o A SeAson with the Bees (late March - early May 2011



The hive is where one starts from. As we grow older
the world outside beckons aqain, the pattern
Of dead drones and Living bees revealed anew.
Sunlight before and after,
Between a lifetime in the dark, lmﬁng eqqs.
And now the lifetime not af one queen only
But of the swarm that cannot be deciphered
1s }rimming over in the emminq }mfam Stzzwlig[»t,
Setting fart[v, mnking courage their own mmﬂigfut
(The night passed hugqing each other in the cold).
A swirm of bees is most nearly itself
When there and where from have ceased to matter.
0Ld queens aug[vt tobe ex}alarers
ere or there does not matter.
The bees lm7 still and, ﬁeing still, kee;a mm/ing
Inte Another erd, A new ]mginning,
until after the dark cold and the empty desolation
the hive will be rebuilt. Contented, fmmming, pu rring
with Voice af [»mey, then the bees will slee;a.
In my end 1s my fmginm'ng.

( M{Mvtu{ fmm T.3. Eliot, Four Luartets, 2, East Coker, V)



