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Bonnie Thurston 

Apophasis 

"apprehension by supreme ignorance" 
Vladimir Lossky 

It's a good place to start, 
admitting the mind 
has hit a brick wall, 
splattered against 
incomprehensibility. 

It's a good place to start, 
on the soul's knees 
admitting ignorance, 
intellect's failure, 
heart's broken desires. 

The universe is infinitely 
bigger, tinier, more complex, 
and mathematically elegant 
than even for those 
of wildest imagination. 

A few eventually submit, 
surrender, embrace humility, 
that spins out into praise, 
celebrates by silence 
the unknown Knower. 
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Bonnie Thurston 

Reciprocity 

Our bodies and hearts 
harbor secret places, 
places we offer 
with trembling 
to a precious few. 

If we do not do so, 
life goes dark, fetid, 
a cellar where rats skitter, 
light never penetrates, 
and nothing grows. 

We neither made 
nor could deserve 
the life we were given. 
Only by giving it away 
do we get it back. 
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Pascal Candle 

His returning radiance 
desires welcome within. 
But we hastily draw 
the heart's curtains 
on interior darkness, 
fear we must hide 
our broken bits. 

The inner sanctuary 
longs for the light, 
of Christ the Candle 
to be carried in 
with chanting and joy, 
creation's day again 
drawn from its night. 
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Songs for Harlem and Laments for the . 
Children in Birmingham and Beyond: 
A Review of of the documentary No Other land (2024)1 

Anthony Purvis 

Across the cages of the key less aviaries, 
The lines and wires, the gallows of the broken kites, 
Crucify, against the fearful light, 
The ragged dresses of the little children. 
Soon, in the sterile jungles of the waterpipes and ladders, 
The bleeding sun, a bird of prey, will terrify the poor, 
These will forget the unbelievable moon.2 

The years have passed since Merton wrote these opening lines of 'Au bade 
- Harlem'. The emotion, however, speaks well beyond the immediacy of 
place and time. The poem goes on to describe how 'Daylight has driven 
iron spikes, / Into the flesh of Jesus' hands and feet: / Four flowers of 
blood have nailed Him to the walls of Harlem'.3 This is commanding 
imagery. It disrupts traditional modes of seeing and perceiving Harlem, 
pointing to the deeper truths the district might signify. Inspired initially 
by his walk home, Merton hears a mother's injunction, cautioning her 
child not to fly a kite on the Harlem rooftops. 

'Aubade - Harlem' alludes to other voices and cries, ones which we 
continue to remember and which resound with anguished pathos across 
our world. Poetry functions in relation to memory, in the way that 
monuments and museums do, but also in the way that photograph 
albums can, or home-made films and diaries. Images, in this ca3e 
Merton's words, invite us to hear in the voices of New York's 
dispossessed the cries of the universal poor, the ones spoken of by Jesus 
in the equally striking and disruptive imagery recorded in Matthew's 
Gospel.4 

A memorial, or memoria, speak of and beyond their immediacy.5 In 
the case of such recollections, we hear voices whose dispossession is not 
confined to Harlem's doorways of the 1930s or, with Matthew, first
century Palestine. Rather, they reverberate across the edifices and 
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