
T W O P O E M S B Y W I L L I A M B E D F O R D 

The Visionaries 
T a k i n g your hand 
I a m beyond stars and planets, 
i n a place where the flowers talk 
and the grass bends i n love, 
w i l d w i t h a strange music. 

A n d if we fa l l 
f rom the h i g h trees, 
our v is ion broken by the sudden end of love, 
in t a k i n g your hand 
I remember the touch of leaves. 

Departures 
The garden understands your going, 
a bareness of earth and trees 
that darkens i n the cold air , 

a reflection l ike the leaves i n water. 
B y the gate, an empty nest lets r a i n . 
A mist soddens to October. 


