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Hands folded to construct a church and steeple,
A roof of knuckles, outer walls of skin,

The thumbs as doors, the fingers bent within

To be revealed, wriggling, as “all the people,”

All eight of them, enmeshed, caught by surprise,
Turned upward blushing in the sudden light,
The nails like welders” masks, the fit so tight
Among them you can hear their half-choked cries
To be released, to be pried from this mess
They’re soldered into somehow —they don’t know.
But stuck now they are willing to confess,

If that will ease your grip and let them go,
Confess the terror they cannot withstand

Is being locked inside another hand.

After the praying, after the hymn-singing,

After the sermon’s trenchant commentary

On the world’s ills, which make ours secondary,
After communion, after the hand-wringing,

And after peace descends upon us, bringing

Our eyes up to regard the sanctuary

And how the light swords through it, and how, scary
In their sheer numbers, motes of dust ride, clinging —
There is, as doctors say about some pain,

Discomfort knowing that despite your prayers,
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Your listening and rejoicing, your small part
In this communal stab at coming clean,
There is one stubborn remnant of your cares
Intact. There is still murder in your heart.

Two forces rule the universe of breath

And one is gravity and one is light.

And does their jurisdiction include death?
Does nothingness exist in its own right?

It’s hard to say, lying awake at night,

Full of an inner weight, a glaring dread,
And feeling that Simone Weil must be right.
Two forces rule the universe, she said,

And they are light and gravity. And dead,
She knows, as you and I do not, if death

Is also ruled or if it rules instead,

And if it matters, after your last breath.

But she said truth was on the side of death
And thought God’s grace filled emptiness, like breath.

iv.

Time to admit my altar is a desk.

Time to confess the cross I bear a pen.

My soul, a little like a compact disc,

Slides into place, a laser plays upon

Its surface, and a sentimental mist,

Freaked with the colors of church window glass,
Rides down a shaft of light that smells of must

As music adds a layer of high gloss.

Time to say plainly when I am alone

And waiting for the coming of the ghost

Whose flame-tongue like a blow torch, sharp and lean,
Writes things that no one ever could have guessed,
I give in to my habit and my vice

And speak as soon as I can find a voice.

Mark Jarman's latest collection of poetry is Epistles (Sarabande).
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