
Celtique: Celtic Sonnets 
 
Dedication 
 
Poems addressed to one are meant for all 
For otherwise they would remain unknown 
Yet person has a meaning of its own 
I speak to you, the universe made small 
As all the more is my imagination 
What images flash by me as I write 
Like headlights on a highway in the night 
Cannot tempt me away from my vocation 
 
I stand before you with my work in hand 
And search for words to make you understand 
My gift to you is its own compensation 
Your beauty offers an analogy 
In praising it I build no equity 
But find fraternity in admiration 
  



1 
 

Is it a sign of death and resurrection 
That I have always seen you dressed in black 
This cannot symbolize in you a lack 
But rather serves as foil to your perfection 
To show your lovely form in silhouette 
As if a shadow on a sunlit wall  
To let us realize what most of all 

 
 
Recalling in our technicolor day 
That beauty is best shown in black and white 

 
Of dark-haired sirens brushing blondes away 

Think of Carmen and Micaela, sayThink of Carmen and Micaela, say  
That gentlemen prefer them may be true 
But connoisseurs of beauty prefer you 
 
 

2 
 
How precious that you recognize 
I want alone for you to be 
And now and then to let me see 
The sight but you can realize 
To show me with a gentle smile 
That my poor homage brings you joy 
When others labor to destroy 
The lives of poets they beguile 
 
To my eye clear of irony 
Your beauty is a sacrament 
Beholding it, my sole intent 
To capture it in poetry 
Whose words would humbly recompense 
Your blessing on my reverence 
  



3 
 

Have I now  
That means at last I am at home 
That now the eve of death has come 
Upon a life lived in exile 
Should  
Without the prosthesis of rhyme 
To leave the world to its own time 
And not redeem it if it fails 
 
Is this too much to ask of one 
Whose eye bequeaths a spark of grace 
To who would occupy no space 
Upon the land beneath the sun 
Or might she happily partake 
The timeless time that poets make 
 
 

4 
 

 
We share a garden of poetic flowers 
As if combined our procreative powers 
Could sonnet-like regenerate a rose 
Dante wrote not the Cantos to seduce 
His Beatrice but let her be his guide 
In iambic rhythm striding side by side 
To show him truths mere reason would reduce 
 
To propositions on a distant screen 
Let us then walk together in the green 
Of your youth and my hope still borne today 
To purge contingency from what has been 
To set in meter  
That you may smile like God the seventh day 
  



5 
 
To find in you the figure of salvation 
That lets me write a sonnet every day 

 
Made it all ears to heed our conversation  
But such is poetry, not mine but all 
Although the word encumbered in publicity 
Tempts us with wisps of fame into complicity 
With sounds we hear when only parrots call 
 

 
Inspire in me the need to do my duty 
To those who need a poem as a prayer 
The world is full of evil as are we 
And yet our God has given me to see 
The sign of our salvation standing there 
 
 

6 
 

Our peace is but deferral of disaster 
As life of death but that is cause enough 
To praise the mystery of human love 
Without which violence would be our master 
We can thank God or fate that though we see 

 
 

Things that have been and make them what shall be 
 
Great loveliness reminds us that what keeps 
Our lives untroubled while the monster sleeps 
Is to make sacred what we most esteem 
The brisk irruption in our world of sense 
That turns from appetite to reverence 
Recalls to us the debt we must redeem 
  



7 
 

Sublime absurdity to write for you 
Whom I have little chance to ever know 
These sonnets I would only think to show 
To prove my intuition to be true: 

 
As surely as the Word that all began 

 
Would make biology prevarication 
 
Man can do nothing that woman cannot 
But she alone renews our common life 
How not revere the beauty of the wife 
Whose body has our conjoint future wrought 
To venerate its glorious incarnation 

 
 
 

8 
 

Can even you offer me absolution 
And make me something useful to mankind 
So that the several products of my mind 
Might help our violence to resolution 

 
Of divine favor in a time of spite 

rn the light 
However faint that flickers from my page 
 
I look on you not in idolatry 
But as a fellow mortal who by chance 

 
But not yet ready for eternity 
And who finds in your welcome the sure sign 
That kindness binds the human and divine 
  



9 
 

 
From pondering our mix of good and evil 
Too easily disjoined in God and Devil 
The power that lets your sight delight me so 
 
The reverence and awe I give to you 
Belongs to all, but we cannot afford 
However we would emulate the Lord 
To grant to every human face its due 
 
Thus the most beautiful are singled out 
By what makes spirit with the flesh concur 
And seeing such a one, adoring her 
And spreading then the good word all about 
Fulfills the task agreed by God and Nature 
To teach us to revere each fellow creature 
 
 

10 
 

 
With what gives all things in the world their sense 
A light-shaft pierces through the fog immense 
And one thing shines that all might shine as much 
To look with love all eyes are beautiful 
When the exception overrules the law 
We see far more than what at first we saw 
The empty cup with tears again runs full 
 
But in the dusk and greyness everywhere 
Sole faith in memory relieves despair 
What weakens mine is not old age but Hope 
That with the years demanding less and less 
No longer love nor even tenderness 

 
  



11 
 
School Days 
 

My mind however sharp could be erratic 
But of my heart there was no need to doubt 
So when our grade-school years were running out 
My classmates in their sapience Socratic 
 
