On A Lenten Friday In February,
and on the Thursday after Easter, in April
And will the spoons be measured, dear friends?
By Sara Kumar

‘Yes, with Christian love, sweet sister.’
‘And let da fills be lovin,’ said da editor.

I thought about the ashes of yesterday,
I thought about the ashes of yester-yesterday,
And thoughts of yesterday do not seduce me.

And today, da frog thought about
A woman he saw last year on Ash Wednesday,
With an ashen cross that he could see
Placed with too much pressure, by a man,
who was lovin so often, she thought,

and sometimes a lovin deed
happens in a way, unkindly,
and waiting to reflect,
and some people have said, then let me test, and see
and some people have not shared about their pain
but we need love, and we need love
and the radio at the hair salon is not a man

And da frog sang wid luv,
‘This woman is beautiful.’

And thoughts of loved lovin time, at an antique shop,
Safe from the cold, cruel rains that have happened 
In April, and patience, and knowing we can wait,
And we can wait, for a time to go.

And time, and time,
And boys nearby watch and see
And time, and time,
And time filled with soft mornin dew and natural light.

Kyrie eleison, pray for us sinners, who have recourse,
To thee.
 
