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Redeemer
That Lent, most days, the plows

were out in force. Fridays, the nuns

would count heads, lead us—mittened, 

booted, bent against the wind 

like cowled penitents—in a single-file plod 

across the yard from school to church 

for stations of the cross. There, 

in the half-gloom, thick with God’s musk 

of damp wool and wood polish, 

again I’d rate my aching knees 

against His agony, the stone reliefs 

of that fish-bone body 

shivering in the votives’ light        

as fourteen times we were impressed 

with the meaning of this barter 

of His torture for our sin: thou hast 

redeemed the world. This was the winter 

my father was arrested and the bomb 

first corkscrewed through my dreams. 

Nights before the protest, he tucked me in 

with tales of biblical rebels: Shadrach, 

Meshach and Abednego, cucumber-cool 

in the furnace blast; Daniel lounging

among charmed lions; St. Peter 

sprung from Herod’s cell to amble 

past his jailors. Behind each happy ending, 

an 11th hour angel towered, deadpan 

and aerial as any caped crusader. Still

I’d lay awake, listening to all St. Catherine’s 

high stone arches echo unto dust 

thou shalt return as they had that afternoon 

I filed back to class and bus and home

across an earth moonscaped by snow  

afraid to touch the ritual smudge 

I wore like a dark third eye. 
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The Origin of Speech

It was always here, the word  

that plumbed oceans, sought 

a floor from which dry land  

heaved up, on which bedrock 

shivered, gnashed itself to earthquake, 

volcano, mountaintop. The globe 

it discovered was a troubled mind 

that could not sleep. Pangaea 

drifted off to continents. Species 

sprang from family to genus, 

spurred by evolution’s zeal

and time’s one drive 

to wind everything down. 

All this time it was potential, 

swollen with witness. All this time 

we were inscrutable echo. But say 

Paleolithic and watch the rapid 

millennia churn. Say leviathan 

and feel a tether snap taut, 

leashed to that hulk

still wending through the gloom. 
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