
After Confession at Saint Marks Cathedral  

 

I want to pilgrim to the place between Sodom and Gomorrah 

where Lot’s wife turned back. When I get there I will press my hand  

against the still warm pillar while the gusts of holy wind whip  

across the sand like judgment. I will whisper my confessions 

to the woman with no name other than her husband’s possessive 

so quietly that not even the sand beetles will know of my sins—  

for surly the wrath of God still lingers here.  

 


