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Saint Thomas More Parish

 

My house is made

Not of rust red brick

But of green and white marble

And steepled, brazen towers

My family has never

Looked anything like me

But when we are together

We laugh and cry the same

In my home, I’m always welcome

With the heady scent of thick perfumes

No matter how long I’ve been gone

Or how long I plan to stay

This family has heard my story

But they offer me their all

Their children and their elders

Know and love me equally

And our Father

And the fathers

Shepherd us from the world

And the shame that comes from living

But we’re forgiven in the end

Clothed in lilies and poinsettias 

Our house holds strong against the world

And even though

Our house holds a family

Of more than thousands

Of every race and age

We will love deeper

And fight fiercer

For our home and kin of heart

 


Praying the Rosary for the First Time

 

it's a necklace
with so many beads
I'm supposed to pray over all these?
she says

she's not a catholic
she's just curious
parties, and sex and drugs have become
boring
so now she turns to church
for her entertainment

the prayers that she doesn't know
don't come easy
and her tongue, so used to sharp insult
and silver flattery
stumbles over the soft, holy words
they confuse her
and she doesn't feel hungry for them

rather, she feels as if she's
expanding 
filling up, so much different
than the empty blur of days
she's filled her void with

and she doesn't hear God
but for the first time she hears her own
breathing
aware of each exhale

we empty ourselves of our sin
we empty ourselves of our scares
breathe them out, like toxins
give our sorrow back to the world
that it belongs to

aware of each inhale

taking in the breath of God
we inflate our hearts with His mercy
we fill ourselves with the joy 
of His silence

and she may not know the prayers
or why she doesn't want to miss mass
but I feel it
in our breathing
breathing with the lungs of Christ
we pray the rosary,
each time,
for the first time

 


1 C 13:2

 

"if I have faith, as to move mountains..."

on your knees you scream aloud
preaching as fits your 
purpose
interpret, misinterpret
you have the fervor, babe
the spirit
you know the verses by heart
baby, you can quote them all
you can justify your
prejudice with Scripture
you know you're saved

"..and yet do not have love..."

but you ignore the hurt in her eyes
she's a slut
and you don't like her hair

and you just aren't 'into'
the mission trip
just call it a wash
forget the children
and pine for your hotels

or explain an obsession
as an act of piety
smile through the scars
'love thy enemy', right?

and never look through
the mirrors
or step out of the crimson
plush comfort of our
delusions

or accept that true caring is
much more, and deeper
and more real

than being afraid 
of being alone

"...I am nothing."

How does it feel
to be nothing,
honey?

 


Repentance

 

the tears of He

who created the plains

spill down from the eyes of Heaven

streaking down blue cheeks of sky

drizzling off the weakened bows

no longer reaching

longing for the sun

they turn to the dead, brown earth

and the earth offers no soil

but a grave

and the tears flow down in droves

drowning silently

the rotted fruit

gone to waste, as nectar

turns to poison on the tongue

and He cries, and His laugh

shakes in the belly of the world

for, amidst the death,

amidst the rot and the poison

a Rose of Sharon blooms

and reaches for His face

 


Rose of Sharon

 

From what ground does your beauty spring

dear Rose?

Your jagged leaves curling to embrace the rising Son

His rays piercing the soil of sin like salvation

Soil soaked with the blood of your forefathers

past mistakes, like worms, gnawing at your roots

Rain spilling from your eyes onto your petals

Drowning your foundation with your pity and regret

There had been times when joy bloomed within you

Light of the sky warming your limbs

The exuberance of light takes comfort in your darkness

As the Father took joy as His only Son cried

Tears of compassion, you accept

Refreshing the soil, as your society tastes the

redemption

 


Eschaton

 

on a still, slow day
when questions stick in the throat
a lawn mower rumbling outside the window
when the breeze blowing across the hairs
on my arms
is the only thing keeping me awake

it's on days like these
that I can feel the thoughts of 
God
pulling me taut to the earth
rushing through my sandals
to my knees
up to my shoulder, then my scalp
I feel the Divine Thinker
imagining me.

Imagining
me
what an honor!
to be a dream of a salvific God
a wisp of a sleeping world
that began to trick itself
real
A timeless jewel in a world that
invented time to forget its Creator
If He forgets us
will we exist still?

or will we cease
for all our struggling
remembering our sorrowful station
as nightmares of the Divine
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