Sharon Scholl: Service Readings
Six Supplications

Comfort us

with darkness,

O appalling light.

Comfort us

with ignorance,

O merciless wisdom.

Quiet our anxieties

with fragments 

of experience.

Still our frantic feet

on the small wheels

of the universe.

Protect us from

the ghastly knowledge

of our life’s design.

Content us 

with these shreds

that keep us sane.

Without Angels, Without Stars
God cannot stare

through the common eyes

of a no-name baby

from a no place town.

No hum-drum peasant

can be shot through

with those mysterious ways

spirit has with matter.

The aweful ordinary 

is what we can’t abide.

We must have alien visitors

fresh from realms of glory.

Thus, the plaster star,

the hovering gauze-winged angels

proclaim our fatal blindness

to God’s immanence.
Magnum Mysterium







                                                    
Song swept you up one Christmas eve,

wove you into strands of melody

gliding past like continental drift.

Remember how you melted

in a sea of voices, floating without notes

on an ocean with no space, no boundary.

When the music frayed to nothing,

you were certain it still sounded

in some pure molecular dimension.

It will find you again someday

when the dishes are done

and the baby is down for the night.

After homework is finished

and the last sibling quarrel 

is settled by fiat or compromise

you will push aside the bedroom curtain

to peer out on a snowy lawn

and it will come flooding back,

filling your whole consciousness,

your lips moving as though

you had been singing all this time.

You will know your part

as though the silence whispered it, 

synchronous with breathing.

The Subtleties of Distance

As with stars, one against the other,

no telling which is but a million

light years hence, one a bright trillion

winking deep within the Milky Way.

So mountain folds over mountain,

blue on blue diminished into lavender,

until perspective is lost among the miles.

Ocean waves vanish among breakers

 pulsing toward earth’s curvature where sea

and sky are one vast mélange.

Across the distance of my years

one event laps upon another, hurt

melding into happiness until there is

no way of knowing grace from loss.

Postlude

I have played him out

between extinguished candles

down the April-splattered narthex

to the waiting hearse,

his family trailing the coffin

like a long melisma

from a Handel oratorio.

I’ve sent him on prepared

to meet the fractured face

of death, rolled out

to stately rhythm,

For All the Saints, bourdon

blasting down the bass

like Hell contained.

I’ve made him ready,

magnificent in walnut,

shimmering with trumpets,

for his solitary journey

to the place beyond maps

where heaven comes unraveled

to knit us in.

One Day in Galilee

(inspired by Mark 3:20)

Around him the villagers gather

determined not to believe

this latest charlatan.

Each is armed against the hope

that failed too many times.

Each excuses his presence

with the old saying,

it’s better than boredom.

But this stranger just tells stories

that make you wonder

what life is for

and why you live it.

He isn’t raising mobs

to rail against the Romans,

anointing himself messiah

of a new political regime.

He just says the world

doesn’t have to be this way.

We don’t have to live this way –

one day from destitution,

two days, maybe, from starvation.

He promises if we learn

to live the way the world is not,

some day it won’t be

the way it is.
   Sitting

What else can we do

with grief

besides sit with the emptiness,

feel the turbid cloud of loss enfold us

and shroud these frozen moments.

We smother in the sullen tide

of what should have been,

swim against the certainty of what will be,

We can offer little more than presence,

the will to sit, endure

the unbearable absence.

   Caves at Altamira

The horses, of course,

and the vast bestial zoo

caught in mid-flight

the humans, barely sketched,

with their puny pikes

scattered like cacti

a panorama of the living,

the dying, brute confrontations

between fur and skin

but for me, the severed hands,

missing fingers,

are signature and warning

about the vagaries of fate,

how slim our chances were

when time was young.

When All Else Fails

As the old gods die

people in extremis turn to prayer

as to a foreign language.

They assume the gestures

of rituals once stamped into the body

by mindless repetition

turn to half forgotten strategies –

the bargain with its promised sacrifice,

occasionally a postscript of remorse.

Like a coin tossed in a wishing well

their amen concludes a small hope tossed to chance,

as in it won’t hurt to try.
They hear their words vanish into silence,

turn to vapor in the cavern of deep space

where something    or nothing    may reside,

feel the loneliness of a god-deserted world

where every bush and waterfall

once shone with sacred presence.
Taking a Dim View

Maybe I could lick

this apprehension, but

I’m short on time.

