A TIME TO TALK

When a friend calls to me from the road
And slows his horse to a meaning walk,
| don't stand still and look around

On all the hills | haven't hoed,

And shout from where | am, What is it?
No, not as there is a time to talk.

| thrust my hoe in the mellow ground,
Blade-end up and five feet tall,

And plod: | go up to the stone wall

For a friendly visit.

Robert Frost (1874-1963)
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Though you are in your shining days,
Voices among the crowd

And new friends busy with your praise,
Be not unkind or proud,

But think about old friends the most:
Time’s bitter flood will rise,

Your beauty perish and be lost

For all eyes but these eyes.

W. B. Yeats, 1865 - 1939
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