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Introduction 
 
 

These poems are from a tradition of sharing poems during ecumenical services held at 
noon, Monday through Friday, in various churches during Holy Week in Athens, TN.  
But all of Holy Week is included. The weekend poems were shared at the churches I 
had regularly attended. The sampling here have representative poems from 2015-
2019. 
 
Revised April 10, 2022 
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About PoeticWord Ministries 
 
I formed PoeticWord Ministries in August 2005. Its logo, I am His workmanship, His 
poetry was influenced by Ephesians 2:10. 
 

Two-fold Mission Statement 
 
(1) To express the inexpressible truth of scripture, the revelation of nature, and His 
unfathomable love through poetry and commentary 
  
(2) To unify the body of Christ across all denominations and cultures and to reach out 
to the community to share His love 
    

Statement of Faith 
 
I believe in God, the Father Almighty, the Creator of heaven and earth; in Jesus, the 
Christ, His only Son, our Lord and Savior; and in the Holy Spirit, the third Person of 
the Holy Trinity who leads and guides us in all truth. 
 
I believe in the inerrant word of God because Jesus is that Word who became man, 
was conceived of the Holy Spirit, was born of the virgin, Mary. He led a sinless life, 
suffered under Pontius Pilate, was crucified, died, and was buried. And on the third 
day, He arose from the dead and ascended into heaven, where He now sits at the right 
hand of God the Father Almighty, from which He shall judge the living and the dead. 
 
I believe in the holy apostolic and unified church: in one faith, one baptism, one Lord 
above all; in the communion of saints, who are the body of Christ and that we become 
one of His heirs because of His completed work of salvation when we confess with 
our mouth that He is the Christ. 
 
I believe in Jesus Christ’s faithfulness to forgive our sins upon our repentance, and 
that He will never leave us nor forsake us. 
 
I believe in His coming for His saints, in the resurrection of the body and in life 
everlasting. 
 

Services 
 
I volunteer my time and gift to share poetry and Biblical commentary in church 
services, revivals, Sunday school, prayer meetings, fellowships, Christian events, 
conventions, college campus organizations, community events, and poetry readings. 
 

Contact Info 
 

John C. Mannone, 235 Carta Rd, Apt G8, Knoxville, TN 3714, 423.887.3780, 
jcmannone@gmail.com 
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Pastor Norm & Nancy Beetler, of the now defunct Abundant Blessings Assembly of 
God (Athens, TN), have given me the joy of sharing my poems with this small but 
loving congregation every Sunday before the sermon. I dedicate this work to him and 
his wife. 
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The Passover Lamb 
 
 He was led like sheep 
 to the slaughter 
 —Acts 8:32 
 
Sheep, led by a Judas 
goat, follow a gentle path of grass 
up a slope strewn with leaves 
 
spread palmate, through 
a gauntlet to a beautiful 
slaughter. 
 
They do not pay attention 
to the priest standing by the rock 
with a knife in his hand, 
 
they simply see the sheaves 
he waves, only hear his soothing 
voice, the chant of prayers, 
 
and make not a sound as they 
submit themselves, unblemished 
and innocent, as the priest 
 
stretches out their bodies, 
pinning them to the ground 
—legs stiff, feet clasped. 
 
Then he turns their heads 
skyward, their eyes covered 
with their own ears. 
 
Flour & oil already mixed 
for bread; a cup of wine 
delicately balanced 
 
on the altar. The sheep, 
placed on a rack of wood, lie 
still without complaint, 
 
even when their own throats 
are sliced open and silence 
pours out as blood. 
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Ashes 
  
Holy ashes burn forgiveness—at my core, my heartwood—they charcoal a cross on 
my forehead foreshadowing new life beyond the dust of bones. I am an alchemist, but 
do not seek to change lead to gold, only transmute the dull heaviness of my spirit to 
noble hope. 
 
So I transform to tree branch, throw myself into the blasting furnace with boughs of 
box-evergreens from chalky soil, together with reddish brown conifer yews, bluish 
willows, a sacred olive branch 
 —all palms of victory once under His feet when He rode into Jerusalem on a 
 lowly beast of peace because it was not yet time for the warhorse. 
 
