Reality

Scarves and stoles reflect the light,

colours dazzle against the white.

Robes flutter in the breeze, material settles in folds

as the gathered clergy assemble in rows.

Bishops in the distance sparkle in white and gold,

Staff and mitres glisten as the ceremony unfolds.

All is power and glory, the human face of God ; 

but turn from all the splendour and see the darkness mount.

Turn towards the hospital, just two miles down the road,

and watch cathedral doors become a heavy load

of signs and locks and cupboards,

of hopes and fears exposed.

The sign that says oncology, stark and bleak and bold.

Where is all the power, when human lives unfold.

Patients shuffle back and forth, nurses try to cope ; 

doctors casting positive light on a disease that challenges hope.

Where then is reality – 

here or in the church?

Are the serried ranks of power more real than cancer wards?

Or do they both come close to God, abandoning spoken word.

