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                        From the Lighthouses                                        Joe Woodard


At last, a homing device,
A rotating pair of eyes
A past, a pleasant tense haze,
A dim lost and sound

chorus:
Light, slicing through the fog
Between our ears
A beacon of hope, a fleeting repose

Time, a house of one’s own,
An odd point of view… or three

Time’s crossing, a plan’s passing, 
A painting made at the sea

chorus
Light, slicing through the fog
Between our ears
A beacon of hope, a fleeting repose
Light, splicing up the fabric
Of our years,
A beacon revealed, land, ho, far afield

Tag:
From the lighthouse
To the lighthouse 
From the lighthouses


(last stanza, re: the finale of the Woolf book, in which the trip “to the lighthouse” is finally made ten years on, and Lily’s painting is finally done…)
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