And I become ashes, stirred by the wind, lifted to the sky, glittering like gold.  



 4 

Jesus Was a Man of Color 
 
I have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a nation where they 
will not be judged by the color of their skin but by the content of their character. 
—Martin Luther King, Jr. August 28, 1963, Lincoln Memorial, Washington D.C. 
 
 
His life began with electrified air over Bethlehem: 
shimmering curtains emerald green, aurora red 
with sapphire threads and gold from His Father’s 
glory slipping through the midnight from heaven’s veil. 
 
His face was olive and brown and joy. His smiles 
were many colors—they’d paint anyone’s face the color 
of love, even now through those immortal pages inked 
in his blood, the color of sacrifice. Sorrow comes 
 
in shades of crimson and purple. The robe He wore 
—variegated and seamless—lay at the foot 
of the cross where the soldiers gambled for it. 
In the fury, when the ground rumbled, what tore 
 
were the curtains in the temple; all the stars spilled 
to the ground, they were sewn into cloth, the fabric 
of heaven. Sky darkened black & blue, and remorse, 
but glimmers of grace started seeping through. 
 
Remember the color of hope, the pure crystal of it, 
rainbow after rainbow, when floodwaters subsided? 
Remember, the Blessed Hope will quench the flood 
of lies. Remember the Man of many colors 
 
who is the Son of God, who knows no color, except 
the color of your heart. 
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Holy Monday 
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The Way 
 
When He said, I am the way, 
the truth and the life, He wasn’t 
talking about lifestyle. 
 
And He didn’t mean TheWay 
of intuitive knowers—the Gnostics 
on their path of enlightenment 
to liberate man’s soul trapped 
in degradation, from the material 
world to become as gods. No! 
 
Nor was it the path the Pharisees 
took to the temple—The Way— 
a processional of priests and people 
on their holy days. They’d march 
and sing and dance from outside 
the temple walls through the needle 
gate, too narrow for a camel 
loaded down with baggage 
and mammon to get through. 
 
Then into the lower courts, 
and up the steps, all fifteen, 
a song on each one of them 
until the gate of Nicanor 
at the top opened, then past 
the brazen altars 
into the Holy Place. 
 
And then behind the veil, 
inside the Holiest 
where only the high priest 
was allowed to go. 
 
No, not that way either— 
the way of religiosity. 
 
When He said, I, even I, 
am the way, He said it 
at the heels of where 
He must go—to prepare a way 
directly to the holy throne, 
directly to the Father. 
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The way He did that 
was to walk the Via Dolorosa— 
the Way of Sorrows. 
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After the Money Changers 
 
Jesus tosses, turns 
on his rolled-out mat, 
feels Jeremiah’s dream 
with the baskets of figs 
in front of the temple, 
the good ones and the bad. 
 
Morning spills 
over the red clay sill 
of the house in Bethany 
where he spent the night 
with close friends. He rubs 
his eyes blanched  
with sunlight, hurries 
out the door and down 
the mountainside 
stopping at Bethphage. 
 
Gnarled branches 
of a barren fig tree 
frame the distant temple 
cast in eerie light. He curses 
it, the fig tree, too. 
 
Even the fig wasp 
goes hungry. 
 
______________________________________ 
Bethany also means house of figs 
Bethphage also means house of unripened figs 
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Shepherd 
 
Ox hide pulled aside 
from the clay sill, 
Mary watches her son 
 
work deftly with his hands 
like his dad taught him. 
Kneeling, he hammers 
 
the nails unto crossbeam 
pinewood rails for the sheep 
pen broken in the storm— 
 
a lamb had slipped away 
during the night, thunder 
frightened him, and now is lost. 
 
Jesus weeps, but goes out, 
finds him caught in a thicket 
of thorns. He brings him home. 
 
While Jesus works, he sings 
to the lamb a new song, and 
his mother hears it too: 
 
Don’t you worry little fella, 
you’ll be safe inside with me, 
I will go into town to buy 
 
some healing salve for thee 
to soothe your thorny cuts. 
Don’t cry, I’ll go myself, for you. 
 
