The Golden Garden of Robinson

Irene Lok

The garden stands, like a stage,

Where youth and joy as one engage.

By the wooden bridge we rest,

As time flows softly and hearts are blessed.

Music sways the soul’s own tide,
Laughter, whispers drift and glide.
Warden, scholar, friend, and peer—
In mirth and ease, together near.

We stand, we sit, with sparkling wine,
Our minds alight with thoughts divine;
Each heart a brush, each word a hue—
We paint our dreams in Cambridge, true.

Lanterns—black, gold, white—do gleam,
Hung high above where spirits dream.
The crimson cloths and carpets red
Reflect the life our hearts have led.

Not far—within the garden’s trace,

The sun begins its slowest race.

Through leaves it spills in golden gleams,
Where butterflies dance in sunlit streams,
And squirrels red in silence play,

As light and shadow melt away.

From yonder lotus pond it spills—
The fountain sings, the evening stills—
A golden light that gently weaves

Around our minds, through flowers and leaves.

O friends who studied and laboured long,
Now breathe the breeze and hear the song.

In Robinson’s midsummer hue,
We find our moment, peace and true.
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No toil, no task, just time sublime; LSS MEATE DR,
We live, we love, in life’s gold prime. HANEsE, B, (AR .

* Inspired by the Garden Party at Robinson College in Cambridge, 20 June 2025.
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