
xv.      My Father’s vine. 
 
(John 15:1-17.)  
 
Father and Son unite  
in the swirling ageless fire 
of love’s wild mystery. 
 
We breathe and bless, 
no need to touch or taste or see, 
no need for faith in this pure light, 
where hope surrenders all desire - 
the end of the pursuit of happiness.  
I am my Father’s vine. With every coil 
I cling like a mournful clown. Each thirsty root 
is touched most tenderly  
as I draw pleasure from the soil. 
His pruning helps the ripening fruit. 
  
If you, my branches, are cut off from me 
you will be thrown into the fire and burn. 
You will writhe and turn 
like a man who will not choose 
belief, when a woman brings the news 
that she is carrying his flesh and blood. 
He turns on fatherhood 
and, in that unforgiving  state, 
falls into the certainty hate. 
  
I long to be tied down by love 
and let Delilah cradle me to sleep. 
I let my strength be drained away 
with trembling sighs 
and those who take my strength can gouge these eyes, 
as I stumble and shove 
like a plodding beast in the deep. 
  
I bless love’s faltering display 
and when the dance of hatred ends, 
the foolish faithful ones will be my friends. 
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