
BACKGROUND

This poem has its roots in the first morning of the CV-19 “lockdown”. I woke up to a brilliantly still, autumn morning. The surface of the lake in front of my home was like a silk-covered pond.  However, it was the silence that struck me. I had never felt a silence like this before. Something was happening. The world would not be the same again.  

An unfamiliar silence

It was the stillness— 

the unfamiliar silence that woke me. 

Not the silence of night, 

or grief, or the quiet emptiness of the quayside— 

for the ship, long gone, was out of sight.

No! This was the silence of a thief 

fingering her way into my sleep. 

I stirred— 

was that a breeze?

Or was it the deep Earth-sigh of relief?

Yes! Yes! Yes!

Now awake 

I heard the silence of the promise of an unborn child,

felt the stillness of an unruffled lake— 

a virgin slate 

upon which the fate of that child 

lay in waiting—

a new world was waiting.

Could this be the silence of the second, or third,

or, perhaps, the final Coming?
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