While choosing my dear cousin as the smartest 
Awarded me the title Most Romantic  
Which was no doubt in tribute to my antic 
Of kissing all the girls to play the artist 
    

I cannot say my childhood was idyllic 
 

My paradise gave way to something cruel 
And I was thrown into a world exilic 

 
As in old age yours lights my final mile 
 
 

12 
 
Confidence 
 

Neither of us need speak about 
Why it is you alone I greet 
I think we both know when we meet 
Why I would dread to live without 
What the pure beauty of your face 
Together with your smile reveal: 
That the euphoria I feel 
Reflects a certitude of grace 
 
Though I a sinful infidel 
Do not deserve this great a sign 
Of favor from the love divine 
That in its splendor lights so well 
My solitude that else would be 
Despairing of eternity 
  



13 
 

Worldly values are made to compare 
But your beauty defies mensuration 
It inspires the transcendent sensation 
Of a whole in which each part is rare 
As the sacred expands into space 
Granting every real object its name 
All creation is lit by the flame 
Set in me by the light of your face 
 
I revere those who live by belief 
Who see God with the eye of the soul 
Though I lack their sight I share its goal 
To which you let me humbly aspire 
To observe the real world in its grief 
And its sin yet affirm it entire 
 
 

14 
 

Throughout my life in all my enterprises 
 

Or else to unobtrusively derail 
What should have rolled along without surprises 
And now that all the trains have pulled away 
And I must plod my weary path on foot 
With time to note the details of my route 
And make a few encounters on the way 
 
I come upon the loveliest of all 
Who smiles on me as only angels can 
Which makes me wonder whether  
My half and total failures large and small 
Were pretexts to prepare the final scene 
In Paradise as it had always been 
  



15 
 

To call you beautiful might give offense 
My Muse who merited the word far less 
Than you would always hear it with distress 
No woman should be thought a thing of sense 
To call you lovely would compound the crime 
For only love itself can grant the right 
Of language less of day than of the night 
And of its intimacy of shared time 
 
So I will call you blessèd as befits 
One whom we see throughout the  
Warming the hearts of all who share her scene 
Not by her beauty but what it permits: 
To let us know the sweetness of her soul 
That flesh embodies in a wondrous whole 
 
 

16 
 
Sin and Grace 

 
Inspired by your embodiment of grace 
I would my sonnets weave into a whole 
In homage to your centripetal role 
That draws a focus out of empty space 
Yet homage : 
To  
Indifference to words in words of rhyme 
To tell of one that we have only seen 
 
To dedicate this work to you is not 
To seek to populate it with your charms 
Or mourn what life would be within your arms 
But taking your example to allot 

 
Parts in a legend made of sin and grace 
  



17 
 

Would I dare ask you for a photograph 
To steal your image and possess your soul 

 
Forever revel in the prize I stole 
But solitary laughter is but noise 
Only in unison have we the right 
To recreate the world in equipoise 
And bathe it in the  silver light 
 
Your queenship is the realm of black and white 
Where flickering dramas celebrate the good 
And shadow is but sun misunderstood 
But only while your image holds us tight 
Before the screen it brightens for an hour 
Until it dims as evening dims the flower 
To the uncertain lines that poets write 
 
 

18 
 
Sabbatical 

 
God made the world in seven days because 
To keep my rendezvous with the unique 
I rest my eyes on you to start the week 
And then must spend the profane six-day pause 
In meditation on why Providence 
Though knowing of my fatal tendency 
To cultivate romantic travesty 

last chance 
 

 
That I indeed am loved by the divine 
Who chose as my reward sabbatical 
The light of charity you shed upon 
My sinful self as though its sins were gone 
And that I were alive before the Fall 
  



19 
 
I cannot ask for love or even friendship 
Nor make you read the poems you inspire 
Or sense the shape assumed by my desire 
For happiness in your companionship 
So aphrodisiac is asymmetry 
The contrast of pure beauty with the pain 
Of lacking any figure to sustain 
My tacit promise of fidelity 
 
Yet you remain the one most precious thing 
The world contains, the treasure if once lost 
Would make of all the rest a holocaust 
Where no streams flow and birds no longer sing 
And the stars smother in the baleful cloud 
That for an hour a ray of sun allowed 
 
 

20 
 
Too much humility is pride 
Our very acts of worship tell 
The deity he needs our will 
Or else his cult would be denied 
If I pay homage at the shrine 
Of beauty God in you reveals 
At which my poem-prayer appeals 
For clemency to the divine 
 
The care with which I form each line 
Suggests that care had not sufficed 
With which the Lord your form devised 
And needs the supplement of mine 
So that my joyful awe to see 
His handiwork discomfits me 
  



Envoi 
 
I cannot find a term to correspond 
To sentiment that verse alone describes 
Nor know a single word that circumscribes 
This consciousness of immaterial bond 
I said I love you to my dearest friend 
And all was shattered from that moment forth 
And though no doubt her heart betrayed its worth 
Mine was the fault that made the story end 
 
Older and wiser as the cliché goes 
I shall not make with you the same mistake 

 
Nor dress up Eros in ecclesial clothes 
Nor say I write for you this poetry 
But only thank you that it comes to be 
 
 
I Goldfarb  
3-6/2017 
 