Mary simply smiles. 
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Holy Tuesday 
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Preparation Day 
 
The thirteen prepared a feast in the upper room. 
A long wooden table, set as if for a wedding 
rehearsal for the bridegroom and his beloved, 
 
has olive bowls placed amid stacks of barley cakes 
made from last fall’s harvest, and dried dates 
& figs with their sweet syrup to drizzle on them. 
 
A pot—of barley, peas and lentils, 
and a few broad beans from the early spring crop 
—dangled in the hearth; steamed over coals. 
 
One disciple brought tilapia fresh from the lake; 
fire-roasted the fish golden brown before laying them 
on earthen trays next to clay pitchers of goat’s milk. 
 
Bitter greens laced a ceramic appetizer dish 
by the olive oil—infused with oregano & thyme, 
as well as laurel, sumac and hyssop— to be sopped up 
 
with a piece of matzoh He had given his friend, 
the one who couldn’t stay for the rest of the meal 
and would miss the breaking of unleavened bread 
 
and grasp its meaning, but he had already seen 
the miracles of the loaves & fishes years earlier 
on the grassy field of Capernaum. 
 
Nor would he drink the fine wine 
transformed, not unlike the water poured out 
at the wedding feast in Cana of Galilee. 
 
…But there would be no lamb, 
no lamb to be served at the table, for he went 
to sell the Lamb to the priests 
 
whom they would slaughter on the morrow. 
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The Work of Priests 
 
Lazarus is the Greek form of Eleazar—the Hebrew name 
of the son of Aaron (the brother of Moses), a high priest. 
 
After Lazarus twitched back to life 
a week before the Passover, 
synagogue leaders trembled 
at the truth they desperately 
tried to deny or not even see. 
 
Their authority challenged, 
placed at risk by a holy man 
who some said was priest-king, 
were compelled to rid all evidence 
of the miracle & miracle-worker. 
Only their stench would remain. 
 
In their self-made holiness not fit 
to polish their own sepulchers 
filled with bones already dead 
to resurrection, they’d be left 
 
to their own weeping, 
to their own gnashing of teeth.  
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Nathanael Bartholomew 
          In Bethsaida (‘House of Fishing’) 
 
The fig tree thrusts its branches high to sky 
as if it were praying, praising its creator. 
 
Half-hidden by leaves, the lavender-green 
fruit, plump with honey, glinting in the sun. 
 
He plucks a couple of the succulent figs, gives 
thanks before slipping them into his mouth. 
 
He’d been here many times before. 
A holy breeze upsloping from the sea stings his face 
 
with cold, and branches rasp a graying sky. 
There are hardly any sparrows left to tell 
 
the secrets of his prayers, to carry his plaintive 
pleas to a willing ear. But there is only 
 
one ear he hopes to have. Before he returns 
to the fishing boat and the chore of nets 
 
he asks his friend, Philip, his eyes wide with 
anticipation, “When will our Redeemer come?” 
 
His friend and fishing partner says that He 
will not come as the lion just yet, but as the Lamb 
 
of God. That He will not roar, but be silent 
when they come to slaughter Him. Not a word 
 
of guile will spill from His mouth, only blood 
that will wash our sins away. “How will I know 
 
this?” Nathanael asks. Philip says, “You are a gift 
from God, it’s in your very name, you the son 
 
of Tolmai. Remember, only kings can give you 
that. God knows His own. Don’t worry, He will 
 
hear you, He will see you, under that fig tree. 
Come on. Let’s go fishing.” 
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Passover 
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The Man with the Pitcher of Water 
 

Just before the Passover ~30 AD 
At the marriage supper in Cana of Galilee 

 
She said, “We’re out of wine.” He said, “What’s that to me 
and to you, Dearest Lady? My hour has not yet come.” 
And she immediately understood. She remembered 
 
the conversation they had in Nazareth last year: 
She said, “Son. When will you take a wife?” 
He said, “I must be about my Father’s business first, 
 
but one day I will come back for her. I will skip 
over the hills. But my heart will be heavy 
soon. Yet, from it will flow an everlasting 
 
water—a wine of salvation 
 courses through my veins. I will shed 
  blood for her, but I will be back. I promise.” 
 
