Thomas Merton — Selected Poetry

FOR MY BROTHER: REPORTED MISSING IN ACTION, 1943

Sweet brother, if | do not sleep

My eyes are flowers for your tomb;

And if | cannot eat my bread,

My fasts shall live like willows where you died.

If in the heat | find no water for my thirst,

My thirst shall turn to springs for you, poor traveler.

Where, in what desolate and smokey country,
Lies your poor body, lost and dead?

And in what landscape of disaster

Has your unhappy spirit lost its road?

Come, in my labor find a resting place
And in my sorrows lay your head,

Or rather take my life and blood

And buy yourself a better bed

-Or take my breath and take my death
And buy yourself a better rest.

When all the men of war are shot
And flags have fallen into dust,

Your cross and mine shall tell men still
Christ died on each, for both of us.

For in the wreckage of your April Christ lies slain,
And Christ weeps in the ruins of my spring:

The money of Whose tears shall fall

Into your weak and friendless hand,

And buy you back to your own land:

The silence of Whose tears shall fall
Like bells upon your alien tomb.
Hear them and come: they call you home.



Grace’s House

On the summit: it stands on a fair summit
Prepared by winds: and solid smoke

Rolls from the chimney like a snow cloud.
Grace’s house is secure.

No blade of grass is not counted,

No blade of grass forgotten on this hill.
Twelve flowers make a token garden.
There is no path to the summit—

No path drawn

To Grace’s house.

All the curtains are arranged

Not for hiding but for seeing out.

In one window someone looks out and winks.
Two gnarled short

Fortified trees have knotholes

From which animals look out.

From behind a corner of Grace’s house
Another creature peeks out.

Important: hidden in the foreground

Most carefully drawn

The dog smiles, his foreleg curled, his eye like an aster.
Nose and collar are made with great attention:

This dog is loved by Grace!

And there: the world!

Mailbox number 5

Is full of Valentines for Grace.

There is a name on the box, name of a family
Not yet ready to be written in language.

A spangled arrow there
Points from our Coney Island
To her green sun-hill.

Between our world and hers

Runs a sweet river:

(No, it is not the road,

It is the uncrossed crystal

Water between our ignorance and her truth.)



O paradise, O child’s world!

Where all the grass lives

And all the animals are aware!

The huge sun, bigger than the house
Stands and streams with life in the east
While in the west a thunder cloud
Moves away forever.

No blade of grass is not blessed
On this archetypal, cosmic hill,
This womb of mysteries.

| must not omit to mention a rabbit
And two birds, bathing in the stream
Which is no road, because

Alas, there is no road to Grace’s house!

Song for Our Lady of Cobre

The white girls lift their heads like trees,
The black girls go
Reflected like flamingoes in the street.

The white girls sing as shrill as water,
The black girls talk as quiet as clay.

The white girls open their arms like clouds,
The black girls close their eyes like wings:
Angels bow down like bells,

Angels look up like toys,

Because the heavenly stars

Stand in aring:

And all the pieces of the mosaic, earth,
Get up and fly away like birds.



