
DISCARDED SERMON SIX

  Lordy Lordy,  I  wake up so 
tawdr y ;  so  f i l led  with animus, 
so  t i red,  so  wi l led to  provide 
forg iveness .
2 Forgiveness  as  a  weapon; 
forg iveness  for  it s  gui lt  inducing 
benef its .
11 My hard commodit ies ,  I  car ve 
my church each day I  c lear  my 
throat  in  the  morning;  my pew, 
the  pressed wet  ta l l  grass  where 
a  fawn has  le f t  the  impress ion 
of  it s  body in  the  daybreak.
12 To wake each morning broke, 
hungover,  and f i f teen minutes 
late  for  ser vice,  i s  to  recognize 
onesel f  as  a  thr iv ing animal ;  a 
body bui lt  in  the  thin veneer 
of  a  luxur ious  mater ia l–  a  fera l 
ent ity  in  the  world  whose  v isage 
is  as  sof t  as  murder.
13 My empty vassa ls ,  I  need the 
dist i l led  spir it  of  chr ist  ins ide 
of  me l ike  a  wi ld  hare  needs 
a  brand new boning knife . 
13 Dear  Jesus ,  como s i  dice, 
“come dice  a  tomato on the 
carrara marble  of  myself ? ”
9 For  l iv ing dangerously  is  a 
romance language my minimum 
wage playas ,  and its  a l l  about 
the  annunciat ion.
4 Hot  holy  g lor y,  g ive  me a 
kett le  hole  to  ext inguish summer 
crushes ,  for  the  Lord demands 
we f inish our  f r ivolt ies  in 

August ,  when summer and fa l l 
are  fucking each other  into,  and 
out  of ,  existence.
11 Why design this ,  Oh Lord, 
this  process  that  sentences  the 
forest  to  four  sol id  months 
without  chlorophyl l ,  exit ing the 
year’s  s tage  with stained g lass 
displays  of  sunl ight  made v is ible 
through the  layer ing of  leaves– 
Lord,  why hel l f ire-colored vel lum? 
10 My paper  pulp,  my sweet 
ground wood,  the  reward for 
one’s  tota l  devot ion is  a  por t fol io 
of  diminishing div idends ;  I ,  for 
example,  have  been abandoned 
in  parking lots ,  playgrounds, 
confess ionals ,  & caverns– in 
marr iages .
10 My meager  tax  brackets ,  i f 
you’ve  never  watched a  body 
break,  you probably  can’t  af ford 
a  mirror ;  l ike  most  honeybees , 
our  overseer,  des igned our  DNA 
for  two expl ic it  purposes :  to 
work a l l  your  l i fe  & die  in  the 
f ie lds .
10 So come a l l  ye  obedient  babies 
that  labour  and are  heavy laden, 
fol low me over  the  forest  f loor, 
and Buttercups ,  watch me corpse.
20 Next  weekend we wi l l  gather 
again to  watch the  loca l  boys 
body one another  into  the  cut 
grass ,  into  the  paint ,  the  mud– 
each cleared injur y  punctuated by 



our applause.
16 In between plays ,  i f  you l isten, 
you wi l l  hear  the  animal  vespers 
beckoning,   a  constant  soundtrack 
in  our  auburn and phthalo  blue 
evenings– begging the  quest ion: 
why does  no other  grassroots 
anthem move us  as  authent ica l ly 
as  a  cr icket’s  evensong? 
20 We,  gathered here  in  this 
assembly,  are  broken things 
t racing our  grease-stained f ingers 
over  sunsets  f rom the  bottom of 
this  va l ley ;  we are  the  Lord’s 
t rash cans ,  bludgeoning stones , 
paper  f is ts ,  h is  catacombs.
5 Dear  Lord,  we are  the  semen 
lost  in  lesser  dark crevices , 
huddled together  under  g lor ious 
ascendant  birches  & f irs ,  praying 
to  you for  sa lvat ion in  the  form 
of  anything:  witchcraf t ,  a  search 
team,  ps i loc ybin,  roya l  ovum.
3 My del ic ious  ambiva lences , 
when we were  the  s ize  of 
apples ,  the  Lord gave  us  no 
appet ite  for  f itness ,  no f r iends 
or  taste  in  apparel ,  just  senses 
& semiconsciousness– our  mothers 
sampled hyacinth,  brandy wine, 
tobacco,  asbestos .
3 We grew into hand-me-downs, 
never  af forded the choice  of  what 
footba l l  team our  clothes  said 
we supported– Pittsburgh Steelers , 
Cleveland Browns,  Phi ladelphia 

Eag les ,  Dal las  C owboys– how 
desperately  I  prayed for  just  one 
thing that  could be  said  to  be 
mine,  one thing sole ly  my own.
3 When I  was  s ix ,  I  t rained our 
fami ly  cat  to  jump out  the  f i rst 
s tor y  window,  hands  fu l l  of  sof t 
t r iangular  t reats ,  coaxing him to 
leap over  the  dense  shrubber y.
17 The next  morning,  our 
neighbor  summoned my father 
to  come ret ieve  the  body f rom 
beneath the  wheels  of  his  st i l l 
id l ing vehicle .
18 My parents  le t  my s ister  & 
I  each pick out  a  new kitten 
f rom a  cousin’s  l i t ter  somet ime 
soon thereaf ter,  an unforgettable 
lesson that  the  best  way to 
double  one’s  prophets  is  to  look 
rea l  hard in  the  mirror.
11 My dumb,  lazy,  laissez  faire 
Lord,  i s  a  prayer  only  a  wish 
one is  too af raid  to  knock on 
a  neighbor’s  door  to  ask  for?


