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The poverty of thought in the plural 

Washed out colours of a narrative  

Architecture too big for the individual 

Primal cave of the impersonal  

Still there is words, something in the singular

Of this cathedral. 

In the cathedral (Part 2) (for A. with M.) 

(tempo for the voice: adagio) 
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These people in the way 

That odd cafe

Why here?

The heart displaced

Why come here? 

A voice on the speaker 

Choirmaster’s muster 

Christ the saviour 

Holy Spirit something divine

Begin again, begin again. 

Think one Saturday

Hop, jump and skip

You two flew once 

Upon those steps 

Past that elevator 

Count three hundred

Climb by numbers

A game of tag 

Argue at the top why

Who got their first

I lagged behind 

Called instructions   

Not that either 

Of you took much notice

But not to mind. 

From high up there the river

Shone in mud and sand

Unknotted ribbons. 

A church bell rang

In solemn, even hands. 

After watching for a while

From the parapet

You both got impatient 

To see the basement

What you called the crypt. 

No-one could guess  

The futility of it 

Then. Or is it futile?

Jesus must be dead.

“Why the thorns?” you said.

The clock ticks away for us all 

But when it became true

That indifferent brute -

Death - stole you 

Some 

Thing 

Revolted

Night and day   

Ripped up memory 

Found old things

In ploughed clay 

Like we used to find 

On our expeditions. 

There is no comfort in churches. 

Not hard to admit 

The lack of expectation  

From baptism to confirmation 

But what did you expect? 

Expect nothing

Bear everything

Clockwork with

Hesitation 

Come these questions.  

Is being alive just thinking? 

Or is it love?

Breathe, stand up, move -

Steer clear, shove the chair

The volunteer is there 

“Thanks, I’m fine, don’t mind

Just getting old”  

Move out from the empty row

Into the busy aisle, and smile. 

I see your faces so certain then 

That since children’s prayers go straight to heaven 

You should light the candles on your own 

Confer in confidence what to ask for

Glance at the icon momentarily 

Of the angels talking round a table 

The one that signifies the Trinity. 

A sign now says just tap and go

No need for change

But you would want to hear  

The coins tumble, disappear and fall.  

No-one must ever say 

“Oh, sad he died so young

Who is left to recall

Who knew him then?”

But they will some day

Long gone from here

In that lonely cemetery.

Who will ever know 

Of times forever meant, 

Our once present tense? 

The angels seem to look away

The volunteer is having tea  

The candle light sends its shade 

On sandstone blocks Triassic age

Everything is wrong 

A church is worse than just a tomb

I only took you for the view  

It’s not a place where we belong. 

Walk back across the gritty floor alone 

Past the neon hieroglyph   

On what an artist felt about her god 

Push out through the heavy doors

Hold my hands, don’t lose your grip 

Sad dreams of eternity let go -

Catch on to what is true instead, just this -

That we too lived here once for real 

We once were real 

And there is nothing left of us

That lasts but this 

Words and things our representatives.  
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No-one would want to keep you here 

Pinned like a thing  

In books like old cases in museums  

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Decay of the roses
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Stems soften 

Leaves crease 

Hearts relax 

Petals unfold to white 

The pink to coral

Green to emerald 

White to marble

Then back to roses
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By the pond in sunlight
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Maple and holly 

One lets things through

One a mirror

The box does neither

But glows bright green 

More intensely. 

And there is an arch 

The strawberry tree trunk

Curving down

Then upwards 

The surface brown 

Peeling papery 

Over the inflexible heart

Inert, taut, held rooted

Beneath the rootedness of it 

The goldfish shimmer

As if they hold it all in place.  
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Grief anticipated 
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Not being able to stand the grief to come 

Hide away in the book shop 

Of the mind anticipating.
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