In Memoriam: Dr. John Crossett

By

Dave Harbour

John was a rare professor in my time 

with quickly piercing rhetoric and mind.

With this Socratic guide I came to see 

deeper cuts and hues of classic poetry; 

Logic, spirit, love of ancient story.

Milton’s poetry was tough to grasp 

but complex thoughts he led me to amass.

Sir Francis Bacon’s Books became for me 

a way to see how my life was to be….

And then he gave to me my spirit’s key.

With unfolding of the Bible’s precious lines 

came that compelling sense that my design,

Like his, was part of Heaven’s holy plan: 

to lead us each to be God’s chosen man,

Growing into Older Selves at His command.

John loved: to teach, his Virgil Press, his wife,

his new daughter and his Vermont life.

He loved to notice nature and to write 

about her days both Cobalt Grey and bright;

Of nature’s cold and heat and awesome light.

While dreaming, staring out my window view,

 I sometimes see in my Alaskan hues:

The sunsets, floribunda, snow and breeze 

that bring my mind to this dear man of peace,

Whose loss I bear with joy, but profound grief.

The greatest gift my friend bestowed on me 

is now the knowledge and free will to be

Locked in Endless Progress’ harmonium: 

living, loving, writing compendium…,

Articulating his Memoriam.

2-15-86

International Association of Poets Award of Merit: 8-02








