
gadfield elm chapel

first meetinghouse owned by the church in britain

tucked obscurely in the comer
of some fanfarmersners field
the small stone chapel dwindles
with no apparent honor

the walls are crumbling slowly
flooded by a rising tide of slender weeds
the grey slate roof lies slumped upon the floor
in uncontested disarray

it is a pale unlikely sanctuary
for the word of god

that spoken word
once transformed itself into the air
our forebears breathed
the blood that even after several generations
pulses quick in recognition
of the mildest echo still abiding here

A gently simmering catalyst inviting us
to witness
and to praise
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