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Dying and rising are different

and difficult. Nothing 

is automatic in resurrection. 

To die is to participate 

in the flesh of the whole man,

the old and the new Adam

coagulated underground

and shrouded to be shrined. 

On every winding sheet

are flesh and blood in print

as a kind of record.

Dispersed, abroad, unburied

in years of pestilence,

many without penitence,

some bore in hands, feet, side

marks of the crucified. 

How is this image made

in us? We are afraid

always to go further 

from father and mother

into the wounded side,

where ever to abide

will always be to move

and to be moved by love. 