When the plug valve was lifted, clean water spilled 
into 30-gallon water pots, but servants ladled out 
fine wine. 
 

Just before the Passover ~33 AD 
At the Last Supper in Jerusalem 

 
He said to his disciples, “Go into the city. 
A man carrying a pitcher of water will greet you. 
Follow him.” And his disciples met the messenger 
    who brought the water. 
 
(Was it from Jacob’s Well or the Pool of Siloam?) 
 
They went into the Upper Room and readied it 
for the Day of Preparation, because on the morrow 
there would be the sacrifice of all the lambs. 
 
They set the pitcher of water on the table with the food 
and unleavened bread. His mother helped before she went 
to set up the women’s table on the other side. She wept 
 
when she heard him say 
 the hour has come, and he broke 
  the bread, and then took 
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the pitcher of water—he poured out 
 the wine 
  of the new covenant. 
 
He will not drink of it again until he returns for his bride 
and takes her to his Father’s house for the marriage 
supper of the Lamb. 
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At the Last Supper 
 
You cannot go to where I am going, 
you cannot deny that, but don’t let 
your one collective heart be troubled. 
Did I not just tell you all 
 
the second greatest commandment 
of my Father is to love your brother? 
There is no love greater than that 
when one lays down his life for you. 
 
You will mourn well into starless night 
and into the purpled dawn breaking 
with liminal light, your heart also 
tearing as the cock crows three times. 
 
But now let us drink to our reunion. 
Take this cup of wine, which is my blood 
poured out for you, and this bread, 
my body, already broken, 
 
but let not your heart be troubled. 
I must go and prepare a place for you 
as my bride in my Father’s palace, 
and there, we will rest, and drink 
 
the wine of marriage, as I had promised. 
We will break bread once again—this bread 
of life. All the host of heaven will sing 
and you will cry no more. 
 
 



 19 

The Transformation 
 
        This is my blood of the New Covenant, 
        which is shed for many. 
        —Mark 14:24 
 
 
I hold the wine in fragile crystal 
        till each facet mirrors the cathedral sky 
 
and catches shimmers of stars 
        perched on candelabra clouds. 
 
Prayers rain on the sacred liquid, 
 each drop, each pulse, I feel 
 
through my tender fingers. I see 
 the rafters as cruciform beams 
 
anchored in glass glistening like 
 a moonlight-swished burgundy sea. 
 
The image is shaken to glimmers, broken 
 by concentric waves from the ebb 
 
of my own heart. It diminishes me. 
 Yet I am filled in spaces between the flood. 
 
He touches me 
 through those reflections, 
 through the torn veil 
 
of liquid transformed to blood, 
 His tears mixing with mine. 
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Maundy Thursday 
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No Rhyme or Reason 
 
Judas too was pressed as an olive, the tree 
hanging over a field of blood, even his own 
would soon stain the karst stone below 
when the scraggly branch would break 
and his tapered body tumble head first. 
 
Outside Jerusalem, silhouetted arms 
of that gnarled tree shook in the wind, 
dark branch tips sketched a grisaille 
of despair rooted in the distant horizon, 
yet the sky lavendered with mercy. 
 
But did he lift his arms heavenward 
wrap himself up in that purple cloth and 
with tear-filled eyes in those last moments 
beg forgiveness before he snapped 
his own neck? His very close friend, 
 
whom he had betrayed, in the same hour 
prayed to God. Told his father he saved all 
but one. We are all his workmanship— 
his poiema. We are all his poetry fashioned 
reverently and wonderfully by the Word. 
 
So why are there so many bad poems? 
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Night of the Lyrids 
  
 Every 22nd of April, meteor showers out of the 
 constellation Lyra sometimes falls on Passover. 
 
 Vega, the brightest star in the constellation, 
 in Arabic means, He shall be exalted. 
 
 
Before the light of creation would rise 
above the horizon, shooting stars streaked 
across the Passover skies over Jerusalem. 
Nighthawks folded their wings, fell silent. 
 
In unison, the olive trees stretched 
their crooked branches, jabbed the dawning 
sky swabbed purple & crimson. The umber 
silhouette of trees, in the same silence. 
 
