
DAVID HooGES ocso 

'Wt art the bus of the invisible ... ' 
Rilkr, Lrrur ro 11 110/,I "011 Hulrwrrz 

'I 1 t 'vt utwr, 110, nCll for it s111glt day, 
p11rr spa a b~(orr 11s, rnrh as th11t which jlowrrs 

mdlrss~v opm 11110 ' R1/lu, D111110 Llrgus I Ill 

T Hc LLORY of rhc rose 
rcl'calcd in rime, 

minurr prrfrcrion. 

born rrom a freedom 

limired yer pure; 
11hilc we, \I irh our 

so cclebrarcd liberr v. 
cn- fret>dom. r rr fi ~d 
1\·a1·s e1·er mo;c complt'x 

ro restrain the orher. 

our o f srcp 
11 ith crcarion'~ heJling rouch, 

nude for the invisib le 
ve r, dcspirc ou r longing, 

clinging 
ever m ore tenac iously 
to rhe visible. 

Wirh our divided minds 
disrracred by rhe pasr and future , 

unable to abandon ro rhe eternal present, 

out of tune 
ll'i th nature's rhyrhm, 
\'(' [ l l 'C musr rind 

t har und isrurbcd space 

,l( the centre or the rose. 

For our rask is G od-gi1•en, 

like R ilke's bees 

ro rrans fo rm the visi b le 

inro rhc invisible, 

the g ro\l' t h o r lo\'e beyond d es ire; 

rhe poer 's rask 

ro g limpse rhe crcrnal 

beh ind rhc flu x or rime, 

living in rwo worlds 
umil borh 
becom e one. 

• Ple,1sc sec noce on p.1gc { 6 for further dcc.1cl> of D.n id H odges' work. 
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