Chapter One, Verse Two

by John Poch
In the beginning was the word,

and the word was yes.

And the word tumbled out

through nothing, I guess.

And where it traveled,

that word made stones,

and flowers and trees

and bird-hollow bones.

In the beginning was the word

and the word was the truth,

and the truth became song

of tongue and of tooth.

Through path and forest

the song struck and rang.

Through the cool autumn air

how our past summer sang.

In the beginning the Word,

with eyes like a flame

on the face of the deep,

He calls out your name

like wind fills the dawn

and water the world

where you almost drown

but wash up uncurled,

where you nurse on your mother

and grow up to doubt

the word wanted world

to figure it out.

But soon echoes word

with more than a sound.

The song of it makes

grass grow from the ground.

You, yourself, are changed.

You are warm, you were cold.

You believe beyond Time

the still small voice of old

renews. It still hovers.

This is the word

and the poem where you suffer

and are loved and heard.
