
8b - Poetry 

“Time does not bring relief; you all have lied” 

BY EDNA ST. VINCENT MILLAY 

Time does not bring relief; you all have lied    

Who told me time would ease me of my pain!    

I miss him in the weeping of the rain;    

I want him at the shrinking of the tide; 

The old snows melt from every mountain-side,    

And last year’s leaves are smoke in every lane;    

But last year’s bitter loving must remain 

Heaped on my heart, and my old thoughts abide.    

There are a hundred places where I fear    

To go,—so with his memory they brim.    

And entering with relief some quiet place    

Where never fell his foot or shone his face    

I say, “There is no memory of him here!”    

And so stand stricken, so remembering him. 

Long Distance II 

BY TONY HARRISON 

 - 1937- 

Though my mother was already two years dead 

Dad kept her slippers warming by the gas, 

put hot water bottles her side of the bed 

and still went to renew her transport pass. 

You couldn’t just drop in. You had to phone. 

He’d put you off an hour to give him time 

to clear away her things and look alone 

as though his still raw love were such a crime. 

He couldn’t risk my blight of disbelief 



though sure that very soon he’d hear her key 

scrape in the rusted lock and end his grief. 

He knew she’d just popped out to get the tea. 

I believe life ends with death, and that is all. 

You haven’t both gone shopping; just the same, 

in my new black leather phone book there’s your name 

and the disconnected number I still call. 

[Long Neglect Has Worn Away] 

BY EMILY BRONTË 

Long neglect has worn away 

Half the sweet enchanting smile; 

Time has turned the bloom to gray; 

Mold and damp the face defile. 

But that lock of silky hair, 

Still beneath the picture twined, 

Tells what once those features were, 

Paints their image on the mind. 

Fair the hand that traced that line, 

“Dearest, ever deem me true”; 

Swiftly flew the fingers fine 

When the pen that motto drew. 


