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ECCLESIASTES
(The Church on the Hill in Saco, Maine)

Like in a pause between dawn and light,
Dusk and darkness, the morning bells
Of Sunday rain ring in echoes
Until the secrets of love, faith, and hope;
Corinthians, Psalms, Ephesians,
The Song of Solomon, and more —
Betray themselves more readily
When tormented
By a breath of truth in its avowal wreck...

And all the while “Submit to one another out
Jesus sleeps... of the reverence of Christ.”
The church on the hill in Saco, Maine Ephesians 5:2.1

Is where lost souls hide
Within the devices of man’s earthly pleasures
To concretize God’s will...
And yet,
How can a rose be made with so much forgetting?
And how can a return be made with so many departures?
What makes you surface observing what is happening
Waiting till the time has come when you wish
To hold me on the very brink of the abyss

From where I have come... I am here, am I there? “Like a lily among thorns

And like in a flaming kiss torn from the pages i3 my darling among maidens.”

Of a book thrown into the wind and abandoned —

My normal boundaries move on all sides —-Song of Songs 2.:2.
Wandering...

I am the he and she
Of your most thunderous applause,
And I am the poet who challenges an age
Too afraid to feel...
Everything is strange to you
As it is told to you oh self-assured righteousness
Setting the unquiet conscience to rest
It its mindful wait —
Failing to confront the truth...
Do you remember how on Sunday morning ...aeduced by choir and song,
You ignored the stranger who stood there in man’s self-righteousness -
In your midst of sermon scriptures read next to the woman a meticalous
Whose hand he held; the woman he planned to marry? delinquency
His soul died last night! in the agape of loves
You told him he had hope... You told him he had faith... addiction (Gods trath?)
But in laughter loud you said nothing about love...
Where are your prayers now as the clouds that cover
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The downpour of Sunday rain turns into words unspoken. ..
No one knows what they mean, and everyone just ignores them...

“This thine eye
I bind to me... (...Cursing the darkneass, carsing god,
This thy hand in pin and cloth, wherein a lair of burdocks lay)
I bind to me...
This thy heart ...a spell is cast
I bind to me

Ever and ever, and forever...”

How can a rose be made with so much forgetting?
And how can a return be made with so many departures?
What makes you surface observing what has happened
Waiting until the time has come when you wish
To hold me on the very brink of the abyss
From which I have come... I am here, am I there?
Yes, [ am... I am the poet who challenges

Those too afraid to feel...
Tell me... In the somewhere, etc., does the woman
Who accompanied the stranger you ignored

Still come to church?
Shhh, I know... It’s not for me to know...
Your prayers are blind and whispered...
Nevertheless,
Would you consider (in trifle gestare)
Giving her a message from (you) the Church on the Hill?
Tell her not to forget the moon is praying
And playing nightly in her honor
To empty seats
In Saco, Maine...
It’s where I hold her on the very brink of the abyss ...when oracles speak
From where I have come...

... The future dreaded (alone) seems to have dissolved on approach
and reassembled behind me as the paast

“It’s where I hold her on the very brink of the abyss from where I have come...
Retelling the tale of how I once lived in a cave next to love and life’s most desolate door,
in “forgiveness” that cometh to a priestess’s discourse on love, rightly understood...”

“...Maybe the stars of night will bring us back together again, and the preacher man
(speaking in tongues), will touch her in prayer thenceforth, the Church on the Hill”

Happiness (one would hope) is more than a minate long...



