THE INTENT OF LOSS: A HYMN OF LAMENT AND REBIRTH

Your deadly words, hung in midair,

Before clattering like silver coins

Upon the altar of my heart.

In the cool blue of twilight

The veil of stillness descended

Shrouding day from night;

Outcasting me into the darkness of suspended seconds.

A mute moon screeched over a bruised world

With the keening heart of a widowed bride.

No more the morning light

Refracting into rainbows or

Radiating into glories.

No more the living concert

Resolving into harmonies or

Resounding into majesties.

I see dimly now

Through a glass darkly

The hidden dreams and desires of a misbegotten exile.

I hear faintly now

Through a wall enigmatically

The distant cries and whispers of a misplaced heart.

Gone, now,

It seems, forever,

The long slow green comings of summer.

Here, now,

It seems, forever,

The disjointed gray goings of winter.

Autumn, lay outstretched,

Like a broken skeleton of a beached whale,

Displaying traces of magnificence.

As I lay unliving,

Diminished and depleted,

Tethered to the cross of memory and desire,

Passionless,

I surrendered all to All.
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In the extraordinary eternity of a second,

The full fury of Spring

Resurrects your deadly words into a shower of roses

Wine-red rare.

From the East

A balm of breeze,

Mixing forgiving freshness with renewing fragrance,

Gathers up the petals in a gentle frenzy;

Strewing them along the path of plenty,

As I behold Thou,

Altar-wise by owl-light*

In the perpetual spell of Presence.

*A phrase from a poem by Dylan Thomas that resonates deeply with me.

-July 4, 2003

West Cornwall, CT