A voice cried out from the wilderness 
inside the holy man kneeling there, the weight of all 
the children’s dreams, his brothers’ and the world’s 
sin heavy on his heart. Blood seeped through, 
 
through his pores as he languished in prayer, 
fallen on his face, the taste of dirt on his lips: 
Father. Please let this cup of bitterness pass! 
However, not my will but yours be done. 
 
An angel might lifted him up, wiped his tears, 
and offered cool water from the clear brook, 
before fading. His close friends were still lost 
in their dreams, fast asleep on the lavender grass. 
 
A serpent slithered on the rocks with stardust 
glow, coiled its leathery skin shining like jewels, 
then raised its diamond head, fake smile; rattled 
a hiss of lies; fangs exposed ready to strike. 
 
But the holy one only felt the kiss of a soft wind 
…before Judas came. 
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at the foot washing 
 
he looked at Him, the man 
washing the feet of those 
dirtied in the street’s dung. 
he didn’t think he was dirty— 
he wore soldier’s sandals. 
 
he listened to Him speak 
in much too soft a voice— 
the things he heard before 
about love, the value of true 
friendship, the laying down 
of life for a friend. he hung 
on every word, waiting for 
the rise in tenor of His voice, 
details of the final plans of 
reprisal, tactics to thwart 
the enemy. 
 
but he heard no such words. 
as he left, he glanced back 
and hoped to see the wolf 
in His eyes, but only those 
of a Lamb looked back. 
 
he couldn’t see the ram’s horns 
growing out of His piercing 
words, but if he just had waited 
three more days, he would’ve 
heard it. 
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Good Friday 
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Gethsemane 
  
The sundial-face of the moon 
waxes full over the Kidron Valley, 
 
the Joshua tree casts purple umbras 
of arms, branches point into night. 
  
Pressed olives embitter the air. 
That air, still and silent, listens 
 
to his prayers. His voice cracks 
in shadows that gnomon the ground. 
  
Kneeling on rocks, he anguishes 
like one desperate for his lost lover, 
 
for a moment, only timelessness 
answers while heartache pulses 
 
through his arteries to the palms 
of his hands, to the soles of his feet. 
 
Ground swells with blood, drip, drip, 
dripping from his brow as moments flee. 
 
A weight hung on shoulders, swings 
back and forth. He was unwilling to stay 
 
time. Nighthawks lament well into celestial dark. 
Constellations flicker the Roman numeral’d dawn. 
 
Sky swirls, stars entangle his hair. His face 
pallid in moonlight, ears haunted with cries, 
 
as his eyes fill with ghosts of the world 
and his tongue cleaves to the roof of his mouth 
 striking the sour taste of dregs. 
  
 The hour has come. 
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Golgotha 
 
 I. 
Imagine Golgotha a sculpt of stone 
a jutting skull above the Hedron Valley. 
Cranial fissures from cracking of karst 
when Romans drove the oak and acacia 
cross into the ground, the whole weight 
of the world and his heavy heart stretched 
across the crossbeams. The rocks cried 
out as the soldiers pounded iron spikes 
into the Jew. Even rust could not mute 
the hammering or dull antiphonal wails. 
Blood gushed, and water, his side lanced, 
his heart speared with sin. 
 
 II. 
But Golgotha was not named for its shape 
of bones or for an ossuary of the executed. 
Nor for the enormity of Goliath’s head, 
which David lugged to this place, impaled 
on a pole for all of Philistia to see. 
 
 III. 
O Jerusalem, Jerusalem—city of peace, 
city of the vanquished, of the holy—does not 
Gulgoleth rest above the Cave of Machpelah 
where the bones of Israel’s patriarchs lay? 
 
 IV. 
Sky darkened, thunder shattered air, earth shook 
down the temple wall. Cold rain flushed 
his precious blood deep to graves. 
And the ground cried, too, It is finished! 
Forgiveness finally washing Adam’s skull. 
 
 



 28 

Empathy 
 
 Sympathy is feeling of care and understanding for someone in need, but 
 Compassion motivates us to do something about it, and with 
 Empathy we share the hurt, internalize their grief. 
 —From various sources on the World Wide Web 
 
 
There is no sympathy in nature, 
genetics programmed it for survival 
 
yet death is everywhere 
in every fold of life. 
 
