
Holy Relics
Son



A vine 
            a string

Hanging from
an open wound
Through hands
and feet
"My son
the puppet"
Red strings moving
On the carpet
wriggling towards me
The story of how it started



God is my father 
And I his son
So the story repeats
The crucifixion begun
                   I asked to be a martyr
                   I will not convince myself otherwise
                   For without pain I lack meaning
                   This suffering is a disguise 



Pray to me
I am all that remains

I am God
Just look at my hands

Pray for your sins
Hope for redemption

When you break your body
Let them drink your blood

The world needs a new Jesus
Your sacrifice

Was never made out of love





I am thankful I don't have hands that are strong
because there is so much hurt inside
I'm afraid I might use them for wrong



I'm drowning in the stain
The blood pours from
fracture to frame
Cold hands cold blood cold
steel remains
There's no rest where he's
been lain



God closes his eyes
I fall on my knees again

The prayer in my mouth contorts
I lose the grip of clasping hands



Find my reserection 

Dig up the bones
Of my faith

I buried them where no one ever goes





In silent sleep ever watching eyes
Soft serenade, sweet disguise
Of reaper in saint's clothing

The image of your god means nothing


