In early February, the following letter was written to the Editor of the Globe and Mail:
My late father had committed to memory volumes of poetry since high school.

« Pretty things well said, /It’s nice to have them in your head, » was his oft-quoted
phrase from Robert Frost.

One of the highlights of his life was a visit to Tintern Abbey in Britain, where he stood
before it reciting, by heart, all 162 lines of William Wordsworth’s Lines Composed a
Few Miles above Tintern Abbey.

At nearly 97 years old, and with significant dementia, he was still able to recite lines he
had stored in his soul for decades.

When his ability to engage in common discourse began to elude him, | spent hours
reciting poetry with him, back and forth, his line then mine, until we reached the final
stanza.

Now, on my long early morning walks, | recite aloud the poems that I, too, have stored
in my soul.

In these times of despair and worry, it brings me immeasurable joy and comfort.
Gilda Berger. Toronto
| want you to notice only one thing in this short letter.

The writer says that her father and now she herself have poetry they have stored in their
souls.

The words they have learned by heart are in their souls.

The Lord is my shepherd; therefore, can | want nothing.

He shall feed me in a green pasture, and lead me forth beside the waters of comfort.

He shall restore my soul, and bring me forth in the paths of righteousness, for his
Name’s sake.

Yea, though | walk through the valley of the shadow of death, | will feel no evil; for thou
art with me; thy rod and thy staff comfort me.

Thou shalt prepare a table before me in the presence of them that trouble me; thou hast
anointed my head with oil, and my cup is full.

Surely thy loving kindness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life; and | will
dwell in the house of the Lord forever.

Thanks be to God.

Lorne Ellaschuk



