
CABBAGES 

cannot stand these long flat days, 
My mind was stuffed too full in youth — 

It hunts incessantly for news 

And likes to weigh falsehood and t ruth. 

Must oldsters thus be mummified 
Like cabbages in kindly ground 
Who are no good to anyone 
But cabbagers who wealth have found? 

Surely God does not want our lives 
In muffled stupidness to float. 
When half the world is needing help 
And agony's a common note. 

I know not what I 'm going to do, 
How break the cage in which I 'm bound ; 
But cabbage culture wins my wrath, 
I 'll hun t a cure unti l it 's found. 

Jessie Hertslet (89). 

Jessie Hertslet d ied in January 1970 just af ter 
this poem had been received. A t r ibute t o her 
was published in the August, 1969 issue o f Sash. 
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