School Pageant: The Annunciation


by J. Weintraub
She hears the thump and groan of wood

as her angel plummets to the boards

to announce the coming of the Lord

to Mary, cloaked in solitude;

a fall, three-foot-high, from behind

a cotton cloud, without a semblance of flight

from wings of wire and paper sewn to the white,

diaphanous gown she designed

for her and stitched and fit just late

the night before; but now her weight,

as gravity pulls her down, reminds 

her of her daughter's heavier ties

to earth, and she mourns the lack of time

and skill to weave cloth of fabric fine

enough, a cloth so light to defy

these natural laws, to let her soar

as heaven's herald -- wings as pure

as the air -- above the temporal scene.


The vision fades as she's restored


to the pageantry, returned from her dream


by the gentle laughter of neighbors as a crowd


of new angels, one-by-one, topples from the cloud


to thud, resonate against the floor,


like waves breaking on an empty shore.
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