
Poem 129 
SILENT SILHOUETTE 

 
“Cheers!” said Silent Silhouette, 
Or so he seemed to say; 
The other snorted into his glass 
But downed it to the dregs. 
“Another round of that, my friend,” 
He said to Silhouette. 
“It’ll take a couple more 
To rid me of that foul taste.” 
Silhouette set up two more 
And lifted his glass in mock salute. 
“Isn’t that just like him,” 
The other raved at no one, 
“To send a man in, again and again! 
You’d think that he would give it up 
As a hopeless cause, but no 
He has this Hope!  .  .  .  . 
I’ve half a mind to quit 
And let him do his own 
‘Trouble Shootin’, he calls it!” 
Silhouette stood silently by 
Waiting for the other words. 
“If, once, He had to die, 
Maybe He’d have less hope 
For the likes of those!” 
He stopped and downed another shot. 
“It would be hard to believe 
That such exist if I had not 
Been there more times than I 
Ever care to recall. 
There below it lies,” he said, 
And gestured so strongly that 
He threw his glass against 



The floor, which shattered it, 
“Wallowing in its unseen filth 
As if nothing at all were wrong, 
As if there were no need 
For thorough housecleaning!” 
He took a deep breath and stood 
To his towering height and spat. 
Then all his resentment spent, 
He smiled at Silent Silhouette. 
“Set them up for one last time, 
My mute friend.  I feel the call 
About to come and I’ll go.” 
The glasses filled, Silhouette drank 
With his quieted companion. Then, 
“There! You see! The call: ‘Conception!’” 
Silhouette sighed in relief 
After his friend descended: 
No house divided here! - (Thank God!) 
 

      a.a. 
 
 
 
 
 

Poem 133 
 

The Eternal Thorn 
 

He just stood there, looking. 
He could not believe his eyes! 
He had thought they were gone for good 
This time, but there they were 
Blocking his way.  His fury rose in him 
And he clutched convulsively as if 



Grasping tighter the switch 
He had just tossed aside. He wondered, Could he weave 
past them? 
No, there were too many; his path 
Was blocked quite well. 
Drive them away? .  .  .  No. 
He had not the strength to do that once  

more. 
He looked at the faces and saw 
Smug smiles on one and all and heard 
The, only half-choked, derisive laughter. 
The pain of understanding tensed his  

face. 
He looked at those eternal beings 
For one last time: His eyes welled with  

tears. 
He turned his back on his goal 
And began to walk away. 
A flood of tears fell from eyes 
That stared unblinking, unseeing ahead. 
His legs grew weak and unsure. 
At last, he could walk no further 
But sank to his knees and fell forward 
On his face. 
His body shook with his sobs 
And his arms stretched out before him, 
Pleading for the merciful cross. 
 

anthony amoret 
 
 
 
 

Poem 133 is about the moneychangers in our temples.  
They are always there.  They never leave.  If they do, it is 



only an illusion and they will be back in business the second 
that Christ turns his back or drops the whip. 

Poem 129 has a similar theme.  It is about the purpose 
of the Christ who goes everywhere sentient beings need to 
be shown “what does the LORD require of you, but to do 
justice, and loving-kindness, and to walk humbly with your 
God.” (Micah 6:8.)   

So Christ is born on every planet in the universe and 
often reborn on Earth in every culture and in every 
generation.  And every time, we crucify him again. 
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I’ll leave, sometime, this fair earth 
And climb the I-beam braced 
Between Orion’s forehead star and the 
Archer’s bow-tip in the southern sky. 
A slender, metal-cold beam 
Upon which I could walk and not fall - 
there being no gravity 
Yet my concern, is with the Tenderness 
of Night as it clings about my shoulders 
Like a young daughter piggy-backed 
or a wife enwrapped to me by her  

close arms. 
Ah, if only to be an interstellar spider, 
Hanging my web between star 

and star, becoming an important 
Matrix 

Holding the Universe in  
Communion 
With itself 

Through me 



as the weaver of thread. 
Where O Where might I find 

an atmosphere of lightning 
Crackling, Stormy, in the Calm 

of night 
As I statue-like 

as small 
upon my spider thread, 

Stood Greatly 
with infinity behind me 

and infinity ahead. 
Me, feeling strong and sure 

and God 
for the moment as the strokes  

of ragged gold 
broke the Night 

Like the shell about a 
Chick and 

me the chick arising 
to see in all encompassing 

wondrousness 
to see what God see 

beyond the rags of 
Night now 
Falling away. 

Ah Dawn - and I know who I 
am - but I have felt the Night 

of my Giant being.  
 

 
 


