
 
When my mother turned sixty, I gave her an anthology of poems and prose entitled The 
Blessings of Old Age.   
 
She laughed at my inscription: To Mother, for when you are really old, but to read while 
you get there. June 1978. 
 
She returned it to me the year before her death at 96. 
 
And she did read it. 
 
I want to copy out two short poems she loved, and one that I like very much.   
 
Mine is last. 
***** 
 
Let me grow lovely, growing old— 
So many fine things do; 
Laces, and ivory, and gold, 
And silks need not be new. 
 
And there is healing in old trees, 
Old streets a glamour hold; 
Why may not I, as well as these, 
Grow lovely, growing old. 
 
(Karle Wilson Baker) 
***** 
 
My mother loved in autumn and winter to light a wood fire in the living room and sit by it: 
 
When I am old I shall not waste my days 
Mourning for strength now lost, for deeds undone, 
Grieving for pain inflicted, joys begun 
And left unfinished down youth’s careless ways. 
 
No, I will light a fire with cheerful blaze, 
And there—or in a corner in the sun— 
I will take out my memories one by one, 
Where with closed eyes I see with inward gaze: 
 
Rainbows; the open sea and waves that beat 
On shingle; friends; sunrise and sunset; heather, 
Bracken and thyme; the sky beyond the hill; 
Silence and space; hot sand beneath my feet. 
And this life and the next will merge together 
And Time deal kindly with me, standing still. 
 
(Constance Breed) 
***** 



 
My mother played the piano and taught my brother and me to sing old songs, among 
them hymns. 
 
My father listened. 
 
D.H. Lawrence, the English novelist, sometimes wrote poetry. 
 
In this poem he is at a small private evening song recital, I think in Italy, in a fine house, 
listening to a woman singing with a professional player at a grand piano accompanying 
her. 
 
He grew up in a working-class miner’s family in Nottinghamshire, England. 
 
Softly, in the dusk, a woman is singing to me; 
Taking me back down the vista of years, till I see 
A child sitting under the piano, in the boom of the tingling strings 
And pressing the small poised feet of a mother who smiles as she sings. 
 
In spite of myself, the insidious mastery of song 
Betrays me back, till the heart of me weeps to belong 
To the old Sunday evenings at home, with winter outside 
And hymns in the cozy parlour, the tinkling piano our guide. 
 
So now it is vain for the singer to burst into clamour 
With the great black piano appassionato.  The glamour 
Of childish days is upon me, my manhood is cast 
Down in the flood of remembrance.  I weep like a child for the past. 
 
***** 
 
Thanks be to God for our mothers. 
 

 

Lorne Ellaschuk 