I’ve just begun to understand

the life of faith, at least

the lure of it: the holy book

that answers everything,

the rituals, the prayers,

the deeds of mercy that add up

to an admission ticket.

None of this would solve

my basic problem,

that growing sense of doubt.

I’m not a good pretender

thinking I’ll wake safe

in the arms of Jesus instead

of tossed into the void..

Some days I can defeat

that dreadful expectation.

Some days it shows up

armed and ready

for a fight.
Memorial Service

Not yet down to bones

but still gone

without being missed.

Unnamed, unclaimed

one more anonymous

residents of the soil.

A found body 

in an obscure grave

nudged in among the others

laid to rest by charity.

Histories without obituaries

their past only errant threads

cut from time.

Light a candle

speak their names

surely someone should.

         The Trouble with God

Hints – that’s all we get,

 pebbles tossed into the sea

of time.  We lean into the moment

hoping it will shimmer into Presence.

Nothing dramatic like a burning bush

or some vast sea parting  –

just a plunk or two you’d miss

if you weren’t already looking.

We yearn for repercussions,

the unexpected rising from a plunk.

Nature works by repetition.

Shouldn’t God work by exception?

Otherwise how could we know

a plunk from a tap in some divine code,

a dimple on the water from a signal

that holiness has entered our reality?

Ripples prove  that something’s come

and gone, telling us we’ve missed the impact.

Circles multiply, swelling to embrace us

in loops of consolation.

Witness to the art of disappearance,

 in the game of there/not there,

we are left to stand alone

in a pale blue pool of mystery.

     Prayer

On such a day so greenly made

crowned with bluest cap of sky

scented with the bloom of earth,

just to breathe is prayer.

At such a time so dawnly light

seen through prisms of slow rain,

leaves glistening like distant stars,

just to see is prayer.

In such a place so lofty cast

trees rustle in the passing wind,

birds trill their own symphony,

just to hear is prayer.

In such a world so lively mine

with sunlit pools and leafy shade,

life as scale and fur and skin,

just to be is prayer.

          Almost Posthumous
Earth, how I shall miss you

for what can heaven have

to rival corn bread and clean sheets?

How will my skinless soul

rejoice without his urgent body

folded warmly over mine?

However would I come to feel

a pleasure in my vaporous state

like bubble bath and ice cream?

Could the cluster haze of rolling 

galaxies still stun my vision

like a summer sunset?

I wonder, would  a wobbling star

spitting syncopated fire match

the ungainly grace of one giraffe?

Times like this, I would exchange

most of heaven’s spectral bliss

for one golden day of falling leaves,

       Playing Silent Night

No matter how I bend it,

phrase it, crop it,

I can’t shake the candle light

out of it.

Can’t cancel children’s breathless

anticipation,

adults’ tear-filled eyes.

I can’t erase the faint odor

of cedar wafting through it

or sleigh bells jingling its rhythm.

Silent Night comes with its own

world, however incongruous.

We sing it like a sip of joy

sliding through our bodies

warming all the hurt places.

         Pan
He is as we imagine

ourselves, our nature before

laws, customs, cautions of morality.

He is the mystery lurking in wild

places, the dark groves of dreams,

the old, uncensored animus.

The ancient gods with their powers

and intrigues have passedaway

or shrunk to fading footnotes.

Pan alone breathes through reed

pipes tunes as old as ears, luring us

back into the haunted past.

He is us before we knew ourselves,

what remains of who we were

before our definition,

back in those lost millennia

when we were poised

between fur and skin.

       Forgotten Shadows

The deep shade of cottonwood leaves

that make a raw-edged carpet

cooling summer grass

blows away in October wind that lifts it

like floating gauze.

I see no shadow now, only frail twigs

clinging to a barren tree.

Even things that seem so solid

can be elusive.

Things verified by sight, touched by skin

can vanish in a breath.

A tiny tilt of earth, an unfelt wobble

in its orbit and everything breaks loose.

A twist of time, a change of heart

and love itself becomes begrudged

affection, a toleration of accustomed

presence.  Love that was once

a carpet’s comfort spread across

the ache of years can thin out

into rags of habit.