But is there empathy? 
Though the rocks do not cry 
 
for me, they still speak 
with their silence. 
 
And what about the tree? 
It knows no pain, yet I hear 
 
it moan in the creaking wind. 
Perhaps the tree gives voice 
 
to the rock. Perhaps it whispers 
with its leaves as they rustle, 
 
even quake at something bigger than I. 
Is there any sympathy 
 
for the flowers 
robbed of their nectar? 
 
Does the oriole know that its music 
soothes the dawn coming out of darkness? 
 
My dog cocks his head to listen 
to the flutter sounds 
 
of my aching heart. He knows 
I can see his thoughts in his eyes, 
 
they take on the shimmer of my tears. 
Sometimes he sees more 
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of my pain than others who love me. 
Do you think God sent him 
 
to assuage my hurt? 
What is empathy anyway? 
 
I don’t think Webster speaks of it 
in the same way as God does. 
 
His is an extravagant love, 
an unconditional sharing of anguish. 
 
Actually, He bore all of it, and spoke 
it is finished. My emptiness replaced 
  by His fullness. 
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It Wasn’t Just the Nails 
 
Gethsemane wasn’t a garden of figs, 
but a place for pressing, the pressing 
of olives until their oil seeped through 
cracked skins, the color of extra pure. 
This place was for crushing, the crushing 
of grapes until their sweet juice dripped 
as blood into a stone, cold cup filled 
with bitter dregs. He drank it. His blood 
sieved through pores intumesced 
with sorrow, swollen from anaphylaxis 
of sins thrust on Him, stinging. My sins, 
today’s, tomorrow’s, piercing His mind 
as thorns, as acacia thorns lashed out 
gouging His flesh. No numbing for pain, 
prick of each thought, a flailing, a death. 
The pummeling of His back with bits of lead 
digging into bone, stripped His flesh, Heart 
already broken, because everyone of us 
is Judas. Yet, are we choked with remorse? 
It wasn’t just the nails we drove into Him 
at Golgotha clang clang clang 
mallet to metal, iron to flesh, the splintering 
of wood and bone. He hung on crossbeams 
with the weight of the world pulling. His sinews 
burned as He breathed His last agony. 
He was poured out, so that we could be filled 
with Him. 
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Holy Saturday 
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The Missionary 
 
Jungle foliage spackled the sun 
in remote Mexico as dark-skinned 
Indians escorted me to their tribal chief. 
And when I learned their language 
 
he told me of his dreams and visions 
of pale-faced people he had never seen, 
but who would come 
and bring a special medicine. 
 
He saw us coming in his dreams. 
In his dream within a dream, he awakened 
in the middle of an open field 
just beyond the oyamel firs. 
 
It was strewn with boar dung. 
He understood its meaning: 
the infirmities of his people 
scattered all around him. 
 
And when the crow-like birds 
flew in from the east, 
lifted the hog scat with their claws, 
carried them by wing to a faraway hill, 
 
then came back for more 
until the field was cleared 
of all the stench, 
he knew it meant sickness had taken flight. 
 
But leaning closer to where I could see 
the deep furrows in his brow,  
he looked me straight in the eye, 
and said with a puzzled voice 
 
that he did not understand 
the significance of the narrow object 
at the top of the hill 
daggering the thin clouds there. 
 
Behind it, the sun blazed as it rose, 
crimsoning the sky, 
and silhouetted the totem-like structure 
where the birds would perch. 
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He asked me why 
they would drop the dung in a huge pile 
there, at the foot of that cruciform post. 
 
I simply wept. 
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What is Love? 
 
