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corroded cathedral (st. jerome’s burden)

the hexagon of night sky

that my window in the courtyard

reveals 

framed by the vertigo geometry of

the adjacent buildings and 

the rusting fence with razor-wire spools

a lone thin tree poked through the concrete below

leaves waving delicately on whip-thin branches 

two long cathedral shadows thrown from 

slender townhouses with cake-icing eaves, 

sepulcheral entrances downstairs from a cracking courtyard

stone owls guarding the chalky broken walkways 

one could imagine the drip-long, slender countenance of el greco’s st. jerome, shimmering in one of the darkened corridors, the impossibly long beard, inheritance wore red in his robe, his watery eyes drooping into tired bloody crescents, bellowing some indecipherable desperation from below, revealing his teeth and pointing to the moon set above the rusted fence, as if to translate the immensity of this impossible circumstance, something only he presumes to know  

