	let	up	and	let	down,	
where	you	stop	hiding	and	let	yourself	be	found	
where	you	quit	being	someone	else	
and	are	just	your	needy	old	self	
	

******************************************************	
	

A	few	chuckles	to	lighten	your	day!!	
	
					-I	need	to	practice	social-distancing	from	the	refrigerator.	

	
     -I'm so excited --- it's time to take out the garbage. What should I wear? 
	
					-This	morning	I	saw	a	neighbor	talking	to	her	cat.	It	was	obvious	she	
								thought	her	cat	understood	her.	I	came	into	my	house,	told	my	
								dog.....we	laughed	a	lot.	
	
					-Quarantine	Day	5:	Went	to	this	restaurant	called	THE	KITCHEN.	You	
								have	to	gather	all	the	ingredients	and	make	your	own	meal.	I	have	no	
								clue	how	this	place	is	still	in	business.	
	

	


