Through a Glass Darkly

The paraclete dove looks down from my window

Head-inclined, wings wide-spread 

In offered embrace.

The fledgling had startled me as it crashed on the glass.

Had it mistaken the self-image as a mate

Or a threat, without reflecting?

(I watched the palpitation 

Of its cooling body

On the rose-bed death-bed.)

The impacted image remains.

I shall leave it

Till the summer rains

Lave it and disintegrate its integrity,

Till the soft-feathered image

Is effaced.

When I was a child…

The child in the mirror

Reflected another persona.

Self-absorbed, I did not understand

The face always returning smile for smile,

The farewell wave of the hand.

But now I am a man…

I know

That the broken body

Pierced by Longinus’s spear

And the cooling of the corpse

After thirst-anguished heat

Was the correlation of God made flesh

Dwelling among us…

No longer the reflection

Or the windowed paraclete,

No longer a symbol to disentangle

But en clair face to face

The knowing and the known

In eternal embrace.

