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Episode 19 - Time 

We’d love to hear your thoughts about the show and have you be part of 
the Harmony Hub Magic. We are really keen to hear about a memorable, 
favourite song and what it means to you or to hear a recording of you 
reading a favourite poem. If you have anything you’d like to share or 
need help to share something, please get in touch with me, Kaye, on 
07591157841 or by email at kaye@awakeningarts.co.uk 

This week on Harmony Hub Radio, we’ll be reading poems and hearing 
songs and stories all about the solstice and moving towards the light. 
These are the poems I’ll be reading on the show and I’d love it if you’d 
read along with me. 

“Poetry is the journal of the sea animal living on land, wanting to fly in the 
air.” — Carl Sandburg 

The Year by Ella Wheeler Wilcox 
What can be said in New Year rhymes,  
That’s not been said a thousand times?  

The new years come, the old years go,  
We know we dream, we dream we know.  
 

We rise up laughing with the light,  
We lie down weeping with the night.  

We hug the world until it stings,  
We curse it then and sigh for wings.  

We live, we love, we woo, we wed,  
We wreathe our prides, we sheet our dead.  

We laugh, we weep, we hope, we fear,  
And that’s the burden of a year. 
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Promise By Jackie Kay 
Remember, the time of year 
when the future appears 
like a blank sheet of paper 
a clean calendar, a new chance. 
On thick white snow 
You vow fresh footprints 
then watch them go 
with the wind’s hearty gust. 
Fill your glass. Here’s tae us. Promises 
made to be broken, made to last. 

Burning the Old Year BY NAOMI SHIHAB NYE 
Letters swallow themselves in seconds.    
Notes friends tied to the doorknob,    
transparent scarlet paper, 
sizzle like moth wings, 
marry the air. 

So much of any year is flammable,    
lists of vegetables, partial poems.    
Orange swirling flame of days,    
so little is a stone. 

Where there was something and suddenly isn’t,    
an absence shouts, celebrates, leaves a space.    
I begin again with the smallest numbers. 

Quick dance, shuffle of losses and leaves,    
only the things I didn’t do    
crackle after the blazing dies. 



Art Activity  

This week our theme is time. Here are some ideas for how you could 
create an image on this theme. As ever, please feel free to interpret the 
theme in anyway that feels right for you, these are just some ideas or 
starting points. 

Dandelion clocks are a sweet and simple symbol of time. You could try a 
simple drawing with a pen or pencil and then add some colour around the 
edges. 
 

I love this painting which captures so well 
the sense of waiting. Is there a time when 
you were waiting; waiting for something to 
happen; waiting for something to change. 
Could you paint or draw that time? Maybe 
you could copy and old photo, or draw from 
memory.


