
xvi.   The cloth. 
 
 (John 19:31-20:10.) 
 
Feet set apart, eyes calmly raised - 
easy and cold and well appraised 
with the dead and their naked colouring; 
two need a helping hand and the crack  
of a broken leg rings loud and clear. 
The third man, limp as an empty sack, 
hangs lifelessly and the tip of a spear 
breaks open a watery trickle of blood. 
  
Well-groomed elders appear. 
They speak my praise. 
Prisoners of high status and the fear 
of shame, they  come to make good 
on their furtive respect for my forthright ways. 
 
Hoisted high and carried solemnly, 
I am honoured, silent, still  
and these remains receive most graciously 
the offer of a rich man’s burial.  
  
At the opening of the tomb 
mourners quietly make way 
for the hands who held me from the start. 
She comes into this waiting gloom 
to stroke my hair and touch my face. 
She draws back. The cloth falls into place, 
covering my head. Her silent heart 
returns to the light of day. 
  
The cloth on my face is like a screen 
between two worlds - one of sight and sound 
and passing time and constant breath. 
The other world, beyond the reach of death, 
is where my Father’s foolishness is found – 
waiting, alert, unheard, unseen. 
  
I hear you calling out to Adonai. 
With lone heartrending cry  
and deathlike frown 
you seal the enemy’s fate. 
The Philistine temple tumbles down 
and the only survivor is hate. 



  
The veil is torn. Lies and cruelty dance  
their desecration on the earth. 
They lord it over innocence  
but my mad love will bring a second birth. 

 
I will wade through every battleground 
and wipe from every wound the putrid mud 
of hate.  My living flesh and blood 
will draw their pain. I will be bread  
in every hungry hand, wine for every thirst 
and, where gentle souls are cursed 
with mockery, I will wrap myself around 
their nakedness and shame. My love will be 
warmth in the winter, cool shadow in the sun 
and I will bring to every bed  
of suffering  unfailing care 
and to every prisoner 
the dawn of liberty. 
  
I bring to every war, every flicker of strife, 
every whim of rage, my love, my life 
and, only when my Father’s fire is spilled  
in all the furrows of this wounded place, 
will he call on me to rise 
and remove from my face 
this cloth and you will recognise 
in me, strange friend, the enemy you killed. 
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