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The Stain

As others decide the exciting:
is the stain blood
or wine?
I see pattern,
an inkblot test, 
and wonder why, where they see blood, I
see the shadow holes of a pelvic bone.
While their minds open up to create,
mine closes to an interrogation of myself.

Why bone, for goodness sake,
like some skeleton of past crime?
Why not a butterfly,
like those ones you opened up 
after painting on half a side of folded paper?

Did some twelfth century ‘me’
under the charge 
of keeping the scripture
of the monks of Bangor Coed
safe for everyone,
bleed?
Fail to get their sleeve 
to their nose on time
then, in panic, snap the book shut?

Later, was it opened before them
while others watched their face
for traces of guilt?
An inkblot test
for those born never quite careful enough.

