Jeffrey Bilbro

Cathedral
On Monet’s Rouen Cathedral series

The light plays, dazzles each brick

into a fugue of reflected red, the thin

façade made rich in harmonic flickers

as the blush of health seeps through its skin.

Later a gleam of sunlight slips a rift

in the clouds, sends yellows to whirl 

from arch to arch, weighty enough to shift

the shadows from the doorways where they swirl.

But blue returns, curls and seeps 

under each crevice and joint,

caresses the church’s face as night creeps

down to grant its daily anointing.

The play is never the same; it repeats

with infinite variety, guided by the delight

of him whose unfolding beauty entreats

in endless revelations of light.

