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For Carl Trovall

His fingers kiss the crown of my distress,
my tresses gently lingering in his hold

while frankincense makes dizzy unto death.
Newly blanched, the black ewe joins the fold

and what is sin of me is gone, released.

Oh wetly, | am held to this. Delight,

shines the cruciform pose of the priest.
There’s Jesus in his hands. The water’s white.


https://www.christiancentury.org/contributor/jill-alexander-essbaum
https://www.christiancentury.org/archives/vol121-issue18

