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By Brenda Hillman (from Forgiveness) and Hope Mohr 

 

1. 

the repetitive action of drawing straight lines an eighth of an inch apart 

on a canvas in pencil...to maintain a constant width in the space between 

the lines, to end and begin each line exactly at the same spot over and 

over again—these are impossible tasks she sets herself 

 

through a painting’s very imperfection—its uneven lines...a sense of what 

is perfect in the world enters 

 

through imperfection we forgive 

 

over time 

 

memory wears thin 

 

a line’s residue on a page 

 

the tiny puddle at the end of a line 

 

frayed edges of a line 

 

If my mind were clear, I could make a perfect line 

 

gently trembling, barely perceptible lines 

 

dotted or broken line 

 

pencil tracks, endlessly repeated, stretch across the uneven surface  

 

the grid is a map 



2. structure of the universe   

From lines caused by expansion 

comes an art.   

Something forgives it   but not yet.  

In the intervals,   from arrows of chaos    

                  across a grid—   

something invites perfection  

      from your heart— 

      it is slow 

      like sweeping fire out of a star—  

 

3. 

The willing suspension of disbelief 

 

How it really was 

How I wanted it to be 

Now I’m not even sure how it happened 

We live in fragments 

 

Part of the story is the whole story 

 

We live in fragments 

 

Syntactical disturbance is how we live 

 

angle and proximity change perception 

 

nothing stays 



 

forgive the medium— 

the body— 

the imagination— 

you don’t need perfect conditions to make art 

 

a room of one’s own is a metaphor 

 

 

4. my enemy   

How do you forgive another person? 

I still haven’t learned this—; 

but there is a set of whispers.  

My enemy was older; she had moved away. 

I tried to forgive her as a color is forgiven  

         when it withdraws at dusk.      

The candle gutters in a hissing glance.  The flame      

straightens its shoulders, launching a shadow, 

  the denied night treatment      

        into the fur around the burning.  

A soul can also jump  

       from its hurt, but how.   

 

 

 

 



5. 

the chanted logic of grudge: 

looking back 

I am struck 

by how, already then, I hated you 

 

I will never 

She will never 

I’m not ready 

You don’t deserve it 

I didn’t ask for it 

 

grids made of lines 

 

Nobody wins 

 

anger is a fire that must be fed 

 

 

 

6.  

forgiveness requires that I not leave 

 

that I leave you alone 

 

various are the ways of looking away 

 

in the interval 

 

true regret, the regret of the body 

 

a feeling of tightness in the throat 

 

choking 

 



shortness of breath 

 

need for sighing 

 

an empty feeling in the abdomen 

 

lack of muscular power 

 

a relentless succession of moments during which we confront 

 

a long goodbye 

 

a state of suspended animation 

 

matter in a beautiful fallen state 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



7. our friend  

      A friend of our friend said of our friend 

         “—& his wife has started  

      to forgive him but at this point it  

      simply is going to take time,  

      is all—”  

 

8. 

Every apology is a work of fiction 

    

Do you always need to be right? 

 

There are 9 Steps to Forgiveness.  

 

Step 6. Give up expecting things  

 

There are 4 steps to forgiveness.  

 

Step 4. set boundaries for protection 

 

There is 1 step to forgiveness.  

 

1. Don’t take it so personally. 

 

Step 8. Made a list of all persons we had harmed 

 

and became willing to make amends to them all. 

 

What is your relationship to failure? 



9. 

If my mind were clear I could make a perfect line 

I’m sorry I’ll practice I’ll try harder 

Anger is a fire that must be fed 

I will never 

The regret of the body    

Never, never, never 

Nobody wins 

If 

I win 

 I would regret 

My body  

Never 

regrets 

The body regrets 

The body 

is a fire 

must be fed 

I will never 

Make a perfect line 

I’m sorry I’m sorry I’m sorry 

I need to  

make this line 

I need to lie 

to reach you 

watching 

inside 

body 

out 

ow 

not 

hold 

no 

I know 

knots 



are loosening 

knowing 

Not yet 

O 

Unknown 

O 

Unless 

 

 

 

10.  

talk to the dead   

      awhile, destroy the shroud 

      when you see them 

      at the entrance to 

      the tent go in. 

      The dead can wait. 

      When they tell you  

      they are sorry, say  

      all right. When you 

      finally get the prize 

      forgive the prize—  

 

 

 

 

 



11. 

if we can quiet down, no edge is definitive 

I said It’s all right, don’t cry, it’s all right 

the air filled with flying glass 

I hardly knew what I said or who I would be now that I had forgiven 

you 

forgiveness allows the body to be at rest 

forgiveness is very still  

by forgiving I can remember  

then you have an open heart, instead of a clenched fist 

 

 

12.  ghost track  

      when the spell ended 

      we pulled ourselves  

      to the unknown place 

      in a shadow of the shadow 

      we sat with it  
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I said It’s all right, don’t cry, it’s all right 

the air filled with flying glass 

I hardly knew what I said or who I would be now that I had forgiven you 

—from After 37 Years... by Sharon Olds 

 

anger is a fire that must be fed 

—from How Divine is Forgiving? by Marge Piercy 

 

 

I am indebted to the work of Agnes Martin (“in the interval”), to the artists 

at Atlantic Center for the Arts, May-June 2009, Hope Mohr & Hope Mohr 

Dance.  

—Brenda Hillman, May-September 2009 

 

Thank you Brenda Hillman, Fred Luskin, Molissa Fenley, Agnes Martin, 

and my family. 

—Hope Mohr, February 2010 

 


