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ARARIO gALLERY

Blessed Art Thou

Leslie de CHAVEZ

In this lustral ground where the sweat of shadows collides,
April the third, past eleven, slowly slipping just after five,
Ten thousand and one souls groan in grief, endlessly wandering—

The ordinary persists, embraced by doubt and hushed longing.

Against the flushed mugginess of their dazed hearts and restless minds,
It seems the pledged solace was never a path they could readily find;
Despite reluctance and the tussle of crowded smiles they contrive,

You crawl across arid recollections not a drop of water can revive.

Within the piercing echo of walls from a temple wanting of voice,
Cling those souls who believe—emptied, shut, and without a choice;
Their thirst fondly caresses the fading glimmer of tears and love,

Beseeching the hereafter may carry a beat, a godsend from above.

The sorrow of this moment is wrapped in an elusive, clinging scent,
Pancit?, toys, cellphones, balloons, and petitions in their hands are meant;
Brimming with desolation, denied in the calvary of deaf laughter,

Poison awaits upon the concrete field where stray crows muster.

Heavy is the hundred-year light weight upon your twisted shoulders;
Beneath the sun, a pale shadow on your hide inking for mercy forever;
Holding your movements restrained, your offerings forever not enough,

Begging for sacrifices whose equal dares stretch to the divine cuff.

No longer within reach is the depth of darkness in your weary eyes,
As a blind spirit teeters along crossroads, with oil-slicked brow that pries;
Like you, an inebriated scent stains alabaster garments for Holy Friday,

Each step is viscid, toward the nub of your original ash along the way.

2 A representative Filipino noodle dish



