Richard Gwyn
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On the steps facing

the cathedral of Lugo

sat a crowd of beggars.

Among them a 

reincarnation of Pope

Pius IV, blind drunk,

The Council of Trent
Was attempting to

recount, through the

fog of centuries

The exact purpose

of reconvening
The Council of Trent.

Arrival at Vilarig in a Storm

Purple clouds amassing

over fields of wheat:

a swollen pomegranate 
split with fullness. Watch! 
From her pulsing womb 
the waters break.

Tubers, wild and questing, 
disturbed antennae, 
spring from her damp 
vegetable mound. 
Thunder cracks the walls 
of tolerable sound.

My daughters, undiminished, 
stamp a bull dance 
in the rain. Gods 
alerted to our coming 
turn the quaking night: 
lightning, wind and waterfall. 
We enter, set a fine. 
Shadows leap and
hover at our backs, 
penetrate the wall. 
We sit by hearthside, 
smoke, and tell our tales. 
It is this way

that myths begin:

a storm, the thirsty ground, 
gifts of fruit and grain. 
Our talk elicits 
boundaries of night. 
Outside the wind and 
scorching rain: inside 
the alchemy of firelight.
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