Before the Monster
A birthing to come

All the weight upon the heart

Pressing down as if 

The world would explode inward 

And then outward and be gone.

The prophet says to face it.
Face the fears and failings,
Or be condemned by them.
There is only one choice:

To feel or to turn aside.

So easy to say such things,

Face the pain, sail into the storm;

Stand before the multi-headed Hydra of Fear

Without becoming fearful

In yourself.

Yahweh! Isaiah! St. George!

Give me the strength to stand at all

With these weights upon my heart.

With dragon breath in my face;
Alone before the monster.

So many years ago I saw him stand

With gilded lance and silver shield

Astride his magnificent war horse.

His visage underarm his clear face 

Towards the beckoning fears.

St. George, the Man, stands firm,

The monster breathes fire and smoke

And roars of all my shame and guilt

And failings and self deceptions.

And yet he stands, a spark of light.

The gilded lance of Self

Balanced in his hand,  

A silver shield of peace

Put aside.  There is no danger
In destroying dragons of the past.

Instinct and armor; the holy heart
Of feeling painted inside the shield;

Thunder of crashing hooves on rock

The sudden disappearance:

The past dragon is powerless.

The boy serves the man.

He will ride behind him

And polish the gilded lance

And sing childhood songs

Softly in his ear.
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