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    To all those who seek peace 
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St Francis at La Verna 
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Everything was falling 
Where he slept and prayed
Cliffs had split and boulders
Big as houses cantilevered
––––––––
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Left there juxtaposed 
As if this was once a land
Where giants had played
Though now all quiet and still. 
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He chose these places formed
Perhaps he knew how
By earthquake and flood.
Cataclysmic country
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Of landscapes pitched  
Over landscapes 
As if about to fall  
Here he sought his love
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On fire with some desire
Like the desert sun
Burns a wilderness 
At the end of worlds  
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There joined a signified
From vertices of thought
Through corporeal
That cut his lovesick heart.
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Francesco
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How shamelessly they scratch
Crosses on that ledge
Where you slept and prayed
Fought demons they have said
Conversed with Jesus on a stone
And swipe the moss from what
Was once your bed.
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But you were a singularity
And should be left alone
You are nobody’s to own
Creatures like you
Belong to Being itself
Which was transfigured
In you through another
Who they call the Christ.
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We are left with ourselves
Now to decide, so hard to do.
There is a reason why
People are compared to flocks
Lost when it comes to it
Faced with what is infinite
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They grab at things for comfort.
Yet still I feel this old faith
Haunting like a ghost 
A faded thing returning
Reassurances of trust
Like promissory notes
Written in the rain.
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Madre del santo
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What must his mother have thought
Of her boy running round with lepers
Half naked outside town?
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And those things he wore
What kind of statement
Was he trying to make
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With all that carry on? 
Who did he think he was
Wandering about like that?
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You’d think he had no clothes at home
Then he goes and disowns
His father, what shame. 
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What was a mother to do?
She tried to smuggle food
But he gave it to creatures 
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He called his friends
Washed their filth
Saw something good in them. 
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And the birds he followed 
Thinking it was God talking 
Then they followed him instead
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Like those bandits who robbed him
And he followed after
To give them his underwear. 
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I hid my face when I heard 
What he did, but it’s said
They returned to him in tears.
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What kind of madness got into him?
Ah but now you’re gone
And although your response was true
––––––––
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To some voice or something in your head
And some good has come to pass
I wonder what she would have said
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That you broke your mother’s heart?
Do you think she got some recompense?
Did she know you were all the rage
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People fighting for your body
Even before you were dead?
Since pilgrim cash was best
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As it is in every age.
But there was something more
To you Francesco 
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Even your mother didn’t know
That what you’d gone and done
Has spoken to everyone.
––––––––
[image: ]


And we have to ask
Why is that?
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Fra’ Leone
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You caught me out
On those steps
All those signifiers
Fell into place
Like the lines
Of a simple poem
Etched in stone.
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Who did you think you were
Not knowing
You belong here
Fra’ Leone?
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A place
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The sweetness of the stone
Such coolness under foot
It’s these pathways you’d miss 
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That seem to promise
A journey somewhere
Into mysteries
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Not the constant search for sin
That was never much
Part of it for me
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Like it is for some.
And of course the conversations
I thought I had with you.
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Although they dried up
Soon to silences
Filled with emptiness.  
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Still there was the sound
Of the breeze that seemed
To be the spirit in trees. 
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How is it that we look
So much for blessings
In such places? 
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I almost miss it all
Though some of it
Is of the darkest ages
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And some is not.
In it we hear a discourse
Being nailed in
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Which became an empire
Of thought and mind
That becomes our being. 
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Yet even so it is sad
And to be free of it
I’m not all glad.
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As I leave the place
The cicadas start
Their singing
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Another kind
Of never ending
Hymn of praise
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This high summer.  
But soon it will be autumn
We must begin again
––––––––
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They seem to say 
As he did that last day
On the bare ground
––––––––
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With his friends
Outside the little ruin
Where it all began.
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