
A Grave of Dust 

(A short memory of my Grandmother. Gould’s Street, Cork) 

 

(Anne Higgins) 

 

I traced my finger through the dust, 

On the old framed photograph, 

Revealing first her eyes, 

That had watched me play. 

Then the mouth, that had taught me, 

And sung soft lullabies at night, 

The face that still held beauty, 

Her hair without the silver strands, 

That it would turn one day. 

The dress not out of fashion, 

Classic it its style; 

She had turned many a man’s head, 

In her day. 



My memories went flooding back, 

To places that I thought I had forgotten, 

Poignant reflections of the past, 

In that dusty photograph, 

That had covered her like clay. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

The Eternal Waltz 

 

 

We waltzed all around the floor - 

As if we had grown butterfly wings. 

And first day of summer had come. 

Swirling through all other days - 

As if they didn’t exist, 

While the orchestra was playing our song. 

 

It was just like that time in Vienna,  

The night of the Emperor’s Ball, 

When the flickering candles 

Highlighted your hair - 



And Strauss, was conducting 

The Blue Danube waltz. 

 

The world was at peace,  

And we were in love,  

Although, we both knew we were travellers in time;  

You asked, ‘could we stay here forever’? 

I replied, ‘let’s wait until forever arrives’. 

  

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

The Silent Day 

 

 

This is a day of silence, 

When birds don’t even sing, 

And rivers do not gargle over stones. 

Way out on the island 

Swans tuck their heads into their wings - 

While on the reeds, not a puff of wind is blown. 

It is as if a phantom 

Had appeared before the dawn, 

Searching for any sound 

That dares to thread; 

And those that know of loneliness, 



Will feel their sorrow more today, 

Remembering the passing of their dead. 

There will be no flags flying when I’m dead, 

Only leafs waving goodbye; 

If they look to you like captured birds, 

I ask you please to let them fly. 

  

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Passing by a forest in evening 

 

 

This place I passed as evening fell, 

A forest of the sweetest smells; 

Preparing its fragrance for the night, 

As acorns silently closed their shells. 

  

I paused to watch through melting light, 

As the sunlight filtered out of sight. 

Seducing colours to appear, 

Calling day birds back from flight. 

  

With flapping wings, they circled there, 

Then into green leaves and disappear, 

Singing their last songs in the trees, 



A choir of nature, for all to hear. 

  

But that evening they just sang for me, 

As if they choose this hour for to see; 

If they could tempt a soul to flee - 

With a swan song for their final plea. 
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