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Growing Up

Eavan Boland

Their two heads, hatted, bowed,

mooning above their waist-high

tides of hair, pair hopes.

This is the haul and full of fantasy:

full-skirted girls,

a canvas blued with a view of

unschemed space and the anemic quick

of a pencil picking out

dreams blooding them with womanhood.

They face the future.  If they only knew!

There in the distance, bonneted,

round as the hairline of a child-

indefinite and infinite with hope-

is the horizon, is the past and all

they look forward to is memory.

