Pentecost

Who really understands?
To tell the truth, I don’t.
People speak to me everyday
and I just nod my head and hope
I’m doing the right thing. 
Words are just strange sounds
that come out of mouths
or lines that fill a space.

But they have power beyond
the grave. They lay you down 
In the cool sun and kiss your
loamy skin. When God becomes
a close thing, their breath
whips your skin like fire,
screaming like a mandrake
ripped from its home.





