Collapse the back of my knees

With a stud.

I should be prostrate

No guardian of truth should stand

At attention. 

There’s nothing to guard 

Is a lie. Eye the child 

of the solstice.

Peace is not 

a parting shot across 

A contemplative head.

Shodden, sodden,

Mild.

A newborn is a way to die

Or said differently – 

You could die in love

Before his first defiant word 

Is muddled with spittle

A great hack

Phlegmy rheumy ancient

Hawk; and then expectorate.

The child is the aged man

But in one case He’s not.

He’s never old, we hold

We can hold a sleeping babe

Tenderly before the great fear

The skirl; love is sheared 

Off confusion. Love chokes 

All else – even the desire

To live save to feel more 

Love. 

An infant is tender – He does not

Resist my hunger

To right 

This listing wreck

like rats abandoning a sinking ship

There’s peace and silence before

The plunge. 

A quiet repose. . .

What child is this?

could save my life

the breath of life

is tenderness exhaled.

Every murder, DUI,

Careless word 

Exploitation 

Is contained. 

He murmurs and cries

Even while He opens eyes

A faded crèche

Is threaded

With a woven cable and 

Combination lock.

I’m staggered by the sleeping child 

The suffering of the entire world

Is His dream.

Which means He was born to bear 

Nightmares of failure

Tiny disapointments 

One for each phalanx

Of each tiny finger

Each precious cruelty I inflict

Or have inflicted 

Each stench emitted 

From the crucible’s eye

The censer’s pendulous sway

Will chase away -

As a flashlight might 

Find the bleached eyes

Of a rat in fright -

Surrounded

By vandals holding gifts

gathered by slaves.

