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G 
OTTA CALM DOWN. I shouldn't've come today Just 
had a feeling. And this goddamn wooden pew. And I 
really need to pee. Why didn't I sit on the back row. 

Oh no. Dammit, there he goes again. How can he say that? I 
don't want to hear what kind of art is moral and immoral. Why 
did I come? I'm such a moron. I knew this would happen, 
knew the talks would only irritate me. Paid clergy. There's the 
answer. Talks like these just drive me. What? Please no. Angels 
in America is not a tool of the devil. Propaganda? Pornography? 
The only thing truly pornographic about the play is the way so 
many people have completely misrepresented its intentions. 
This is not the way worship was meant to be. I've got to stand 
up. Doodle, you should doodle. That'd help. Pencil. Paper. 
Damn. Check the hymn-holders. 

Whoa. She shouldn't have worn that dress. The way it 
shows off that pimple on her shoulder. I should lay my jacket 
across her back. Her friend should talk to her about it. Her 
friend should talk to me about it. About anything. Damn, she's 
alluring. Not too tall. Tremendous hair. I wonder how she 
looks standing. Slender legs, tight ass? You can only dream. 
Andale. Man, how fun it would be to be four years old again, 
roaming around under the benches. Yeah. Hunting out the 
nicest pair of legs. Trying to imagine people's faces by the hnd  
of shoes they're wearing. I liked that part of being a deacon. 
Just being able to study people while you wait for the bread 
tray to make its way down the row. Licensed voyeurism. You 
could stare at people for the longest time. They were always 
too engrossed with their hands and their sins to look up. Man 
those were good years. Ample breasts though. Even from back 
here, you can just tell by the way the dress tightens and 
loosens when she breathes. Beautiful hair. I bet she spends a 
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lot on conditioners. Oh, damn, glad I remembered. Almost 
out. Need to stop by Love's on the way home. 

Wonder if that speaker has ever been stoned. No way 
Never. Probably wouldn't even know the smell. Man, the 
bread smelled weird today Tasted weird, too. Spongy and 
kinda sweet like hot dog buns. It's always best when it's a little 
yeasty and kinda chewy. Like pizza crust. Damn, I'm hungry. 
Wonder what he'd think if he'd been stoned a few times? Bet 
he'd love Angels in America. That scene where the visitors 
center diorama comes to life and starts talking would be excel- 
lent after smokin' a fattie. Wonder what she thinks of his talk. 
Looks kinda bored. Wonder if she's ever been high. Naw, 
doesn't really look the type. 3:48. Just twelve more minutes. 
Wish he'd stop talking about lewd entertainment and just tell 
some stories about Jesus. I like that stuff. Sermons about toler- 
ance and charity. Yeah, that's when I really go away from 
church inspired. Realizing how far from the example of Jesus' 
life I still am. It's so easy to forget Jesus while you're walhng 
around New York. All caught up in the way people look. 
Clothes, fashions, attitudes. You see so many homeless and old 
people. You just start looking past them, like they're pigeons 
shitting off a perch or delivery trucks with bad exhaust. Those 
annoyances you sidestep as gracefully as possible. You get 
numb so fast to all the sadness in this place. I guess you have 
to. Or so they say But, man, thinhng about Jesus wallung 
around out there makes me realize what a poor Christian I still 
am. And not just for lack of generosity Sure I don't give 
enough, but mostly I'm just too locked up in my head. Too 
wound up in me. That's why charity's so dope. You stop ob- 
sessing over yourself. I should buy dinner for someone 
tonight. Yeah, before popping into the grocer's, ask one of 
those panhandlers if he needs something. Sure. That'd make 
you a real Christian. Buylng a hustler a few cans of soup. What 
a saint. Feeding a homele . . . grr, stop that. You could cynicize 
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all day Dammit, do something. 
Buylng a guy dinner is a start. 

