
Coffee Table 
 
Someone told long ago 
Of accidental invigoration of hate 
In the name of god. 
 
So I worship the coffee table 
And alongside stains of coffee 
On the carpet 
Light white candles. 
Here is where I find 
The event horizon of a name. 
 
What there is of god 
Is found in the flutter of a blue flame. 
 
––Richard Moss    
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