The sun, cresting over the blanket of fog, kissing the horizon 
 
 The ocean, emerald or gray, caressing the shore 
 
  Tall oaks waving their branches 
  when the jealous wind whispers goodbye 
 
 
A mother’s eyes sweeping stardust over her child 
 
 A stranger’s smile returned to a child 
 who knows nothing else but joy 
 
  A father hugging his boy 
  after he fell off the bike; 
  letting him see tears of pride 
 
 
Saying you’re wrong when you’re not 
so that your brother is lifted into sunlight 
 
 Standing on shoulders of giants 
 while you tell them you see nothing 
 but their shadows 
 
  Never feeling sorrow 
  when you say you’re sorry, 
  only the warmth of humility 
 
 
To say “I love you” without your lips, 
only with your fingers caressing the heart 
so it understands the Braille of your soul 
 
 in the same way it was breathed into you 
 
  like a whisper of rain 
 
 
That first rainbow 
and then the others 
 
  all the colors of smiles: 
  passion violet, royal blue, 
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  the emerald and gold, 
  the sun-fired orange, 
  and the scarlet red 
 
   arcing over soft evergreens 
   like the color of grace 
 
 
 And the blood stained locust tree, too 
 
  the dirt brown rusted spikes 
  that once clanged 
 
   Forgiveness 
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Lentils & Rice 
 
He peers into the blue bowl: 
lamb broth infusing grains 
of rice and lentils, brown 
dregs upwelling to surface— 
for a moment mesmerized, 
murky quick-silt pulling him 
under; he grimaces about the 
future. The rice looks dirtied, 
like so many thoughts. He knows 
they’d also feed lentils & rice 
to Hussein before hanging him, 
but Saddam would have no remorse. 
 
This man is innocent. His eyes 
full of tears. 
 
Before he lifts the torn pieces 
of bread and the blood colored 
wine he’s staring into, he looks 
up to the others, their eyes soft. 
In a broken voice he says, 
This is my body, this, my blood, 
which is shed for you. 
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Resurrection Sunday 
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Third Day 
 
Roman guards rolled the round rock 
to seal the tomb tight; grave 
clothes wrapped his body in darkness, 
 
but his spirit had already absented 
his body; left to be with the Father 
who was waiting to embrace his Son 
 
and to tell him that he never, not even 
for a moment, turned his face away. 
He only saw the blood that purified 
 
the sin. The angels danced and sang, 
Holy, Holy, Holy. And the Christ cried 
out, Abba. Soon, his body, too, would leave 
 
the swaddling, be draped in new linen—pure 
lamb-white with a sapphire-blue & gold hem 
—before he’d go to set the captives free 
 
from their ancient graves. Death no longer 
laughing—not even the stench 
of sulfur wafted across the gulf. The good 
 
thief was sitting on the clean side; his legs 
no longer broken. Jesus winked at him. 
The man said thanks, 
 
and added that he saw, Judas, 
who was gasping and couldn’t stop 
gnashing his teeth while crying, 
 
I have betrayed innocent blood! 
over and over again before he jumped 
headlong into the chasm. Jesus wept, 
 
but then smiled when he saw Abraham. 
He embraced his old friend, showed him 
the scars in his hands and feet, 
 
then pulled him close to his bosom, 
whispered in his ear, It is finished, 
 we can go home now 
  to my Father’s mansion. 
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Glorious Fire 
 
Sky cracks spilling black, 
and in ashes sackcloths  
the blood-of-the-lamb-red sun. 
 
Depths of hell and all its graves rumble 
—the thick temple veil tears in two— 
the rugged cross still stabbing earth. 
 
Beloved ones take His body 
from the locust beams, 
hold Him with reverence. 
 
Hands sponge lacerations deep 
into bone, wipe His ensanguined tears, 
caress His face with scented oils. 
 
Weeping, they wrap Him 
with frankincense and myrrh, 
caging their own hearts from breaking. 
 
A stone rolls to seal the tomb 
before the sun kneels behind 
Jerusalem hills into quiet darkness. 
 
But in the predawn, tinged purple, 
a glint rises through the shroud 
and a strong wind rushes 
 
through the cracks in the rocks, 
unwrapping the folded linens—now empty 
except for the dust stirred. 
 
That dust carried to distant corners 
of the world: ash remnants 
of our sins consumed by the glorious fire 
of the Resurrection. 
 