Damn, his voice is irritating. 
People like him always have high, 
whiny voices. Now, c'mon. Not 
fair. Stop naggmg. You probably 
have just as annoylng a voice 
sometimes. Be nicer to him. On 
the deepest level, you understand 
each other. His fear of art is really 
just part of a larger concern. Your 
concern. Society suffers from a 
lack of goodness. We both agree 
on that. We just disagree on the 
definitions of that word. He'd 
think I'm a bad person. No ques- 
tion. And that's cool. In fact, fine. 
Shit, I need that. Everyone needs 
that. A person who regularly 
forces you to reconsider your self- 
constructions. And so he needs 
me. That person who helps him 
confront his own moral indigna- 
tions. It's a valuable symbiosis. 
We're each other's weekly toler- 
ance lesson. Together defining 
syncretism. 

That pimple's so distracting. It's so easy to forget Jesus while you're walking around New York. 
Look away Draw your alter ego 
up there. What strange things hu- 
mans are. Skin, hair, sweat, 
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All caught up in the way people look. You see so many 
homeless and old people. You just start looking past them. 

grease, rashes, excrement, odors. 
Man, bodies are revolting. Everyone should have to work in an 
emergency room once in their life. Stinking machines. That's 
all we are. Food in, waste out. Lungs and heart stupidly 
heaving away Skin, just a leaky bag, shielding a greasy engine. 
Wish everyone could try inserting catheters into ninety-one- 
year-old women. Jesus. I'd rather shoot myself than suffer the 
indignities of having a twenty-four-year-old lad grope around 
the most private places of my decrepit body He's got a really 
strong chin. I wonder if doctors and nurses can ever go home 
after a shift and feel any kind of physical attraction to their 
spouse. Damn, what a life. A bunch of DNA and RNA mar- 
shaling twenty different kinds of protein building blocks. 
That's the bottom line. Just a million types of proteins orga- 
nized into different tissues and organs. Whoa, careful there, 
eyes too far apart. Erase. Hulking bodies manufactured by a 
bunch of stubborn genes. A dumb reproductive machine en- 
suring that genetic information keeps passing on. Aging vehi- 
cles housing ageless genes. C'est ~ a .  So simple. So sad. Science 
takes all the magic out of life. Makes reality so stark, so de- 
pressing. But religion. Ahh. Bright wings. Religion beautifies 
the mundane. It restores the dignity Creates the magic we all 
need. Myths, Rtuals, Hymns, and. Hair's too thick. Erase. 
Hope. The things that connect us to higher meanings. 

She smiled. What was that? He's seen Forrest Gump six 

times? Oh Lord. Rescue me. Wait, she's laughing. That's great. 
I'm not the only one who thinks that's abnormal. Maybe I'll say 
something to her after the meeting. Whoa. She turned to look 
at me. A smile. Glanced down at my picture. Another smile. 
Great face, gorgeous lips. Damn, she's f o q .  Probably in- 
volved. Definitely What does it matter. She's out of your 
league. Stupid genes of mine. Stop it! There you go again. 
Remember what your shrink said. You walk away before you 
even get up to bat. Gm. Take a risk. What's to lose. Step up to 
the plate. 

All right. He's winding down. At last. Damn, my back. I've 
got to stand. Need to shine these wing tips too. Salted New 
York streets. Wrecks shoes. Starving. Pretzel. No. Hotdog. No. 
Cream of mushroom soup over chicken and rice. Perfect. Got 
to pick up the soup on the way home. Damn that pimple. And 
some conditioner. Can't forget. He's testimoning. At last. Hymn 
book. 308. Great song. "Love One Another." Sing bass today 
Harmonize with the speaker's tenor. Syncretism, baby 

Harmony. There it is on her scriptures. Great name. And 
lordy, movie-sized serendipity See why you came today? 
Almost missed it. Clear now, though. A chance to work on a 
little harmony Simple. Sunday singng with Harmony Gm. 
Damn, you can be hokey Turn off your mind, and let's just 
sing. Can you sing? Sing. D 
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