TO A ROSE
Oh beautiful rose in the garden bed,

I fear to see thy drooping head

The sun, the wind and the rain so wild

Have helped to kill thee, my fair child,

With thy petals of crimson red.

This life so short on earth for thee

Hath giv’n unending pleasure to me.

Thy grace and charm hath overcome

And praise of thee I’ve often sung.

But now I pain thy death to see.

As one by one thy petals fall,

I think of when a bud so small

You grew and thrived in my garden green,

But now you die to more to be seen,

No other to enthral.

· Michael and David Kirby circa 1957


The foregoing poem was a joint production of Michael Kirby (b 1939) and David Kirby (b 1943), from the time they were pupils at Fort Street Boys’ High School in Sydney in the 1950s.  It was published in The Fortian, the school magazine, in 1959.  Little did the poets know that both of them would become judges.  Justice Michael Kirby is a Justice of the High Court of Australia and his brother David is a Judge of the Supreme Court of New South Wales.  Whilst both still love roses, they are critical of their immature composition.  David says that such faults as exist can be attributed to Michael, namely lack of subtlety and excessive sentimentality.  Michael admits these faults and says he is working on a more mature poem, after the style of Auden, about horseradish, although he is momentarily challenged by words that rhyme with that worthy but underappreciated plant.   