  ~~~ 
 
From the bosom of the grave, 
I too ascend His trail of silver stars, 
transcending time and space—the universe 
transforming to sapphire blue, 
and a millennium of prayers, to gold. 
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No Bones 
 

I. 
 

The box of bones was stone cold 
and mottled with dirt and moss. 
The 70 AD ossuary wall engraved 
in Hebrew: Yehohanan son of Hagkol 

A young Jew in his twenties. 
 
An archeologist 
dislodged the lid. The smell 
of chalk and dust wafted through 
the crack. Light parted darkness 
and the clump of brittle bones cried 
from sleep, a rusted nail-spike gouged 
into ankle and heel. Scent of death 
long since gone. Did he wonder 

about Jesus of Nazareth? 
 

II. 
 

Mary Magdalene washed his feet 
just like before. She wiped blood 
and bits of bone still clinging 
to his ankles when they pulled 
the spikes. And the slivers 
of olive wood and locust. 
 
The water, now pink, flushed 
into the cistern given to her 
by the priest—the one used 

for the slain lamb’s. 
 
She dried his feet with her hair, 
soothed the gaping holes 
in his hands and feet, and his side, 
with aloe and oil. 
 
She turned his naked body, kissed 
the lacerations on his back, washed 
them with her tears. 
 
The other women helped her 
roll him onto a white linen. 
Mary cleaned his face, 
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could see ensanguined pores, 
red sweat engorging them 
as if he poured himself out 
through his skin. 
 
His Sampson hair: black, matted 
to his face. More bruises there. 
Broken thorns barbed into skull, 
snagged the crown 
of his head. 
 
His eyelids: crusted shut 
with blood. She remembered 
his clear, compassioned 
eyes when she hooked 
his arm around hers 
a year before. Others stared 
at her with reproach. That look 
of his, she imagined, still soft 
beneath his eyelids. 
 
The women wrapped 
his body in frankincense 
and myrrh. But Mary 
only smelled his smiles. 
 
In the morning, 
the only thing remaining 
in the tomb was an unraveled 
yet neatly folded linen 
with a sweet fragrance 
of his prayers 
that had lingered on his lips 
when he said, 
 It is finished. 
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My stories are hungry  
 
 Man shall not live on bread alone 
 —Matthew 4:4 
 
 I took the little book out of the angel’s hand 
 and ate it, and in my mouth it was sweet as honey; 
 and when I had eaten it, my stomach was made bitter 
 —Revelation 10:10 
 
An earthquake 
  ripped off 
the thick mantle covering 
of my heart, I opened the book 
and fell into its pages of history. 
I was devoured by the stories 
when I saw Adam and his lovely 
Eve in the Garden; no snakes  
just a couple of trees. 
  One, a tall 
spruce with the scent of pure 
pine—the fragrance of prayer. 
The other with golden quince, 
quaked and rattled in the wind, 
whispered promises. They heard 
the naked truth and that story 
swallowed them, too. 
  My soul 
convulsed at the devil’s laughter 
when he saw the Evergreen shed 
its fascicles to cover them. 
Before the storm, heaven cracked 
and the sky spilled, now emptied 
of His voice. 
  And the wind blew 
the pages of the book in my hands 
before I could read them, but 
they sprayed rain on my face 
and each word coated my lips. 
I drank them in—the savor 
of a better promise 
seeping through: a wet rainbow 
pressing on my tongue. 
  I could not utter a word, 
but listened to the priests & prophets. 
Every time they spoke, a scent of cedar, 
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of crushed pine, sifted through 
along with their voices. Even John’s 
locust & honey weren’t as sweet, 
and bitterness settled in 
at the same time. My heart 
started to melt as wax 
and my blood ached, burned, 
oozing like lava. 
  Yet, I was still 
hungry, and I ate more 
of the stories until I ingested 
the flesh of my own thoughts 
from a cup put to my lips, 
  for a moment, 
for only the briefest moment, 
before that scent of pine purged 
the vile dregs from my mouth. 
I did not want to eat that 
story. But a holy wind blew 
me deeper into the pages to a place 
on a hill. The smell of pine 
now heavier on my nose. There, 
the parchment stained & torn. 
  I wept as I tried to read. 
I could not see the words, 
for my eyes were blurred 
in the rain—a scarlet rain 
washing me and all 
the bitterness I had tasted.  
And when it was finished… 
the sky wasn’t broken anymore. 
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