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Bu rning  Books 

Those vigilantes lit torches

In silvery moonlight

Snatching weapons in rage;
Tools became tridents, hammers, and axes
The motive being
The gleaming crucifix

Those footwashers held it high

Condemning those before them
As the torchlight penned faces

Twisted, flickering forms

On the bodies of heathens, witches, and devils.

“The Lord hath no mercy

 On those that befriend the craft!”

The book crashed down that night

Spattered with blood

Showered with ashes 
In his name, amen.

And those demons, mounted on charred stakes

Saw their reflections in that crowd

Twisted sneers as the kindle lit

Books in air as the fire grew

Then a silver crucifix

Which cast those flames to burn them blind

Flames, from a sign of peace…

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 

“We had to take it off our shelves,”

The bookkeeper said as he returned to his work. The customer noticed the cross dangling from his neck, as the lighting grasped for its silver.

“May I ask why?”

The customer asked, and at the moment the light also reached for the pentagram around his right wrist. The bookkeeper noted this through the corner of his eye, and pretended to be deaf to the question.


The customer knew that was hopeless, and he walked outside. He noticed the Wednesday night service was concluding, which halted traffic as usual.

