
In Memory OF John Edwin R. Kohr, “Dad” (a man who lived in his garden)
Helen W. Arehart - March 1974

I saw them there this year -
That wave of bloom.

The Columbines -
Yellow bonnets nodding.

And there, among their
Long and slender stems

My mind’s eye saw
Your hands in loving care.

A tear of memory dropped
Into their midst.

I should have stooped
And pulled the choking weeds.

For you have left
This earth and all its tasks.

But that is one
I could not bear to do. Bill

Editor’s note: Immediately following the death of John Edwin R. Kohr, Helen wrote this note of thanks to
sister-in-law Patricia Legge and husband Charles for a kind gift and note of sympathy. It is very tempting
to think Helen wrote this note below and then spontaneously created the beautiful poem above.

Wri���g t�e�� li��� of t�a�k� fo� Mot��� [My��le Koh�] si��� s�e is un����.

We to� wi�� re���b�� lo�� hi� la���t��, fo��n��� fo� p�a�t� an� co��l��� de���h� wi�� li�� an� li���g
t�i�g�. A flow�� in b�o�� wa� a t�i�g of wo���r to hi� al���s. He al���s no��� t�e fir�� ro��� to re���n
to hi� ya�� in t�e s��in�. Eve� w�e� he ha� g�o�n ti��� an� to� we�� to “s�o�” he as��� t�a� bi�� se��
be bo���t al��� wi�� g�o��r�e� on a re����r ba���.

One of Dad’s fa����te flow��� wa� t�e Col����ne - a de����te, bo���t-li�� b�o��. I gu��� m� mi��’s ey� wi��
al���s ca��y a pi���r� of hi� ha�� cu���d ar���� su�� a flow�� an� m� mi��’s e�r he�� hi� wo��s: “Is�'t
t�a� a be����?”

The te���r�u� is a pe���c� re���b���ce. As a c�i�d I re���b�� t�e diff����t ya��s of o�r ho��� - al���s
li��� wi�� va���u� flow���. I ju�� to�� it fo� g�a�t�� t�e�.
Tha��s fo� yo�� he�� an� p�e��n�� t�e da� of t�e fu����l. I am at pe��� k�o��n� it wa� hi� ti�� to go.
His bo�� wa� no lo���r ab�� to be hi� ho�� on e�r��.

Wit� de�� fe����g, Hel��


