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  4 ALEXANDER

Book of Alexander 

Of Babes and B⌾⌾bs  

1“Bless me, Father, for ah’ve sinned.” 

2The wooden partition of ornate crosses, 
cut in such a way that incantations of sin may 
pass through, is intended to conceal the 
identity of the repentant. 3But the oak and 
wire screen is not enough to keep me from 
recognizing my flock. 4With only these first 
few utterances, I knew which country boy 
was speaking to me, someone I’d known for 
quite some time. 

5“It’s been... well… ‘round four or five 
munths since ma’ last confession?” His head 
was looking down, as many people did during 
reconciliation, so the highs in his voice were 
slightly muffled. 6He sounded nervous and a 
bit confused, also not uncommon. 

7“Tell me your sins, my Son, and let your 
conscience be at peace.” 8I said the same 

thing, the same way, for some two decades 
now.  

9“Well, Father, ah’ve dun sev’ral things 
over the pas’ year that ah’m now regrettin’... 
ah mean, ah’ve sinned ‘n all.” 

10There was a moment of silence. Silence 
moves mouths. 

11“Ah had a baby outta wedlock, and the 
baby mama filed papers against me for 
support an’ ah know it doan matter ‘n God’s 
eyes ‘n all, but when we foun’ out she was 
pregnan’, ah assed ‘er ta marry me.” 

12Confess. The word seemed to have the 
same magic, the same power it had twenty 
years ago. 13Fortunately for me, the physical 
barrier between us was sophisticated enough 
to conceal the frown which emerged as 
Alexander’s confession became more 
specific. 

14Alexander Simmons III, a boy I’d 
known since his family joined the parish, 
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since he started elementary school at Saint 
Dominic. 15His parents have been active  in 
church activities for some time, and they’ve 
always been concerned for their now 19-year 
old son’s salvation.  

16I’ve heard Alexander confess to a wide 
range of transgressions over the years, but 
never anything as dramatic as this. 17Children 
bearing children... by the devil, what an 
unsavory situation. 

18Going through volumes of confession 
records, if I remember correctly, he 
first confessed to drawing 
lustful images during art hour 
in second grade, when he 
was assigned to make a 
word out of letters that 
look like the object the 
word describes. 19He 
chose to draw the two 
“ O s ” i n t h e w o r d 
“boobs” as a large pair 
o f s u p p l e b r e a s t s , 
complete with details 
probably garnered from the 
a p p a r e n t v i d e o g a m e  
obsession he’d developed. 

20It appears his sexual sins have 
escalated – exponentially! 

21Then there was gluttony between his 
years with Sister Reeding and Deacon 
Reynolds. 22The chocolate, nut crowned 
drumsticks were a vice that, at least in part, 
caused him to gain fifty pounds, making him 
the most obese sixth grader I’ve ever known 
to walk the halls at Saint Dominic. 23“Making 
fun of Alex ‘Lardosaurus Rex’” became a 
popular confession among the other children. 
24There seems to be a consistent and 

predictable pattern of sin in elementary 
school-aged children; just last week a fourth 
grader confessed to drawing an image of an 
overweight g i r l in her c lass , wi th 
overemphasized floppy ears and a large, hairy 
trunk. 

25Emily Chen… By the devil, that poor 
Asian girl’s been “Emily Ele-fat” since 
preschool. 

26In Alexander’s case, the constant teasing 
is probably what led to his being so 

unsocial and reclusive. 27His 
mother was really worried 

about him playing these 
v i o l e n t v i d e o 
g a m e s o f t h e 

modern era, "first 
person shooters" as 
they are apparently 
cal led, when he 
went off to public 
high school. 28Now 

he's into something 
h i s m o m c a l l e d 

MNORPG, or some 
combination of letters like 

that. 29She was always fearful 
of what affect those games would 

have. 

30With my help, Alexander tried to turn 
his life around, and he tried to lose the 
weight. 31I kept telling him that quick fix 
programs like microwave meals with points 
were no substitute for exercise and plenty of 
water. 32But in seeing some minor results with 
little effort, and in going down a notch or two 
on his belt since his last confession, he took a 
road worn of feet, and at the end of each day 
he changed very little. 
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33Alexander was a work in progress. 

34But now he confesses greater problems. 
And although it’s obvious, I couldn’t grasp 
how he got a girl pregnant in the first place. 
He was always afraid of girls in school – and 
from what I could gather, they were 
uninterested in him. It just seemed out of 
character that he would just come in out of 
the blue and confess to a process that had 
been ongoing for nine months.  

35He must be ashamed. 

36As the confession record closes, and I 
make my way back into the present, I imagine 
myself placing a leather-bound log back on a 
dusty, worn shelf. 

37“Ah wan’ed ta do the right thing but she 
said no, an’ ah doan think she has any faith or 
believes in God. She tol’ me she’s an atheist, 
Father.” 38Alexander’s voice began to quiver 
and I recognized fear in the breath between 
his words. 39“Ah’m sorry but ah doan know 
what ta do.” 

4I wondered for a moment where this was 
going to put Alexander on his spiritual chart; 
it’s a dramatic step up from a pair of hand 
drawn “Os” with areolae. 

41In elementary school, teachers refrain 
from simply ranking students based upon a 
standardized test. 42In times past, the trend 
was to consider and evaluate based on 
progression, but looking just to the end point 
one cannot discern whether the student 
actually learned anything or not. 43If little 
Jeffrey does just as well on the final test at the 
beginning of the school year as he does at the 
end of the school year, what’s the point? 
44Alexander left Saint Dominic several years 

ago, and, I believe, even graduated from high 
school last year, but he was still part of the 
flock, and he was still being tested and 
monitored. 

45The new educational model tracks the 
student’s individual gains. 46If Margaret 
scores low on the pre-test, C-, but improves to 
a B+ on the actual test, the teachers celebrate 
an achievement and they reward Margaret for 
that improvement – even more so than they 
reward Timothy, who was already at a B on 
the pre-test and bettered himself to the same. 

47Great job, Margaret! Timothy, you need 
try a little harder next time. On its face, it 
appeared unfair, and, in a sense, it was. 48But 
there was at least a parallel, a justification for 
this teaching method embedded in reality and 
commonly recognized in a timeless adage: 
life isn’t fair. 

49Saint Dominic was founded as a 
traditional Catholic school and must appear to 
be the same in the eyes of the Diocese... but 
when I learned of the new grading policies 
implemented by the Teacher’s Professional 
Development Committee, I decided to extend 
the concept to the days confessions, so that I 
might evaluate in similar fashion the spiritual 
progress of my flock and keep track of 
whether they were finding their way to the 
Pearly Gates or whether they were straying 
towards Perdition. 

50The higher ups in the Church would’ve 
been very unhappy if they were to find out, 
but their edicts and opinions affected my 
ministry only to the extent that I found them 
appropriate. 51My single greatest concern was 
the salvation of my flock, and if the new 
educational model could serve that end, then 
the Diocese be damned. There were volumes 
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upon volumes of ad hoc, handwritten 
accounts in the basement of the church. 52I 
started memorializing the confessions long 
before Alexander even began attending Saint 
Dominic, so his charts were complete and 
well documented, unlike some of the older 
patrons.  

53Some nights I went downstairs to the 
“Library of Sin,” as I’d come to call it. 54And 
down in that dank, candlelit crevice, I prayed 
over and over again for forgiveness of those 
recorded sins.  55I’d prayed and read from the 
Library of Sin so many times that, in many 
cases, such like the one before me, I needed 
only remember.  

56“Ah doan know… If she doesn’ wanna 
marry me, fine. Ah understan’ that. 57But if ah 
can’ convince ‘er ta raise the boy right, with 
Jesus in his heart ‘n all, then ah’m afraid he’s 
gonna go ta hell, and ah doan think ah can 
live with ma’self knowin’ ma son’s goin’ ta 
hell.” 

58“Get a lawyer,  you fool!” I thought.  

 59“Since you have confessed  your sins, 
your penance should be, I want you to pray 
first five miracles of the holy rosary, and  
make every effort you can to raise the child 
by the light of God.” 

60Alexander stumbled through reciting the 
Act of Contrition after I prompted him. 

61”Do you want to talk about this a little 
more outside confession? I may be able to 
offer more guidance if we spoke informally.”  

62“Yea, Father. That’d be great. Ah’m 
Alex Simmons. Do ya have time?” 

63I couldn’t tell if he genuinely didn’t 
think I knew who he was, or if he was just 
playing at it since he was confessing. 64People 
sometimes try to act in pomp and propriety 
when they confess; I guess they don’t want to 
do anything to muck up the process of 
forgiveness. 65Regardless, it was a stupid 
thing to say... It made me wonder, had he not 
mentioned who he was, would he have 
expected me to be surprised? 66Oh, Alex? 
67You’re the new father? I would’ve never 
guessed! 

68“Yes, I have time. Let’s go sit in the 
pews and talk.” 

69My worn knees popped as I stood up, 
and my stomach let out a loud gurgle in the 
same key as an old-man’s groan. 70I’d had 
multiple cups of coffee this morning to stay 
awake for sunrise service, and into breakfast 
I’d had a few more. 71Insomnia had been 
getting the best of me for some time, and I’d 
been having problems focusing.  

72Even so, I still had to get through the 
egg hunt and the stragglers-with-children 
service. 73Self-induced irregularity already 
made itself known and partially compromised 
my ability to tend to the needs of the flock. 
74Sister Reeding makes one mean cup of joe 
to keep me going, but my guts weren’t as 
flexible as they were some fifteen years ago, 
when we first met.  

75While exiting the box, the door 
squeaked and I was welcomed by my humble, 
rustic church: plain oak pews of a mere 
eighteen rows and two sides, a modest altar 
and podium, and quaint but recognizable bell 
tolling the hours. 76I came to Saint Dominic 
partly because of its small stature, but 
primarily because of the remarkable stained 
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glass images mounted on all four walls, 
immediately surrounding anyone who 
entered. 

77They were truly beautiful works of art. 

78I walked slightly behind Alex, so he 
could choose a place where he was 
comfortable. 79He chose to sit closest to the 
window of Jesus being baptized in the river 
Jordan; although not my favorite piece, it was 
nevertheless stunning in its own right. 80We 
moved closer to the center aisle, away from a 
couple other people sitting in the front and a 
few others who were praying or lighting 
candles at our side.  

81“In the pomp of the confessional, I 
forgot something very important.”  

82A somewhat forced smile slowly crept 
upon my stoic face as I looked at Alexander: 
83“Congratulations, my boy. You’re a father 
now. What’s the child’s name?” What else 
was I going to say, really. 

84He mimicked my expression in due 
course. “Philip. Phil fur short, ah guess. 85I 
wan’ed ta name ‘im Alexander, since ma’ dad 
and gran’dad ur both named Alexander, but 
they let ‘er name ‘im at the hospital.” 

86“Well, Philip is a fine name as well.” 
Making the immediate and unforeseen 
connection, my throat dried up all of a 
sudden, and I briefly lost my voice. 87“Ah. 
Ah. Ahem! I’m sorry. Give me a moment.”  

88His ignorance blinded him to the 
significance of such a name; certainly the 
mothe r d idn’t i n t end such an odd 
anachronism. 89“Yea, ah guess it is, Father,” 
Alexander said misreading my body 

language. I cleared my throat to speak more 
clearly and move things along. 90“Have you 
tried getting custody of Philip, or at least 
visitation?” 

91“After he wuz born, a couple a months 
ago if ah ‘member right, we had a hearin’ 
wurr a judge assed me a bunch a questions, 
mos’ly ‘bout where ah work and how much 
ah make, insurance, that type a thing. 92Ah’m 
not smart with all that legal stuff...” 

93No shi t , Sherlock. Pardon that 
impetuous thought, Lord. 

94“...and ah couldn’t afford a lawyer. But 
ah got every other weeken’ vis’a’tayshon, an’ 
they ordered me ta pay three-hundert-thirty-
four dollars a month support, and ah jus’ can’ 
do it, Father. 95Ah jus’ can’ pay it.” 

96There was nothing I could do to remedy 
the situation. 97It’s sad to admit, but when a 
parishioner asked me how best they might 
kick water uphill, my mind developed a 
penchant to wander from the conversation...  

98The interesting thing about the grading 
system is that progress is relative. 99The 
places where Margaret and Timothy started 
were not the same – but the end was.  

100And yet... and yet there was a 
difference. 

101Should the shepherd, too, look to the 
progress of his sheep? 102I answered yes long 
ago. But presuming such, should the herd 
then be noted for their inclinations and 
characteristics and then tagged and marked 
for sacrifice or salvation? 103Perhaps. Does 
one born again in Christ after committing a 
triple homicide deserve a greater celebration 
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in heaven than a nun who, literally, never 
harmed a fly? 104One could reasonably 
conclude that it was more difficult in the 
former instance, and thus salvation is of a 
greater magnitude? 105These troublesome 
questions had been stealing my thoughts 
away from the needs of my flock for some 
time, weaving through and distorting the 
events of the day. 106And I knew that, soon, I 
needed an answer, and I needed to act upon it. 

108What if Timothy went 
from an A+ to an F-? Is 
someone more worthy of 
punishment if they fall 
from grace and never 
seek redemption? 
109And is the rise 
and run of their 
decline what defines 
the severity of the 
punishment? 

110Perhaps. 

111A lingering silence 
removed me from these 
ancillary enigmas, propelling me 
back into the present with Alexander. 
Silence wags the tongue until the tongue 
wonders whether it’s wagging to no one. 
112The confessional was without doubt the 
better environment for these dead end 
d i a l o g u e s , c o n s i d e r i n g m y m i n d ’s 
predisposition to drift. 

113“Are you certain the mother will not 
allow you to teach the child about what you 
believe?” 114I asked cryptically, attempting to 
buy time to gather my thoughts. “Ah doan 
think so, Father.” 115Alexander shook his head 
so hard I could hear guilt rattle around, like 

the marbles he confessed to stealing a few 
months after the infamous “b¤¤bs.”  

116“But ah only knew ‘er one night... the 
night I sinned an’ ‘ad sex with ‘er. 117We’d 
been drinkin’ and ah told her ah was Catholic, 
and she said she didn’t believe in none a 
that.” 

118In admitting all this to me after service, 
Alexander was nervous and rubbing 

his hands on his pants. 119The 
tight, red polo shirt he 

chose to wear in to 
church did not, at least 
in any meaningful 
way, conceal the 
portly man beneath 
it, and this bodily 
image only served 
to re inforce the 
conclusion that he 

was no more or less 
than a stupid beast, 

meant to plow a field in 
the form of fast food 

service. 120His underarms were 
drenched, and the sweat ran from 

his forehead, revealing his body’s plea for 
more sound decisions.  

121Taking it all in, I became slightly 
nervous myself.  

122“Well that’s unfortunate, but it sounds 
like you will have a say in how little Philip is 
raised, since he will visit with you every 
weekend…” 123Alexander interrupted, “E’ry 
other weekend, Father.” 124“Excuse me, every 
other weekend. You’ll just have to make 
every effort to spend time with Philip, and 
bring him to church on the weekends you 
have him.” 
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125“Yea, ah can try to when ah ‘ave ‘im, 
but ah’m afraid if ah try to teach ‘im anythin’ 
like that, she’ll try an’ stop allowin’ me ta see 
‘im, or worse, maybe she’ll make up a story 
that ah’ve been abusive or somethin’, that ah 
should never see ‘im again. 126Ah’m afraid ta 
do anythin’.” 

126I remembered a lawyer talking jargon 
to me about how divorce works and asked, “Is 
it joint physical and joint legal?” 

127“Ah doan know what that even means.”  

128Fair enough, I thought. I don’t know 
what it means either.  

129“Ya know courts always favor the mom 
in these types a things,” he said deflecting 
blame and responsibility. “They’d believe ‘er, 
and ah’d never see ma’ boy again.”  130I’d 
never really thought about it, since I had no 
wife and children of my own, but he was 
probably right.  

131“Hmmmmm.... Well,” I said slowly, 
indicating there would be no quick fix. 132I 
nudged him to get him to look up, and when 
he did I looked at him face-to-face: 133“I can’t 
give you an honest answer that will put your 
mind at ease, Alex. But what I can say is that 
God has a plan for us all, and Philip is just as 
much a part of that plan as you or I, 
regardless of what his mother believes.” 

134“Ah’m gonna go ta jail, when ah can’ 
pay that support.” 135Alexander started crying 
into his hands, and I realized there must be 
something more I could do. He was a good 
kid. 136“Would it help if perhaps I spoke to 
the young lady on your behalf?” 

137“Phil, ah mean, Philip. I mean...,” 
Alexander sniffled a bit and removed his head 
from his hands as he fumbled with his words, 
still lightly crying. 138“Ah doan know, Father. 
It might. 139Ah know ah’ave ta take care a 
ma’ boy ‘n all, but ah didn’ wanna end up 
with a broken family ‘n all like this. 140Ah 
doan know what came over me that night ah 
slept with ‘er.” 

144Sometimes it was best just to let the 
tongue turn. 

145“Ah wan’ed ta get married an’ ‘ave 
children an’ a wife, an’ ah wan’ed ta save up 
an’ buy a house an’ I wanted ta go ta college 
an’ have a good job. 146An’ now ah don’t even 
know anythin’  about ma baby’s momma, er 
what... 147Ah doan know anythin’ about ‘er, 
really. 148We’ve spoke, like,  twice since that 
night, and we ‘ur only talkin’ ‘bout support ‘n 
all that.” 

149There was a bit of silence and he began 
again. “After that, ah was only allowed to 
speak with ‘er lawyer. 150Ah jus’ can’ believe 
things ‘ave worked out this a way. Ah jus’ 
wish ah could a tried ta work things out with 
‘er. 151Ah wish things would a worked out 
differently.” 

152We all know what they say about 
wishing... Excuse the sarcasm, Lord. 

153I was concerned but at a loss. Despite 
all his poor decisions and all his misgivings, 
I’d known Alexander to be a good-hearted 
boy. 154As a man of the cloth, I owed it to my 
flock to do everything I could to help them. 
And in that, the beast before me was no 
different than any of the others. 

155“Do you still have the paperwork from 
court?” I asked. 
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156“Yea. It’s out ‘n the car.” 

157“Well, why don’t you run and grab it, 
and we can take a look at everything 
together.” 158I wanted to see if the mother’s 
address was on any of the paperwork. I 
usually didn’t take it upon myself to thrust the 
church upon the unwilling, but Alex’s child 
was innocent and unable to make the decision 
himself. 

159Alexander ran out and came back in. I 
gave the papers a cursory glance, found the 
information I was looking for, and repeated it 
in my mind over and over again so as not to 
forget it.  160Then I sent poor Alexander on 
his way – to work fast food and hand half his 
livelihood over to Mom the Heathen for 18 
years, effectively halting any further growth 
that may have been in him. 161Another Eve 
led astray from the teachings and another 
Adam that followed her in sin.  

162Already, I wanted to draw several 
conclusions about her: that she became a 
heathen at the same time she became an 
“intellectual” – in college; that she was out 
drinking and partying every night and 
Alexander was just one buck from the herd, 
the unlucky buck chosen by nature; that she 
just wanted to live off of the child support; 
and that all of who she was, all those things 
that led Alexander astray, would trickle down 
to poor Philip and permanently color him as 
well. 

163Poor Philip. By the devil, he was 
damned to be a rotten egg the moment the hen 
laid him. And Alexander had no say, just pay 
support and visit the child for an insignificant 
period of time – a fraction of the time Mom 

would spend with the child, filling his young 
mind with lies.  

164And the judge probably made the same 
decision over and over again. He knew 
nothing of Alexander or Mom, or the 
circumstances. 165The judge just signed the 
papers created by Mom’s attorney – 
admittedly because Alexander was too stupid 
and poor to get a lawyer himself. 166And then 
the kangaroo court convened a hearing so 
there was a fluff to it all, a disingenuous 
formality that lent an air of equity to one-
sided, overwhelming ignorance. 167And looks 
were all the judge was really concerned 
about, looks and whether or not an afternoon 
of golf would be cancelled due to rain. 

168Once again, pages flipped in the 
volumes on Alexander, as though some divine 
gust of wind took hold of the situation. 169I 
was reminded of a confession that he'd made 
about his seventh grade teacher, Mrs. 
Saddleberg. 170In an effort to gain popularity, 
Alexander took on a mission to get his then 
nine-month-pregnant teacher to think she was 
going into labor, so she would go to the 
hospital and the class would have a free day 
with a substitute. 171To act upon this puerile 
goal, Alexander put a whoopee cushion filled 
with water under the padding of her lecture 
stool. 172He'd closed it with a rubber band to 
prevent leaking, but when she sat on the stool, 
she felt the wetness and rushed to the 
hospital, only to be disappointed by yet 
another "false alarm."  

173I never uttered a word of Alexander's 
confession to Mrs. Saddleberg, and she never 
figured it out herself; to her, the boy cried 
wolf too many times and she barely made it to 
the emergency room when he finally came. 
174To this day, it surprises me that I didn't tell 
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her: The whoopee cushion gag happened long 
after I began surreptitiously recording the 
confessions of all who attended Saint 
Dominic. 175And the two acts don't seem all 
that dissimilar – but, nevertheless, I never told 
her. 

176As Alexander walked toward the door, I 
asked one final question: “Have you spoken 
to an attorney since all this happened?” 

177“Ah can’ afford a lawyer, Father. If ah 
could afford a lawyer then ah could afford ta 
pay support.” 178His hands were preparing 
him for the outside, attempting to remove 
evidence suggesting he’d been crying. 

179Sound reasoning from an unsound man. 
Not uncommon.  

180I wondered if judges ever thought about 
that: So, Mrs. So-And-So, you need several 
hundred a month in support to raise the child. 
How much are you paying your attorney? 
181It’s probably an improper question for 
whatever reason the lawyers themselves 
thought up, but it’s a fair question, and I’d 
hazard a guess that Mom never had to answer 
it.  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Black Brew Demons 

2 T h e m o r n i n g 

quickly passed into the 
afternoon, what with my 
wandering attention and 
Alexander’s sad set of 
circumstances. 2His poor 
vernacular played over 
and over again in my 
mind, and before I could 
e a t a n y o f S i s t e r 
R e e d i n g ’ s l e f t o v e r 
biscuits and gravy, I decided it was my duty 
as Alexander’s moral guide to seek out Mom 
the Heathen and confront her. 3And what with 
all the hurly burly going on at the church, I 
only had time to suck down another cup of 
black coffee, to keep my mind focused and to 
keep my eyes from failing me.  

4I had to try and talk some sense into 
Mom before Alexander adapted to the 
situation and became apathetic, as he had 
adapted and accepted his obesity, and as he 
had adapted and internalized all the ridicule 
from the other students throughout his 
education. 5I had little doubt that if left to his 
own devices, Alexander would take the path 
worn of feet, in the same way as he had in the 
past. 6It would become an unending work in 
progress if left to its own, and I wasn’t ready 
to give up on Alexander just yet. 

7After second service, the stragglers-with-
children service, I delivered a brief sermon 
outside to the children in attendance, 
comparing their Easter egg hunt to finding 
Jesus:  

8"Qu ie t down! Qu ie t 
down! Hear me, little ones: 

9I am sure you will all find 
many eggs of many different 
shapes and colors hidden on 
the church grounds today. 
10And I know you're all antsy 
to get out there and find those 
eggs the Sisters have hidden, 
so I'll be brief.  

11Throughout your lives 
y o u w i l l h e a r m a n y 
explanations of  nature and the 
w o r l d a r o u n d y o u − 
explanations  that may be 
c o n c e a l e d i n c o l o r f u l 
wrappings, just like these eggs. 
You will hear people speak of 
Baptist, Lutheran, Pentecostal, 
Jewish, Islamic, Atheist, and 
scientific ideas which may go 
against what your parents and I 
and the Sisters have been 
teaching you. 12But remember, 
an egg pretty, colorful, and 
tempting on the outside may 
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still be stinking and rotten on 
the inside. 

13So use what you know 
and what your parents have 
taught you to make sure that 
what you hear and what you 
see are as pure and beautiful 
on the inside as they are on the 
outside: righteousness comes 
not from the color and shine of 
the egg, but from He who 
made the egg. 

14Now let’s have some fun, 
and go get those eggs.” 

15The analogy went well with the little 
lambs, so with a few minor adjustments, the 
analogy would work fine with Mom as well. 
16Considering her age and what Alexander 
told me, I knew trying to convince her to 
convert or anything like that would be a 
foregone conclusion; and even so, the 
Catholic Church wouldn’t just accept her 
willy nilly. 17She would have to go through 
the confirmation process, get baptized, and 
meet several other requirements to be a 
welcomed member of the flock at Saint 
Dominic. 18Thus, the focus needed to remain 
on what was best for the child, and Mom’s 
salvation would need to be addressed another 
day. 

19No, I knew she wouldn’t join the flock, 
but perhaps she would open up if I focused 
solely on the wellbeing of the child and a “let 
him pick his own colored egg” argument. 
20For those that had already chose the correct 
path needed only to hear, "Stay the course.," 
but Mom needed to hear, "It's not your 
choice, but Philips." 21Surely a reasonable 
parent could understand and accept that the 

other parent’s beliefs ought to be respected as 
well. 

22Walking off the church grounds and 
onto the parking lot, I began regretting the 
decision not to eat something. 23My stomach 
was gurgling and quickly becoming unsettled 
from all the coffee. 24My guts gave me a light 
warning that I’d be needing to use the men’s 
room after I spoke with Mom. 25It was a 
common consequence of drinking so much 
coffee, and it occasionally became more 
problematic, what with my age.  

26If I didn’t nip the black brew, I’d be 
groggy and inattentive to the needs of the 
flock. But if I drank it, and I always drank 
coffee to excess, my attention would drift, 
and sometimes I’d get the shakes. 27And on 
those days when I didn’t get lunch, my 
stomach would ache with pain, and I’d spend 
an hour of the afternoon in the bathroom. 
28Other times, it would just speed up the 
process of removing bodily waste, and I’d 
find myself pushing one out on the toilet right 
before service.   

29It kind of bothered me how much 
vernacular existed on the topic of defecation. 
30As I buckled myself into Old Faithful, the 
Honda I used to get around, I started thinking 
of Alexander’s whoopee cushion as it related 
to my gastrointestinal plight; but instead of 
water, my internal whoopee cushion was 
filled with soft human waste. 31I could almost 
feel the rubber band slowly inching its way 
down the neck of my pink inflatable bladder. 

32As I’d done for as long as I can 
remember, I double checked the seat belt to 
make sure it was firmly secured, and then 
turned the key, listening for the engine to 
turnover. 33All went as planned, and as I 
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drove to Mom’s, I prepared myself for what 
would likely be an uncomfortable, perhaps 
tense, conversation.  

34Mom’s house wasn’t too far away from 
the church – about 20 minutes out to the west. 
The area looked like a slew of modern flats – 
some townhouses and duplexes quickly built 
for the working class a decade or so ago, 
probably around the same time as the 
wheelchair factory expansion. 35Since it was 
early afternoon on Easter Sunday, there were 
many families out around the area, seemingly 
enjoying one another’s company in the slight 
chill of a Midwestern April afternoon. 36There 
was a strong smell of BBQ in the air, and my 
stomach murmured protests and begged for 
substance. 37Two women close to Mom’s 
abode had a toddler and a couple young 
children out playing in their respective petite 
front yards. 38They didn’t seem to take notice 
of me or my business as their children just 
played the day away and they gabbed intently 
about something unknown. 

39The area didn’t look impoverished, but 
it also didn’t look like middle class 
accommodations, and certainly nothing like 
the upper class, brick housing found on the 
east side of the town, just a few minutes from 
Saint Dominic. 40Most of the yards had 
common, everyday shrubs which were 
obviously planted in bulk by some big 
developer and then left to the devices and 
prerogatives of disinterested tenants and 
bottom line landlords.  

41There weren’t any flowers or toys in 
Mom’s small front yard, indicating that she 
had no other children and was renting the 
property. 42Renters rarely improve the land 
and most parents eventually give up on 
picking up after their children. 43But, by and 

large, Mom’s whatever-plex didn’t look as I’d 
originally envisioned it after speaking with 
Alexander. 44It shouted “typical,” not poor 
and sleazy, and briefly I thought about what 
kind of accommodations Alexander lived in – 
a complete facade; depravity cloaked in 
decadence, only revealed when one traveled 
down into the bowels of insanity. 

45Approaching the door, I noticed a “No 
Soliciting” sign next to some clean-cut bushes 
establishing curtilage around the home. Mom 
was either  constantly being pestered now that 
she was home with a baby, or she just didn’t 
want to be bothered. 46Or maybe she didn’t 
want anyone close enough to see the goings 
on in the home – the sex and debauchery 
taking place. 47Regardless, for my purposes 
the sign seemed to be an omen that didn’t 
bode well my guts, and despite my own 
distaste for door-to-door salesmen, for some 
reason, the sign reinforced my predisposed, 
negative image of Mom before I ever even 
knocked on the door.  

48But a... 

[Knock, knock, knock.] 

...could save a soul. 

49As soon as I knocked, I became nervous 
and my bowels clenched up. 50My knees bent 
slightly inward in some laughable, cartoonish 
attempt to hold in the waste.  

51After the first knocks, all I could think 
was, I need to go… NOW. 

52One of the perks of living where you 
work is that you never have to use a public 
restroom or anything like that. 53In the fifteen 
years I’ve presided over Saint Dominic 
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church, I grew an odd mannerism: I could 
only defecate in my own toilet, in my 
quarters. 54The problem was not uncommon; 
it was similar to paruresis, or shy bladder 
syndrome, where one cannot use the 
bathroom while other people are present. 
55And it became so infrequent that I would 
venture beyond the borders of Saint Dominic, 
56I forgot about my odd mannerism before I 
left to speak with Mom.  

57But with a... 

[Knock, knock, knock.] 

...I was one step closer to heading home. 

58It took a bit of time, but eventually 
Mom came to the door with the little bundle 
wrapped in her arm. In focusing on not 
soiling myself, she opened the door to an 
older, unprepared, semi-hunched-over, 
somewhat-awkward-looking Catholic priest. 
59The young woman was pretty enough, 
though you could tell she needed to work off 
a little more of the weight gain from 
pregnancy. 60She had short brown hair, blue-
grey eyes, a few freckles, and she starred at 
me with a flat expression from the foyer of 
her small abode. 

61“Um. Can I help you?” she asked in a 
confused but still questioning tongue. 62By 
the tone of her voice and the look on her face, 
she may have recognized the desperation and 
urgency upon my brow, and, considering my 
age, may have wanted to make sure an 
ambulance wasn’t necessary. 63I looked her in 
the face, and then looked to the baby, and 
before I began she said, “Sorry. Hold on just 
one minute. 64I’m going to put him down.” 

65Mom left and disappeared into the back 
of the house, giving me a moment, if only I 
could focus, to peer through the walkway and 
into the home. 66I could see her living room 
and the back wall of her kitchen, which was 
partially concealed by a countertop. From 
what I could tell, the house looked clean and 
organized. 67There was a worn, light blue 
carpet, and the television was off, but 
otherwise the townhouse, or whatever it was, 
looked tawdry and normal.  68She returned 
before I could gather anymore on about the 
child’s living conditions. 

69Shuffling my bodily needs lightly 
among my legs, I looked at her as she 
returned with an awkward semi-smile and 
blurted out, “Uh. Yes, hello, ma’am, I believe 
you may be able to help me. 70My name is 
Father Liam Ludwig, and, I am, uh, the priest 
over at Saint Dominic church. 71I came 
hoping to speak with you for a bit. Can I 
come in and, uh, talk for... a bit?” 72It all 
sounded like the pitch of a newly-minted 
religious salesman. It was too forced, too 
upfront, and far too naive sounding. 73My 
bodily needs were already manifesting 
themselves in the conversation, destroying 
any chance I had at a remedy for Alexander.  

74This was not going to be pleasant. 

75“No. We can talk out here. Do you need 
something? I was in the middle of 
breastfeeding.” 76Sensing that my eyes were 
probing the home, she invaded my space and 
took a step out onto the crude concrete slab of 
a porch, swinging the door closed but not shut 
behind her. 77This forced me to retreat back a 
step, off the small stoop and onto the 
walkway; this also made us close to equal in 
height, further limiting the art of persuasion. 
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78Oh, oh, no, I thought as pain rippled all 
throughout my guts. 79I couldn’t think 
straight. I desperately needed to go home. 
80The rubber band rolled over itself, down 
closer to the whoopee cushion’s sphincter.  
81My gluts tightened in response, attempting 
to keep the rubber band where it was. 

82“Well, I, uh, wanted to personally 
congratulate you on the birth of, uh, your son. 
You know? 83And I also want to apologize for 
bothering you on Easter Sunday, while you 
were, uh, feeding the baby, ma’am, but, uh, 
it’s the baby that I was hoping to speak with 
you about.” 84The baby cried out briefly from 
the back of house, and Mom’s attention was 
briefly lost. 85But the cries ended as abruptly 
as they’d began, and she turned to  me once 
again and starred.  

86The tables had turned. Now silence and 
circumstance forced my tongue forward: 
“I’ve, uh, come on behalf of Alexander 
Simmons; he attends my church and, uhhh…”  

87Mom interrupted my already interrupted 
speech clearly aggravated, “Wait, Alex sent 
you here to talk to me? About what? Philip? 
About converting him or something? Really?” 
88Her words sounded more and more 
accusative and agitated by the second. 89“If he 
thinks sending a preacher over here will get 
me to…” 

90Devoting all I could to the task, I 
interrupted her in similar fashion, but tried 
speaking softly, to keep the tone of the 
conversation amicable. 91“Well, he attended 
church earlier today, and confessed his sins, 
and I, uh, convinced him to speak to me a 
little more about everything, and, uh, ma’am, 
Alexander didn’t send me here. 92I, uh, came 
here of my own volition, out of love for Alex 

and, uh, love for the baby Alexander had… 
out of wedlock, or otherwise...” 93I knew 
immediately that I should not have mentioned 
wedlock. 

94This was all a terrible mistake. 

95It felt like I was back on the farm in 
Kansas. We used captive bolt pistols to put 
the cattle down. 96My father called it 
“Gunnin’.” 96I was always nervous and 
shaking as I tried to steady the gun between 
the ears. 97If you missed, you had a real mess 
on your hands.  

98My hands were shaking. The mess was 
coming. 

99My mind had almost fully succumbed to 
the needs of my body, and I realized my good 
intentions were hopelessly lost in a sea of 
miscommunication. 100The only thing I could 
do now was maintain my dignity. 

101“I can’t believe the nerve of you 
people, coming here and bothering me! I’m 
not interested in Alex or you or your religion 
or your opinion. 102You don’t have any right 
coming up here, telling me how to raise my 
child. 103Alex’s hasn’t done a damn thing 
since Philip’s been born. Now get off my 
property and don’t come back or I’ll call the 
cops.” 104Hearing Mom’s vengeance and the 
fight-or-flight in her voice, the poor babe in 
the back room  broke down and began crying 
again. 105And this time, he didn’t let up. 
106Unknowingly caught in the middle of this 
affair, in an act that speaks louder than words, 
he decided to tell us what he thought of our 
failed dialogue.  

107[Ahhh! Wah. Wa, wa. Wahhhh. Aww. 
Aww. Wahhhh. Wahhh....!] 
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108His two cents yammered for immediate 
gratification – a nipple in his mouth and milk 
in his belly. 109With only a knock, knock, 
knock, I was in the thick of all this noise... 

110The struggle between mind and body 
had now became so dynamic, so forceful that 
my eyes slightly squinted and my lips reared 
back some; I was bearing my teeth like a 
snarling dog! 111And like a woman’s gaping 
mouth when she applies makeup, the constant 
focus required to stay a humiliating accident 
left a sour-looking grimace on my face. 

112“You know,” I winced as a last resort. 
“Your son, Philip, should be, uhhhllowed to 
choose whichever egg he wants… I mean… 
You know...” 113The pressure seemed to 
double on the bowelish whoopee 
cushion. 114“He will spend his 
whole life searching for 
answers, and, uhhh, what’s 
best for him might be in a 
clump of, uh, grass or 
behind a gutter, or… You 
k n o w. . . ” 11 5 I w a s n ’ t 
making sense, and her 
facial expression changed 
briefly from aggravated to 
confused and, for an 
instant, almost worried. I 
gritted my teeth and tried 
again. 116“I mean, you 
know, being atheist is just, 
uhhh, one egg, one way to 
look at the worl…” 

117“An atheist?!” She’d 
had enough and the door 
slammed in my face. 118It 
was over and suddenly my 
nose was filled with a hint 
of rotten eggs, as the 

whoopee cushion let out a little squeeeeak.  

119The lingering smell of brimstone, as 
though it was Armageddon and the black 
brew demons were ready to burst from the 
gates of hell into my pants. 120For all this 
trouble I’d gone though, I prayed it wasn’t too 
late to make it home, before... 

121To the church, you fool!, my rotten guts 
churned. The hurly burly was done, and the 
battle was lost. 122All I could hope for now 
was to leave with my dignity. And before I 
could fully grasp the irony in how this whole 
t r i p t u r n e d t o s h i t – f o rg i v e t h a t 
impetuousness, Lord. 123Squeeeak! Oh! 
124Before I could reflect on this failure from 

nature, I was waddling back to my car, 
trying as best I could to minimize the 

pressure on my abdomen. 125But 
still a creature of habit and 

propriety, I buckled my 
seatbelt after getting in, 
carelessly exerting even 
more pressure on that last 
fragile valve keeping me 
from humiliation. 

126Before I could focus on 
anything but my own 
immediate gratification, I 
was rushing back to the 
church. 127And before I 
could do anymore to help 
Alexander, I had to get 
straight on a toilet and 
help myself. 

128And with a knock, 
knock, knock,  
I headed home… 

...and I almost made it. 
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Queen of Muck 

3After an early clothes-on shower, my 

Sunday slacks went to the laundry. Waiting 
for the cue from the washer, my thoughts 
drifted to how long it takes before the filth of 
sin is washed from a soul. 2God sets the timer 
of our lives and if we’re wise, we add enough 
confession bleach before we’re called home. 
3Would a cup of Tide and a handful of Hail 
Mary’s be enough to wash away the shameful 
iniquities of the day? 

4What silly analogies we make in the day-
to-day... 

[Buzzzz...] 

5I glanced at my watch. Thankfully, I 
wasn’t too far behind in the Sunday routine. 
With everything that’s been happening, it’s 
difficult enough getting everything prepared 
for the week. 6And after that episode with 
Mom, this evening’s Glorious Mysteries 
would definitely have to run parallel to other 
tasks. 

7After one run through the washer, I 
pulled the slacks and buried my face in the 
rear, inhaling deeply. Uh. They still stank of 
brimstone so I added more detergent, left 
them to soak, and took the shortcut through 
the janitor’s storage room hallway to the 
cafeteria. 8Clutching the dangling crucifix, I 
made the sign of the cross, and peeked into 
the walk-in.  

9“Amen.” 

10There were a few pieces of leftover 
bacon and eggs to make a BELT – a BLT with 

egg smashed between the bacon and lettuce 
leaf. 11Since I’d given up meat for six weeks, 
having pig was a welcomed change from the 
scraps of Fish Fry Fridays. 12Implicitly, I was 
pleased there would be no more breaded cod 
on my plate for a year, and the cafeteria 
program needed money, what with all the new 
government healthy school lunch initiatives. 

13Fish wasn’t cheap. “I believe in God, the 
Father Almighty…” 

14Retiring to my small living quarters, 
which were close to the basement door, I 
quietly ate my sandwich by candlelight. 
15There was a warm comfort from the silent 
glow of the flickering flames.  

16Depending on the confessions of the 
week, I typically removed records from the 
Library of Sin and lit prayer candles for the 
wayward souls. 17Tonight I was eating in the 
company of twenty-one candles for the 
twenty-one sheep which had gone astray. 18I 
also lit two candles for the heathens. 
Finishing off the crust, I lamented over the 
accident earlier and selfishly prayed it was the 
first and the last. 19But there was still more 
work to be done. 

20Life without end. 

21I moved my hand up to the first big 
bead. “Our Father, who art in heaven…,” I 
quietly whispered as I continued the night’s 
tasks. 

2 2 I g o t o n l i n e a n d w e n t t o 
www.confesstothefather.com to see if anyone 
needed absolution before I recorded today’s 
confessions. 23The cold, electronic glow of 
the monitor felt in harsh contrast to the soft 
yellow of the candles from dinner and looked 
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out of place on the old cherry hardwood desk 
with tarnished brass hardware. 24There was 
little room to put anything else on it after they 
sat this technological monstrosity down. 

25I adjusted my glasses so I could see 
beyond the artificial light. 

26Despite strong disdain and an ardent 
belief that it was a product of the devil, I 
learned what little I could of the internet and 
paid a “webmaster” to create a forum for 
salvation – a website confessional. 27And on 
it, those with less enthusiasm for the 
preservation of tradition, and those sad souls 
who did not come to church for whatever 
reason still had an opportunity to confess and 
absolve themselves — that they might be 
right with the Lord. 28As the sole moderator, I 
made sure people understood that I was an 
ordained priest and could properly hear 
confessions and absolve sins via a 
“homepage” as the webmaster described it. 
29It was all confusing but my credentials were 
noted somewhere.  

30“Hail Mary, full of grace, blessed art 
thou amongst women…” 

31The way it worked was sort of like a 
private, digitized letter, though most people 
didn’t call them letters anymore. 32This 
method of communication was no different 
than the handwritten letters of yore, so letters 
they remained in my mind. Speed speaks not 
to substance, and if it looks like a duck and 
quacks like a duck... no, they were letters 
whether they were made of ink or whatever 
substance there is to the digital age. 

33Blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus…  

34Sometimes I couldn’t tell if I was saying 
the prayers or merely thinking them while my 
mouth mimicked the thoughts, attempting to 
stave off any notion of its appurtenance. 

35In teaching everyone the gift of writing, 
the practice had become little more than a 
drunk man’s ramblings – texting, emails, 
what they call “instant messages.” 36The 
modern retooling of the letter was fluff – 
subterfuge justifying the laziness that had 
crept in and stole the written word from those 
who truly appreciated it.  

37The drunk wrote to me many days, 
seemingly without a care in the world – 
sometimes to berate me and test my faith, 
other times in hopes of being born again. 38He 
tended to fall asleep where there was no 
immediate response, and because of that there 
would be no answer for them. There was 
plenty of evidence to support my convictions, 
and every time I checked the online 
confessional, I found more. 

39“…now and at the hour of our death. 
Amen.” 

40Each confessor would first choose a 
“handle” in silly internet jargon, what would 
be called an alias in criminal contexts, or a 
sobriquet or nom de plume in intellectual 
circles, or what could have simply been called 
a nickname in plain speak. 41So many options 
in the English language, but handle is the 
buzzword people understood and adopted in 
the age of the internet, and so a handle is what 
the webmaster told people to input as their 
online identity.  

42Once the confessors decided on how 
best to verbally represent themselves, they 
could proceed to write their confession into a 
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“text box.” 43Once completed, the confessor 
had one more decision to make before 
submitting their confession: they could click a 
checkmark into a box with the mouse, 
indicating they wanted to receive a reply, or 
they could leave it blank, in which case they 
would be left alone in sin. 44After submittal, 
the message would be sen t to me 
anonymously – well, under the handle 
anyway – and I could offer atonement or 
whatever I could to help move the soul 
towards salvation. If the confessor wished to 
make an additional comment after I had 
replied, they could do so, and the 
conversation would continue through to 
resolution. 

45Glory be to the Father, and to the Son… 

46I’ve responded to countless online 
confessions, and I’ve ended up meeting 
several people as a result – even one who 
actually joined the church. So the practice had 
merit. 47There are many ways that one can 
find redemption — even with a devilish tool 
like these modern machines. 

48I never developed an 
interest for computers or the 
internet until... until the day 
— my second augury.  

49At first I thought the 
w i n e w a s b a d . 
C o m m u n i o n w a s a 
standard practice, and 
over a course of months 
several parishioners got 
sick to their stomach after 
taking the Blood of Christ. 
50It was the oddest thing 
because it happened a few 
times — with different 

batches of wine.  

51“O my Jesus, forgive us our sins, save 
us from the fires of hell, and lead all souls to 
heaven especially those in most need of your 
mercy.” 

52Transubstantiation is the official term, 
but most parishioners don’t understand the 
doctrine of the Eucharist. 53The bread and 
wine consumed during communion are not 
mere representations of Jesus’s body and 
blood: they actually transform in substance to 
the actual Body and actual Blood of Christ. 
This was the big difference between St. 
Dominic and St. Peter’s Lutheran Church 
down the road, where Martin’s hillbillies 
indulge the silly fictions of symbolism. 

54It was a devil of a dilemma: Since it is 
the Blood of Christ, you can’t simply pour it 
down the drain... but if it’s making people 
sick? 55Someone had to finish the communion 
wine before mass was finished, and despite 

the vomiting, I did my duty. Those months 
proved difficult because the wine 

made people ill even though 
nothing hazardous to your 

health should survive in 
the pure Blood of 
Christ. 56Fortunately, 
no one seemed to 
notice, and I had but 
t o r e s o l v e t h e 
i n c o n s i s t e n c y 
p r i v a t e l y. S o m e 
people got really sick 
though, even on the 
a l t a r , v i o l e n t l y 
v o m i t i n g a f e w 
moments after taking 
the Blood of Christ.  
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57We ended up switching wine suppliers 
and now use Bacchus Vineyards, a local 
winery west of the university. 58Strange that a 
wine named after the Greek God of Wine was 
now transubstantiated into the one true God. 
By the devil, indeed! 

59“The first Glorious Mystery is the 
Resurrection of Jesus Christ.” 

60So, at first, the vivid dreams I saw 
whilst praying were chalked up to spoiled 
grapes, but the dreams and images began to 
feel... real. 

61The Lord spoke to me in colors more 
vibrant than the sunlit stained glass in the 
chapel, and it was more clean and more clear 
and more sustaining than breath itself. 62Had I 
only known the power of the Lord that first 
time, maybe I wouldn’t have wasted so much 
of my life wandering from place-to-place, 
country-to-country, city-to-city, in search of 
meaning, trying to rigidly perform all acts in 
His name. 

63Trying to be perfect for God, not of God 
– trying to follow the flawed rubric laid out 
by the Church. 

64It was during those nights of prayer that 
I began to accept technology, specifically, the 
internet, realizing that Christ himself was 
made stronger and more vigilant by the time 
he spent with the serpent. 65And it was also in 
those nights that I began to see the forest for 
the trees and think on the bigger, more 
important themes of Christianity, of all 
religion really, and how I might help absolve 
more people in the electrical chaos of 
modernity. 

66So many people needed saving, and the 
Church was not utilizing modern tools to save 
them. 

67Our Father, whom art in heaven… 

68Through prayer, God revealed a strong 
relationship between modern teaching 
methods and the purpose of confessing: 
they’re both means to the same end, and my 
little oak booth upstairs wasn’t enough these 
days. 69Going online offered my services to a 
broader audience and provided me with more 
confessions to collect and analyze – and more 
opportunity to develop solutions. 

70But the online confessional was not 
respected and appreciated by every passerby 
who happened upon it. 71There were several 
comments tonight alone mocking the whole 
idea, and a few people, probably adolescents, 
just wrote obscene things, I guess just 
because they could without repercussions: 

72dear priest,  

i shit my pants the other 
day because i was soooo 
fucking drunk my asshole 
opened up and wouldnt close 
in time!! 73but don’t worry i 
still got to fuck a couple 
of super drunk collage 
whores after i cleaned the 
shit off my legs of course.. 
74God isnt real fuckface so 
get a life!! 

     
75sincerely,  

     
FUCKYOU 



  25 ALEXANDER

76I suppose the irony was that despite his 
apparent lack of belief, God was still the only 
concept he decided to capitalize. 77His 
confession of filth-ridden lust struck a 
personal chord, as he had, as he barbarously 
put it, “shit” himself in a similar manner as I 
had earlier. In as brief a time as the mind may 
think and unthink, 78I wondered if Mom was 
the author. 

79The serpent, cloaked in smooth-scaled 
trickery, convinced Eve to taste of the fruit 
from the tree in the center of the garden. 
80The Tree of Knowledge. And Eve was 
offered a peek at the grading key for the only 
question: meaning. She received but a taste of 
the apple, and but a morsel of infinite 
wisdom, but that was enough to destroy 
innocence. 81And shortly thereafter, Adam 
gave in to temptation as well. Man’s original 
sin. 

82They quickly learned their choice was 
against the God’s will when they felt the 
shame and weight of their choice, when 
Adam confessed the transgression, naked and 
hiding. 83This act of eating the fruit gave 
future men the knowledge of good and evil, 
and showed them the difference between our 
Father and that deceitful snake in the grass. 

84The subsequent banishment from the 
garden was their fall from grace, their black 
mark on the soul of humanity – their 
expulsion from the Kindergarten of Eden 
Elementary.  

85It follows around even those of us today 
who had no choice in the matter, though there 
is a remedy. 86Baptism removes original sin, 
giving us another chance and a new report 
card, though in most cases, almost 
immediately, the anima tabula rasa is 

tarnished by man’s perversions, making 
confession and atonement necessary if we are 
to achieve salvation. 87Still though, it seems 
strange that Saint Dominic intentionally 
teaches the difference between good and evil, 
when gaining knowledge was man’s 
downfall. 

88After finishing the decade with the last 
Hail Mary and ignoring several farce 
confessions, I got to one from what appeared 
to be a young woman in her late teens: 

89Dear Father, 

90My name is Lucy and I 
have a horrible sin to 
confess. Its been eating me 
u p s i n c e I m a d e t h e 
decision a few months ago… 

91I got pregnant by my 
boyfriend from school and 
got an abortion almost 3 
months ago. About a month 
after I found out. I didn’t 
tell anyone about it. 92My 
parents would have probably 
disowned me if I told them 
I was even thinking about 
it. They never even knew I 
was pregnant. 

93I keep thinking about 
the baby and what it would 
look like, weather it would 
have had my blond hair, 
weather it would have grown 
up to be like me… weather 
my boyfriend would have 
married me and we would 
have been happy together. 
94I can’t get it all out of 
my mind and some nights I 
dream about the doctor’s 
office, where she was 
killed. 
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95I don’t even think she 
was buried. I don’t even 
know if she was a she. 

96My parents and friends 
keep wondering why I’m 
crying so much and I’m 
running out of excuses to 
tell them. 97I’ve started 
telling them that I’m 
feeling depressed and they 
are trying to get me to go 
to a doctor and get on anti 
depressents. 98But they 
can’t never know what I’ve 
done. 

99I’ve considered killing 
myself a couple times, but 
I know that would only make 
God angrier and I’d go to 
hell for sure. 100I think 
I’m going to hell anyway so 
that doesn’t bother me so 
much but I don’t know what 
else to do to be right with 
God for what I’ve done. 
101There is nothing worse 
t h a n k i l l i n g a b a b y . 
Nothing. And I’ll never be 
able to live with the 
decision I made. 

102Please help, I don’t 
know what else to say. 

103I’d never read such an emotionally 
compelling confession. Her name – I mean 
handle – was “AshmdGrl17,” and her story 
read as a sad, dramatic adaption of a Dear 
Abby letter. 104She had checked the box, but I 
was really at a loss of what I could possibly 
say to alleviate some of the girl’s guilt. The 
baby was dead, and there was nothing she or I 
could do about that. 

105“Glory be to the Father…” 

O my Jesus, forgive us our sins… 

105After the prayers and some reflection, I 
wrote back telling her the baby was beside 
Christ in heaven, even though by Catholic 
standards it might not be, and that although 
there was nothing else she could do for the 
baby, she could repent and help persuade 
others not to make the same terrible decision: 

106“You cannot bring your baby back, 
AshmdGrl17, but you can certainly make 
every effort to prevent others from making 
the same mistake. 107You should draw 
courage from this terrible experience, and 
when you hear of another girl in a similar 
situation, you should explain yourself and 
explain why she should not go down the same 
dark road you have traveled. 108By these acts, 
you will repent, and in that you can find 
God’s forgiveness. There are many 
organizations out there protesting clinics that 
perform these contemptible medical 
procedures. 109You should work with them, 
helping others realize that there are other 
options besides killing unborn children. 

110Remind them that life begins at 
conception, AshmdGrl17, and do it in 
remembrance of your lost little one. This is 
how you will find salvation. 112This is how 
you must seek atonement for the sin you have 
committed.” 

113Even as I replied, my mouth continued 
to feign the hollow whispers of my thoughts.  

114The second Glorious Mystery is The 
Accession of Jesus to Heaven. 

“Our Father, who art in heaven…” 
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115With another message sent and another 
soul shown the path, I went back down to the 
laundry room to check on my slacks. They 
were ready for the rinse cycle, and so it was. 
116Two decades and two mysteries later, I 
carried the clothes back to my quarters where 
they were left draped over the shower curtain 
rod to fully dry. 117Exhausted, I knelt in front 
of prayer candles and started to pray the last 
Mystery, but my eyes drooped, my body 
briefly gave to gravity, and the rosary slipped 
from my fingers.  

118Defeated, I blew out the candles, 
carefully brushed coffee from my tongue, and 
crawled under the coarse sheets of my bed. 
119It was in these uneasy hours of the night 
that those voluminous sins haunted me most.  

120And when I finally fell asleep, the 
torment entered my dreams... again. 

-✝✝✝- 

121I was standing in a river wearing 
vestments, as though a baptism were taking 
place. 122Demons with loose, rugged skin like 
burning coal paced along the banks, clutching 
iron skillets and steel forks, some staring out 
at me intently. 123In fear, I waded further out 
into the water and noticed that I was holding 
something heavy wrapped in a blanket. I 
pulled back at the opening of the swaddling to 
find a large pastel blue egg, trimmed with 
golden foil. 124The clouds overhead, rumbling 
with the threat of a heavy rain, parted and a 
shadow fell from the heavens like black 
smoke. 125As the dark smog cleared, I saw 
Mom, naked, with a snake across her 
shoulders, standing on a mountain that 
divided the river further downstream. 

126As the storm clouds swallowed the last 
slivers of the moon, I saw Mom gently ease 
into the river with an erotic grace and a 
tempting smile. 127Her curved body and 
bosom shined in the final glimmer of the 
moon, as if she were covered in oil, and her 
flirtatious hair teased riddles as she slowly 
waded deeper and deeper into the water, 
drenching her full-bodied curls into the 
straight and narrow. 128My eyes felt an 
unrelenting temptation to take in all of her 
beauty, and I could do nothing but silently 
mourn as the water overtook first her hips and 
eventually her breasts. 

129While I was powerless to remove my 
gaze, the snake, eyes glowing vacant and 
green, slowly slithered from her shoulders, 
down her arm, and into the water. It started 
swimming upstream, towards me – towards 
the egg I held. 130And it was only in the relief 
wrought by the water that I was able to regain 
my senses. 

131Protect it, I thought. At all costs.  

132I knew – I felt it deep in my bones – 
that it was the reason I was here, not bodily 
desires. 133And as the snake wove back and 
forth against the current, skimming the top of 
the water with its agile body, I turned to swim 
upstream. 134The demons, with torches now 
lit along the bank, started clanging their 
utensils against the frying pans, and I realized 
they were once human. 

135The rain pounded down around me, 
making the river swell. 136I pushed harder to 
retreat but using only one arm to stroke 
against the flood proved no better than 
flailing. 137My attempts were futile. The 
demons were licking their thin lips with 
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forked tongues, starved as they were for the 
tender flesh of the young.  

138The snake was at arm’s length as it 
prepared to strike. 139I cloaked the precious 
egg in my being, closed my eyes in 
preparation of the unknown, and took us both 
beneath the depths of the river. 

-✝✝✝- 

140I awoke drenched in sweat, dehydrated, 
heart pounding. With portions of the dream 
entering and leaving my thoughts, I felt like 
I’d just crawled out of the Jordan itself. 141I 
scrambled for pen and paper so I could 
memorialize it all. I pushed to remember 
every fact, and every emotion I felt in that 
river, as it was no doubt extremely important. 
142Unnerved and unable to return to my 
pillow, I made some coffee and the rest of the 
night was spent studying the trespasses of my 
flock, thinking about Alexander, and finishing 
the fifth Glorious Mystery.  

143What was its meaning? 

144I remembered a younger Alexander, 
innocently asking, “But why is the devil so 
bad, Father?”  

145“Well, the devil is the reason man is 
here on earth instead of living in Heaven with 
God the Father. The devil is bad because he 
rose up against God and then tempted man to 
follow him.” Alexander looking confused so I 
tried to simplify. 146“See, Alexander, the devil 
is like the bad kid in class who talks back to 
the teacher, and, instead of saying sorry, 
convinces the other children to be bad as well. 
147Then the whole class misses recess just 
because of that one bad kid, one bad egg, and 

the bad kid just laughs because he is not alone 
in detention.”  

148If Alexander asked the same question 
today I’d say that sin is gradational: 
treasonous rebellion against God must be 
worse than premeditated or intentional 
killing, which must be worse than adultery or 
sex out of wedlock, which must be worse than 
stealing, which must be worse than lying, 
which must be worse than working on 
Sunday, which must be worse than mere 
thoughts and desires.  

149Venial and mortal sins. Quite the 
questionable Catholic doctrine, by the devil! 

150I wondered for a moment where rape 
would fit into this scheme, considering rape is 
not expressly mentioned in the good book – 
except where it is permissible in the Old 
Testament, of course. Lacking an immediate 
and obvious answer, it was time to move on 
to the more immediate concerns of the day: 
Alexander and little Philip’s salvation. 

151In common application of the doctrine 
surrounding sinful acts, the devil is the lowest 
of the low because he committed the most 
heinous sin of them all: he knowingly rejected 
God’s love by committing treason and 
rebelling against Him. 152In this, the devil is 
not unlike these militaristic atheists gaining 
momentum around the world, writing 
scientific books of filth and convincing others 
with their lies.  

153Lucifer never asked for forgiveness, 
and even if he did God has no plan for the 
repentance and salvation of angels. Christ’s 
sacrifice was the plan for, and the redemption 
of, all of mankind. Luke 12:28 says the 
severity of God’s judgment varies according 
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to how much knowledge one possesses. 
154Lucifer knew the full glory of God, a glory 
that we as humans must take on faith.  

155And little Lucifer – the bad kid – 
continues to rebel, committing himself to 
keeping the other children from the 
playground. 

156Still, something nagged at me, 
something told me that there’s more to it than 
that. Something told me that sin was relative 
to the individual: That it is contingent on 
what you knew before taking the test, before 
you learned the glory of God. 157That the fall 
of man was so powerful, and today is so far 
reaching, because it shows how ignorance can 
be manipulated by the devil and molded 
into intentional disobedience. 158It 
shows how far we can fall 
from the grace of God when 
we’re led astray.  

159And something 
was telling me that if 
left with only Mom’s 
guidance, that child 
w o u l d n e v e r b e 
absolved of original 
sin, would never be 
baptized – would never 
know Christ’s love. 
160Mom was going to 
poison that child with 
t h e b o o k s o f t h e 
atheists, like oil seeping 
into the holy waters of 
the Jordan. 161Mom was 
the spoiled grape in the 
Blood of Christ that 
turned the guts of my 
f l o c k . W i t h o u t 
intervention, her toxic 

heresy, the devil’s looming shadow, would 
spread and claim the heart of my newest little 
lamb. 

162Mom was the whore Queen of Muck. 

163This is all unacceptable, I thought 
concurrently with prayer. The fifth Glorious 
Mystery is the coronation of the Blessed 
Virgin Mary, Queen of Heaven and Earth. 

 164Something was telling me that, 
somehow, I needed to save that child before 
the serpent persuaded him and turned him 
from the light. 

165I needed to save the innocent child. 

166Alexander needed a say in 
Philip’s future. 167And for that, 

I needed solid evidence – 
evidence that would give 

s u b s t a n c e t o t h e 
fallacious, bureaucratic 
laws of man – so that 
they might shake hands 
underneath a typed 
pretense and give effect 
to necessity.  

168For Philip.  

169So he would one day 
learn to obey natural 
law – God’s law. 170I 
needed to pray on the 
dream’s meaning and 
what God commands of 
us all: self sacrifice. 

171And, perhaps most 
pressing, I needed more 
coffee. 
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The Doritos Desert 

4It was a week later, sitting as but a 

man in the box, that I learned who I was. 2The 
days since passed without awareness as I 
thought about everything that had happened, 
trying to justify it all.  

3The answer came to me in both a flash 
and a whisper: sacrifice. It was the way.  

4It was the only way. 

5What with all the people coming in 
today, I was somewhat annoyed, and the 
thoughts shrouding my physical state colored 
the confessions as well. 6An elderly woman 
left the box after having received an almost 
thoughtless, auto-pilot reconciliation, and my 
mind began to dwell again on meaning and 
purpose – as well as that unalterable truth. 

7Someone else stepped into the box. I 
composed myself, preparing to begin the 
process over. 8“Bless me, Father, for ah’ve 
sinned.”  

9Yet again, I heard the poor vernacular of 
a timeless saying.  

10My eyes bulged and I felt my heart 
begin to race. He decided to show up and do 
what needed to be done. I needed to hear it. 
11It was all I needed to hear. By the devil, it 
was one of the busiest days at the church and, 
still, the divine fulfillment of the augury 
would not remove itself from my thoughts. 

12Today was the Feast of Divine Mercy, a 
day where Catholics taking the sacraments of 
the Eucharist and Reconciliation are 

completely absolved of all transgressions. 
13Several dozen confessions had already been 
heard throughout the morning, but none as 
necessary as the one I was about to hear.  

14“It’s been, ohhh, jus'a ‘bouta week since 
ma’ last confession.” 15There was a certain 
uplifting inflection in his voice, a kind of 
wide-mouthed relief. 16He needed this as 
much as I, no doubt, and starting the process 
was already granting him release.  

17Once again his head looked down and 
his voice was muffled, and despite my own 
anticipation, it still irritated me. 18“Tell me 
your sins, my Son, and let your conscience be 
at peace.”  

19It always sounded the same, even when 
it was more than an utterance. 

 20“Ah, well, ah really doan know where 
ta begin.” It was time to offer up that 
innocuous, yet forceful, silence, that drives 
the weak.  

21Confess… but this time Alexander 
seemed unaffected by silence. Peculiar. By 
the devil! 22Maybe he really didn't know 
where to begin. 

 23“Well, my Son, confession is a 
powerful thing. It relieves the mind of guilt, 
ofttimes right away, and cleanses the spirit. 
24It’s similar in many respects to the way a 
person feels better in telling the truth after 
they have been dishonest. 25But it is the act of 
atonement – righting the wrongs of the past – 
that makes confession and reconciliation a 
sacrament necessary for salvation.” 

26“Well, ah’ve had impure thoughts, 
Father, an’ ah feel horrible ‘bout it all.” 
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27I’ll bet you have. Just hearing his voice 
brought me back to the start of a dark journey 
towards my own atonement. 

-✝✝✝- 

28The night after the black brew demons, I 
made it a habit of parking in different areas of 
Mom’s subdivision — often a few blocks 
from her home. 29Three nights of waiting and 
watching with Old Faithful carefully 
concealed behind a similar cookie-cutter split 
level. 30I made sure to have a window of 
visibility through the backyards of her 
neighbors, so I could see Mom’s white 
Mustang leave her driveway. 

31By the third night, I’d worked up a 
schedule of her nightly activities. She left at 
6:45pm and didn’t return until around 
2:15am. 32With these nightly escapades, I was 
sure she was dropping off Philip at her 
parents’ house and heading into the city. 
Every night she wore skimpy outfits befitting 
of the Dark Queen from the vision. 33As I sat 
waiting on that first night, I imagined her 
sitting at a bar, batting her eyes and painting 
her lips in red seduction, tempting young men 
into bed – a ploy crafted by the Siren, no 
doubt, to squeeze child support from those 
poor fools blinded by lust, hormones, and 
cultural norms. 

 34But Mom’s night owl proclivities 
weren’t enough to give Alexander an edge in 
the custody battle. 35The law has been 
emasculated, and we are living in the 21st 
century – the age of Women’s Rights – where 
they were now empowered, and even 
encouraged, to live the life of a slut. 

36Forgive me that, Lord. 

37Then it was Thursday, the fourth day 
from Easter Sunday. 38I was still unsure of the 
dreams and what they meant.  

39I was still unsure about it all.  

40It was 8:35pm as I parked Old Faithful 
several blocks from Mom’s home and started 
casually walking. 41Twilight had finally 
deepened into night. I showed up wearing my 
collarino, without the conspicuous white 
collar, of course. 42My new black slacks 
carried a shimmer from the dim street lamps.  

43Smells are most directly tied to memory, 
they say. 44So despite repeated washing, every 
time I wore that old pair I was subtly 
reminded of the first time I waddled away 
from her house, embarrassed like I’d never 
been.  

45They ended up in the furnace.  

46As I approached the back entryway of 
the home, looking to-and-fro, I slid black 
leather gloves around my hands to ensure 
fingerprints were nowhere to be found on the 
premises . 47For only three days of 
preparation, I was well prepared, especially 
considering I’d never done anything even 
closely resembling this – breaking the laws of 
man to act in accordance with the Law of 
God.  

48Two days prior, I even viewed a unit that 
was a mirror image of Mom’s house. 
49Dressed in plain clothes, I acted as a 
potential renter making sure the owner was 
not Catholic, so I could play the ruse. 50I 
checked over the place as thoroughly as 
possible, looking for a chink in the armor of 
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the poorly constructed rental housing. 51I 
found that the swivel latch holding the bottom 
window down against the frame in the kitchen 
didn’t lock because the backstop of the 
counter top was set too high.  

52It was Thursday when I crept onto 
Mom’s land without issue and slinked 
through that kitchen window thanks to the 
very same shoddy work I saw earlier in the 
week. 53I had high hopes of finding 
something incriminating, something I could 
point to with certainty, something that 
would give us a bargaining chip in, 
something that would get her to see 
reason – to force her hand and 
allow us a deeper relationship 
with Philip. 

54Admi t t ed ly, I a l so 
wanted to confirm my deepest 
suspicions of her nature and 
conclude the child had no real 
hope without the church’s 
intervention. 55With that in 
mind, I quietly entered the 
home and in that moment it 
was as though Uriel whispered 
in my ear, leading me to my 
destiny. 56I stood up, forced a 
painful kink from my back, 
a n d i m m e d i a t e l y b e g a n 
looking for confirmation of my 
suspicions.  

57I stood in silence for a 
moment, taking it all in, 
considering my position. 58I 
looked around two, three, four 
times before I could entertain the thought. 

59I’d trespassed upon the most typical, 
plain vanilla setting one could imagine. The 

walls were that same off-white drywall of 
every townhouse built in the last two decades, 
and while checking the perimeter of the house 
60I noticed the windows were shoddy plastic 
single panes, bare bone reflections not of the 
human soul but of the human condition, as a 
beast requiring shelter. 61The drab walls were 
littered with cheesy family photos and cheap, 
cliché Walm-Art decorations.  

62In all the rubery, I wanted to puke.  

63Once I was inside, the mini-blinds and 
curtains concealed my actions from 

the outside world. 64I wore an old 
pair of water shoes with flat 
bottoms but I’d already learned 
there was no cause for 
concern: beneath my feet was 
without a doubt the cheapest, 
flattest, most non-plush carpet 
one cou ld l ay. 65Fo r a 
moment, I wondered if I 
would have preferred dirt 
floors to this sham of luxury. 
66Mom’s landlord was either a 
man of the faith, or a man of 
extreme thrift; either way, it 
served my purposes. 

67The house was soaked in 
silence – but for the tick-tock 
of an eye-moving black cat 
clock on the wall. It was eerie, 
and I felt out of place. 

68Tick, tock, tick, tock..., the cat 
warned.  

69My window of opportunity was quickly 
dwindling, and with that a nervous panic 

began to set itself upon my nerves.  
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70After a thorough yet gentle search of the 
living room and kitchen, not a single thing 
was found indicting Mom. 71There was no 
hint of drug use, and there was no evidence of 
any illegal firearms or gambling problems... 
72There wasn’t a single bottle of liquor in any 
cabinet, no wine rack bursting with sublime 
vintage, not a single beer in the fridge.  

73There was no trash. There was no 
leftover food or soda cans strewn about the 
house. 74There were no roaches or bugs or 
rats or mice, and there were no clothes, clean 
or dirty, left piled on the floor. 75Everything 
was put away, and everything was nice, neat, 
and taken care of. 76Aside from the amalgam 
of inexpensive junk, it was cleaner than your 
average home – certainly cleaner than 
Alexander’s pit.  

77There really was no suggestion that 
Mom was culpable of anything beyond her 
heathen ways. 78To the contrary, she seemed 
clean and organized, and so far as I could tell 
it looked like a safe, perhaps even 
appropriate, environment to raise a child. 
79The only thing I noticed, which wasn’t 
contemptible in any legal sense, was that 
there were no books of any sort to be found in 
the home – Bible or otherwise. 

80There wasn’t even any suggestion that 
Mom smoked cigarettes.  

81No smokes? I thought as the stereotype 
of a working class harlot was denied by the 
lack of evidence. 

82I started second guessing myself, 
wondering whether my intrusion was 
justified, whether the augury was, in fact, just 
a dream, whether senility was beginning to 
set in. 83Panic crept from my nerves into my 

bones, and I wondered if the child might still 
be saved by less intrusive means. 84After all, 
the first attempt failed not necessarily 
because she was unreasonable but because of 
irritable bowel syndrome.  

85I began to give the house a quick look 
over, making sure I’d not disturbed anything 
that would make her aware of the intrusion. 
86It was only when I got to the back door, in 
the midst of questioning whether God 
actually chose me, that my convictions were 
reaffirmed by a whimper, after a single act of 
clumsiness caused a metal spatula to fall from 
a hook on the wall. 

87[Waa. Waa. Wa. Wahhhh. Aww. Aww. 
Sniffle... Wahhhh. Wahhh....] 

88A familiar cry came from far down the 
hallway, a classic two bedrooms, one 
bathroom extension from the den, a place I’d 
chose not to look in. 89Nervous crept from my 
bones to my bowels, and I immediately 
stiffened up. 90I'd made a mistake, I thought. I 
was certain that at any moment I’d hear Mom 
come out from one of the other rooms to tend 
the needs of her fawn.  

91But no one came. 

92Courage welled up and I reaffirmed my 
intent, determined to find out what was going 
on. Slowly, I tiptoed over familiar ground, 
listening for anything that might suggest the 
presence of another. 93Perhaps her parents had 
come over to watch the child while she was 
out. 94Perhaps they are somewhat deaf in 
their older age, I thought trying to make 
sense of it all. 95But as I carefully entered and 
moved down the hallway, there were no other 
voices to be heard, only the continued cries of 
none other than little Philip himself. 
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96I checked the other rooms to be sure but 
found only emptiness. If anyone else were 
here they were in the room with Philip. 
Uncertainty plagued my mind. 97The augury. 
Trespass. Fate. The baby? At home? Alone? It 
made no sense, but then again, I didn’t see 
Mom get into her car from where I had been 
watching her earlier. 98I only saw the car drive 
away – presumably, I had thought at the time, 
with a baby in the back seat.  

99I was wrong. And in the ambiguousness 
I stopped cold and couldn’t think and adjust. I 
just stood there, at the end of the hallway, 
listening to Philip cry. 100Confused, I couldn’t 
bear to risk looking in there. The new 
information demanded reconsideration. 

101Yes. It was time rethink everything.  

102It was time to leave.  

103And as quickly as I’d trespassed, I 
retreated – back in the Library of Sin to 
rethink my plan. 

-✝✝✝- 

104Alexander was going to confess his 
guilt and shame, leave those things in his 
childhood, and become the man I’ve for so 
many years groomed him to be.  

105“Ah doan even know where ta’ begin, 
Father,” he said implicitly begging me to put 
the words in his mouth.  

106This time, after a little magic 
nothingness, he finally started.  

107“Ah guess ah should start off by 
sayin’... ya know, Father, this is Alex 
Simmons…” 108How someone could be so 
inept, so blind as to not realize who was 
speaking is beyond me.  

109But it’s not about what I thought but 
what he imagined.  

110“Ah might as well tell ya now... ah’m 
sure you’ve seen the tele.” 

111Indeed, I had. Mom had been arrested 
by the police. It was all over the news — just 
like those other mothers who had been 
arrested for endangering their children. 112It 
was the talk of the town and many of the old 
hens at church squawked about it. 

113“Ah’ve just got so many feelings an’ so 
much ta confess, ah doan even know where ta 
begin. Ah feel so overwhelmed...” 

114You really don’t, do you, you poor fool. 
115I left him blanketed in a silence which 
would make him tell me everything. 

-✝✝✝- 

116After a hasty retreat, I was back at the 
church. 117There was no way Mom would 
assent to raising the child right, and there was 
no way to coerce her without some dirt – and 
bringing in the authorities would be 
tantamount to admitting my own crimes. 

118What could I do? 

119I worried about Philip becoming a ward 
of the state and disappearing into the system. 
120Another failed experiment from a failed 
experiment… There were few options — and 
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by the devil, none good — so the next day I 
visited Alexander to speak with him about my 
concerns and make sure I was doing the right 
thing before making an anonymous call to 
authorities. 121Of course, I couldn’t say 
outright that I knew of Mom’s late night 
soirees and the resulting neglect, but all this 
had become far more now that I knew the 
baby could be harmed.  

123She truly was a snake, a deceiver — a 
disappointment. 124And what I found in 
Alexander ’s parent ’s basement was 
disappointing as well... 

125His mother answered the door after a 
silly ringer announced my presence. I learned 
from her almost immediately that he was 
staying in the basement “due to his current 
financial situation.” 126She was obviously 
disappointed herself but trying to mask his 
flaws behind a veil of love.  

127And, really, what kind of parent 
wouldn’t?  

128I understood that he had a hefty child 
support obligation to bear and walked down 
the stairs expecting to find him… well, 
working on a plan of some sort. 

129“I’m glad you came, Father,” his 
mother said. “Alexander needs some strong 
guidance in his life. 130He’s just been having 
so many problems figuring out college, his 
work schedule, his other obligations… And 
you’ve always been there for us, Father. 
You’ve always been there.” 131She looked up 
into my eyes as she slowly said the last line, 
smiling and opening the squeaky door leading 
to the depths of his den. 132I knew the many 
references her eyes offered up.  

133As soon my body was in the stairwell, 
the door closed behind me, and I was 
shrouded in darkness. 134Without a handrail, 
only the glimmer of artificial light and some 
sharp sounds offered their guidance. 

1 3 5 B e h i n d h e r c o m p l i m e n t s a n d 
exaggerated excuses was knowledge that 
meaning only rested in meaninglessness. It 
was apparent that she believed her purpose 
was fulfilled in vain. 136In that, even his 
mother was subtly pleading for her sanity. I 
walked down the carpeted steps slowly, and 
the sharp sounds grew louder and more 
distinct. 137By the time I made it to the 
bottom, however, the noise was snuffed out 
and a stench lit my nose a blaze. 

138She not only hid his shame but her 
own, and somewhat understandably so — 
even my own neutral demeanor quickly 
shriveled at the sight.  

139An enormous television displayed 
image of someone overlooking the barrel of 
an assault rifle in some desert. 140There was a 
particular calmness to it at the moment, a 
calm that had not been in the room a moment 
ago. 141I took a few steps forward, starring at 
a leather chair without legs, covered in cheese 
curl dust. 142Bigger chunks of food had 
collected in the seams like sand from the 
digital dunes swirling around the TV. 143As I 
walked toward the light all kinds of filth 
rattled and crinkled underneath my feet. 
144Dozens of empty two-liter soda bottles lay 
strewed about the floor among their filth 
brethren cluttering a nearby TV tray: 
wrappers, pizza boxes, popcorn bags, 
Styrofoam cups, and a mountain of those 
cardboard sleeves for microwaveable 
processed foodstuffs.  
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145In the far corner I’m greeted by 
Alexander’s ass crack peeking out of his 
colorful print boxer shorts that read, “This is 
for $#!+ing…” He was digging inside of a 
mid-size refrigerator – not a miniature fridge 
but not a full-sized fridge either. 146I’d never 
seen one quite like it. 

147“Wadda’ya doin’ down here, Mom,” he 
said pointedly from his poor vantage inside 
the fridge. 

148“Alexander?” I asked in a questioning 
manner, finally touching the bare concrete 
floor. 149Apparently part of the carpet had 
been removed, and the sticky underbelly of 
the den was revealed. 150From here on, I had 
to pull my shoe from the ground each time I 
stepped. 

151Shocked by my voice, Alexander 
turned around and looked over the fridge 
door. 152He stood there in a tight shirt with a 
chicken leg hanging from his mouth and a 
Styrofoam bowl of chain restaurant gravy 
tucked away in his arm. 153The front of his 
shorts read, “This is for fun!” and they 
appeared quite tight around his waist. 

154“Father! Ah… Ah didn’ know you were 
comin’...” 

155“I called your mother this morning. She 
said you wouldn’t be working today. 156Didn’t 
she let you know I called?” 

157“Ah guess she might’ve… But fur 
some reason, ah still thought you were comin’ 
tomorra,” Alexander said as his eyes darted 
up, out, and about the fridge amidst my stare; 
quite obviously, he was embarrassed that I 
caught him in his natural environment – in his 
natural state of being. 158“Days kin’a run 

ta’gether when ya live’n in a basement an 
aren’ workin’ a whole lot.” 

159“You aren’t working a lot of hours 
then?” I asked. 160“I remember you had to 
leave right after our conversation on Sunday 
to get to work on time.” 

161“Not really.” Alexander hung his head 
still holding the fridge door open. 162“Ah was 
let go.” 

163“Oh. I’m sorry to hear that.” 

164He began as soon as I finished, “yeah, 
it was jus’a matter a time, I guess. 165They’re 
pretty strict on people who call in, ya know, if 
you’re gonna miss a shift ‘r come ‘n late n’ 
all.” 

166“I see.” There was a bit of a silence 
while we both collected our thoughts. 
“Well…,” I hesitated, “I wanted to talk to 
you… about Philip. I think that –” 

167“Hold on, Father, let me find some 
pants.”  

168Please! I immediately thought, smiling 
and shaking my head. 169As he spoke, he 
tossed a piece of gnawed chicken on a paper 
plate already saturated with nacho cheese. 
170“Ya want some chicken while ah get ma 
pants?” 

171“No, thank you. I’ll just wait.” He 
waddled deeper into the darkness of the den – 
what was apparently the concrete side from 
the slapping sound his feet made – and I 
heard him throwing things around. 172Quickly 
enough he came back slipping on a worn pair 
of jeans. 
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173I began again. “Alexander, I have 
reason to believe that Philip’s mother is not – 
uhhhh…” I lost my concentration as 
Alexander shuffled his waist into the jeans, 
his mouth gaping open and his eyes looking 
through me. 174It was apparent that he wasn’t 
paying any real attention to me so I took in 
the environment, slightly sniveling at the 
smell surrounding me. 175I imagined Philip 
being raised here rather than at Mom’s – 
being raised in this den of filth, fathered by 
the epitome of laziness. 

176“How is the job search going?” I asked 
changing the subject, hoping to hear 
something that might counteract my 
suspicions. 

177“Well,” he said, again walking over to 
the fridge, fumbling around, and hunting for 
food, this time in the freezer. 178“Ah put in a 
few applications ‘round the city hopin’ when 
the college kids go back home on summer 
break ah can find somethin’.” 

179Alexander was only looking for a job. 
He didn’t actually want one. He should’ve 
been hitting the pavement, getting into shape, 
and getting his life together. 180Instead he was 
banging drumsticks, chugging soda, and 
watching the sands of time on his expensive 
TV – rent free, thanks to mom.  

181The Book of Alexander in a nutshell... 
but the Library of Sin had failed to document 
this within its archives. 

182Alexander was falling faster than I’d 
ever predicted. He was lost, and it would take 
a lot more than getting him custody of Philip 
to turn his life around. 183He needed stronger 
medicine. 

184As he turned around from the freezer, I 
noticed another drumstick, but this one was 
coated in chocolate and crowned with nuts. 
His hallmark. 185A trickle of vanilla dribbled 
from the cone’s point onto to the concrete 
floor. He rubbed it in a little with his sock.  

186At least he did that, I thought 
nonsensically.  

187With a mouth full of dessert he asked, 
“Now, what were you sayin' 'bout ma boy?” 

“Uhhhhh, nothing, Alexander. Just trying 
to help.” This wasn’t the right way to handle 
all this. 188Finally, he turned and had all his 
attention on me, and I felt naked. I wanted to 
walk away. He wasn’t going to understand, 
and I couldn’t make him understand.  

189I had to get out but I needed more of a 
reason for coming all this way. “I was 
thinking of writing a prayer of petition in his 
honor – Philip, that is. Since you talked to 
me, the boy has been on my mind and in my 
prayers. 190I just want to do everything I can 
to help him.” Alexander looked at me, his 
mouth slightly gaping. Thankfully, he took 
another bite into his treat.  

191“But you seem busy, what with your 
job hunt and all, so I won’t keep you.” I used 
the parent’s blindness as my sword; he’d 
probably become so used to these awkward 
endings that it seemed normal. 

192“Oh, well, yea’, Father,” he started 
walking over to his odd leather chair on the 
ground. “Ah’d like ya ta keep sendin’ those 
prayers. 193Maybe it’ll help ma’ boy ‘n all.” 
He picked up an oddly shaped controller from 
underneath some filth.  
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194“I sure will. I hope to see you Sunday.” 

195“Yeah,” he gestures with the controller. 
“Ah’ll see ya on Sunday, Father.” 

196There was quite a bit of prayer on the 
drive home. The others in my flock would 
have to wait. All my energy needed to be used 
on helping poor little Philip. 197He was in a 
terrible situation. 

198Innocence surrounded by repugnance. 

199Reporting my concerns to Social 
Services would alert the authorities to Mom’s 
actions, but that wouldn’t get Philip where he 
needed to be: away from the both of them. 
Who knows if children’s services would even 
follow up enough to see that Mom was 
leaving the baby home alone. 200If the tip 
were made anonymously, they would have no 
reason to believe it over Mom’s word once 
they saw her home and saw that she was a 
capable parent. 201They would have to catch 
her in the act itself, which would be very 
difficult, and there is no real way I could 
explain it. 

202Even if they were able to figure it out, 
they wouldn’t put Philip in Alexander’s 
home… no one in their right mind would. If 
only he were capable of living like any other 
decent human being.  

203Maybe they wouldn’t think to look 
downstairs. 

204I couldn’t risk Philip’s life on such a 
questionable plan. I needed a plan that would 
ensure his place next to God. 205A plan that 
would make sure he found his way into the 
light. 

Mount Moriah Dew 

5His tune was more somber and 

focused today – more how it was when he 
first came to see me. 

2The silence was still lingering. “Start 
small, my Son, and let it all out.” 

3It was only after quite a bit more silence 
that he broke down and blubbered, “way’ll, 
Father, ah guess those miracle prayers didn’ 
help ma’ boy so much...” 

-✝✝✝- 

4Original sin.  

5I was a priest, not a ninja, not some 
private investigator – certainly not a snitch. 
Not in my line of work. 

6After witnessing Alexander's lethargy 
firsthand, I resolved to baptize the child and 
at least remove that potentially damning 
blemish from his soul. 7It was all I could 
think to do. Perhaps that’s what the augury 
was telling me, I thought. 8I need to cleanse 
the child before the serpent gathers strength. 

9The evening of the fifth night confirmed 
my worst fears. For me, it was the second 
Black Friday – no, not the corporate holiday 
that caters to the greedy but that dark day 
when Christ was crucified – when he was 
forsaken so that he might bear the weight of 
all man’s sin. 10God despises sin so much that 
he abandoned his only son, and Christ felt the 
weight, shame, and loneliness of sin for the 
first time.  
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11That second Black Friday I felt the 
weight of my flock. 

12Abandoned. Forsaken. Called. 

 13I felt it as soon as I crawled through her 
kitchen window for the second time. Entering 
the home was no different than the first time, 
but I was more prepared – and this time I 
knew that a newborn awaited me. 14I had 
more time to be cautious outside and make 
double, even triple, sure that no one saw me 
enter the home. 15I parked my car several 
blocks away, and this time I took a casual 
stroll past the townhouse to make sure there 
was nothing unusual going on. 

16I entered the home quickly, knowing the 
nature of the trade this time and quickly made 
my way to the hall. Once again Philip felt my 
presence and began to whimper. 17His 
vocalizations were immediately more 
pronounced as the door to his bedroom slowly 
creaked open by the force of my palm.  

18Once the air had a moment to circulate, I 
could tell the babe had soiled himself. That 
explained his unhappiness: I understood and 
immediately empathized. 

19Lurching over the crib, Philip looked up 
at me with a sour face, indicating in no 
uncertain terms awareness of his current 
predicament. 20No one was around to help 
him, and he wasn’t yet at a point to help 
himself.  

21It almost looked as though he knew it. 

22At least it’s not come to this, I mused in 
afterthought. 

23“Please help me,” his chubby face 
pleaded. “I‘m unclean.” She left him to lay in 
a soiled throw-away diaper until her return. 
24I felt even more scorn for her, but he was 
cute in his unhappiness, and excepting the 
taint of original sin he looked completely 
innocent, as all babies do. 

25Despite her tidy home and her 
ordinariness, Mom was contemptible and 
doomed to the fiery pits of hell for this and 
her non-belief. 26A wolf in sheep’s clothing, 
by the devil! I could feel the blood flowing to 
my cheeks.  

27I’d felt this rage before.  

28Where did she go? The store? Why not 
take the child? Was she out indulging 
debauchery? Was she out laying with other 
men, spreading her legs – a black widow 
gunning for more support? 29Why not have 
her parents look after Philip? My hands 
trembled. 

30I could have spit venom. 

31My flock was gossiping recently about 
other mothers tying up their children or 
locking them in cars – something horrible like 
that – and then going out to drink alcohol. 
32One mother accidentally killed their 
children, no less, as a result of her 
recklessness... I’d never imagined, after 
hearing their squawking, that this sort of thing 
was going on so close to home, twenty or so 
minutes from the church.  

33Looking into Philip’s eyes was 
confusing. Why? I couldn’t really take it all in 
and comprehend what was going on. 



  41 ALEXANDER

34Tick, tock, tick, tock.., the cat warned 
from the other room. 

35With time constraints in the back of my 
mind, I began God’s work. 36I quickly pulled 
out a vial of water for the christening and 
pulled the baby close to my chest to try and 
calm him.  

 
3 7 A s p e r s i o n w o u l d h a v e t o d o , 

c o n s i d e r i n g t h e 
circumstances... 

38After a little light 
rocking, Philip quieted 
and perked up a little; I 
could tell he was ready. I 
stripped the foul diaper 
from him as well as all 
t h e l i t t l e c l o t h e s 
enveloping his body. He 
needed to be naked for the 
baptism. 

39Unless one is born of 
water and the Spirit, he 
c a n n o t e n t e r i n t o t h e 
Kingdom of God. 

4 0 E v e n m y f a l l e n  
protestant brethren understood 
the necessity of baptism: to be 
saved is nothing less than to be delivered 
from sin, death, and the devil and to enter 
into the Kingdom of Christ and live with him 
forever. 41Quietly, I recited the necessary 
incantations and began the process of healing 
little Philip. 

42“In the name of the Father, the Son, and 
the Holy Ghost.” Several drops of water 
anointed the boy’s head, and in a breath his 
sin washed away, just as the Red Sea washed 

an entire army into oblivion. 43The child that 
was had died and the child now before me 
was born again. Clean. Pure. White. Praise 
God. I still had time to pray for Philip. 44I 
took out my Mexican rosary and started 
praying the Light Mysteries. 

45“The first Light Mystery is the Baptism 
of Jesus.”  

46While I prayed, I 
revisited the augury 
from Easter Sunday, 
and between dream 
and revelation I saw 
the river. 47I paddled 
against the intense surge 
of water while thunder 
echoed and lighting split 
the dark sky; while the 
demons with their glowing 
ember bodies pounded 
skillets and spoons together, 
hungry and hissing for little 
Philip’s soul; and while my 
own thoughts welled up, 
spiraling into chaos among so 
m a n y c o m p e t i n g 
considerations. 

48Into the madness I swam, head 
barely above water, holding the 

egg I clutched like a mother – an egg that 
must be coddled and protected at all costs. 

49“Hail Mary, full of grace…” 

50The slut eased into the water, as the oil 
poison crept from her dress tainting 
everything around her. 51The snake slithered 
in as well and my heart began to beat louder 
than the pangs and clangs of the demons. That 
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forked tongue licking and those green eyes 
glowing deeply in the night.  

52Mom grinned erotically, licking one of 
her fingers as the rain beat down upon my 
face. I gasped again and again for more air. 

53The snake was close. The egg stirred in 
its shell as though it knew, and with the last of 
my strength I buried my feet into the stone-
riddled riverbed. 54I raised the egg high above 
my head, praying that God would wash away 
its sin. And then, I plunged it into the 
undertow.  

55With the snake closing at arm’s length, I 
drove my fingertips into the decorative shell. 
The thick albumen squeezed out from my 
tightening fist, engulfing my hand and the 
white of the shell. 56Digging my nails into the 
soft yoke a golden yellow and scarlet of blood 
mixed into the deluge, surrounding my body.  

57The snakes head rose several feet from 
the river and hissed, the demons wailed on the 
banks, and the slut screamed out to the sky, 
writhing in pain. 

58In that moment, it finally dawned on 
me: the child was sinless. The child’s fate was 
not set in stone. 

59I rose out of my thoughts and 
immediately returned Philip to his rotten 
diaper, laid him in his crib, and left the home.  

60Few would ever understand what the 
child needed, but I did. And I knew what need 
to be done.  

61I am the unspoken savior of humanity – 
and little Philip was but the beginning. 

-✝✝✝- 

62"Ah should've been there, Father." 

63Maybe you should have been there for 
him instead of wandering the digital deserts, 
eating pizza rolls in your underwear. “But 
you couldn't have changed anything,” I said 
to supplement his lamentation. 

64It was divine intervention. 

-✝✝✝- 

65Yesterday, the last night I intruded upon 
Mom’s home. 

66I waited a few blocks down the street. It 
was risky sticking around, but I wanted to see 
her come home. 67Waiting… waiting for her, 
waiting to see if my efforts had been in vain, 
waiting to see if little Philip would be taken 
away from her and her carelessness. 

68No one could know of my role. 

69Several hours prior, again, I discreetly 
entered the home and went to the back room 
where the child was, again, alone. I kept 
feeling like I was not going to find the child – 
or that I was going to find Mom sitting and 
waiting for my intrusion, having had the 
opportunity to notice slight differences in her 
home from the prior night. 70Perhaps an 
indention from my foot, or maybe a dollop of 
poop fell from the child’s diaper when it was 
removed, revealing my presence... It all just 
seemed unrealistic no matter how many times 
I broke in and found the child alone. 
71Nevertheless, neither Mom nor anyone else 
was present in the home. 
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72I prayed over Philip again and blessed 
him with holy water as a final check to make 
sure the child was free from sin – a clean 
slate, by the devil.  

73The death of Christ was foreshadowed 
by the binding of Isaac. As a test of 
Abraham’s faith, God asked him to sacrifice 
his only son – to show that Abraham put 
nothing before God. 74Likewise, God 
sacrificed his own son to show that he put 
nothing before the salvation of humanity. 

75After the blessing, I put Philip’s clothes 
and diaper back on carefully and precisely. I 
tried my best to leave him in similar fashion 
as I’d found him – so as not to arouse 
suspicion. 76Unlike Isaac, however, I unbound 
little Philip. I left his clothes loose. I loosened 
his bedding and piled the blanket in a corner 
of the crib – close to where his head would 
lay. 77It seemed as though he didn’t want back 
in the crib, preferring my embrace over the 
dark prison his mother left him in.  

78It was sad. 

79I pulled an even smaller vial from my 
pocket. Instead of carrying the essence of 
salvation, this vial contained a mixture of 
concentrated honey and nicotine – honeytine, 
I called it. 80The honey was given to me 
several months ago by one of the parishioners 
who raised bees, and the liquid nicotine was, I 
guess, commonly used by folks trying to quit 
smoking. 81It was like those patches but they 
inhaled vaporized nicotine to try and wean 
themselves off of the habit.  

82I closed my eyes and prayed to God 
asking him to send an angel to still my hand 
and confirm the course – the way the angel 

stopped Abraham from plunging the knife 
into Isaac. This was little different from the 
test of the Old Testament. 83Some element of 
my subconscious begged Him to give me 
another vision of some other way to affect the 
chi ld’s salvat ion – another way to 
demonstrate my faith.  

84Another way to show God that nothing 
came before Him, nothing came before the 
forgiveness of my flock — not even my own 
salvation. 

85Nothing came. No angel. No vision.  

86No other way. 

87With my leather gloves still on, I dabbed 
some honeytine on the index finger of my left 
hand and put the concoction to the baby’s 
mouth. Philip was hungry; that’s why he was 
a little upset. I assumed he’d be none too 
happy taking the substance into his body. 88I 
assumed the bitter nicotine wouldn’t be 
masked by the sweet honey. But he sucked on 
my finger for a bit of time, apparently 
enjoying it. 89I wondered what Mom had been 
eating before breastfeeding the poor child. 

90The rotten milk of the harlot Queen of 
Muck. He suckled upon a few more dabs of 
the substance before we were through. 

91I found the vent in Philip’s bedroom and 
set it as wide open as I possibly could. I also 
noticed that the room had an air intake, to 
circulate air back through the ventilation 
system. 92I closed it and blocked it off with a 
cardboard box containing toys, making every 
act none too obvious. Before leaving the 
r o o m , I m a d e s u r e t h e c h i l d ’ s 
accommodations were still loose and piled up, 
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and I turned him on his stomach, with his face 
lying into the blanket.  

93“Sleep, little Philip,” I whispered before 
exiting the room and softly closing the door. 

94In the hallway, I looked to the 
thermometer, and by the grace of God, Mom 
still had the heat turned on despite the 
fluctuating weather.  I turned the dial up until 
the heat kicked on, and then turned it a little 
bit higher so it would run for a spell. 95Of 
course, I was careful not to make it too 
terribly obvious that the heat had been turned 
up. 

96In some odd bout of irrationality, I 
thought perhaps the child would see all that 
I’d done to help preserve his innocence, to 
save his soul, and of his own volition choose 
the path to God – that he would willingly and 
knowingly breathe in his own hot, exhaled 
breath and choose the proper path.  

97I quickly left and walked to my car, and 
once I arrived the waiting game began. When 
would she arrive and find the baby? 2:00am? 
3:00am? Anytime, really.  

98If my efforts were of no consequence 
tonight then I was mistaken. God didn’t want 
the child, and the augury was no more than a 
horrible sin itself – delusions of grandeur, by 
the devil! 99The thought alone made bugs 
crawl all over my flesh. 

100If the act bore meaning, however, my 
theory proved true, and it’s the fall from grace 
that matters more than anything else for 
humanity’s salvation — my fall from grace.  

101It was necessary. 

102Sitting. Waiting. Wondering. Hiding in 
the shadows of Old Faithful, the dim street 
lamps glowed faintly off the other cars parked 
around me in the cul-de-sac. 103I grabbed 
some cold, expired coffee from the cup holder 
and took a sip. 

104Tick, tock, tick, tock... I knew now that 
the cat counted for Philip. 

105It was unnerving. My hands kept trying 
to find something to cling to, something to 
help steady my nerves. They settled on the 
steering wheel, gripping the faux leather 
repeatedly as it squeaked under my palm. 106It 
reminded me of Alexander ’s Easter 
confession, the confession that placed me in 
this precarious situation. In nervous 
desperation, my hands finally found one 
another, and I realized I should pray for Philip 
– for he who might pay dearly for the sins of 
his forbears. 

107Even though he is outside Catholic 
canon, I called upon Azrael.  

108And I called upon Death. 

 109Philip was without sin. He had a brand 
new grade card. I imagined Philip on a 
progress chart that the kindergarten has in the 
ha l lway. The k indergar ten teachers 
resourcefully use empty egg cartons from the 
Easter egg hunt to teach the way that we are 
transformed through the resurrection. 
110Through eggs they teach how God’s 
sacrifice saved us all from eternal damnation.  

111I imagined the path of Philip’s little egg 
carton caterpillar across the bulletin board. 
The yarn trail the caterpillar dragged behind it 
like a line graph. 112Good behavior made the 
pipe-cleaner caterpillar crawl upwards, and if 
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the caterpillar went high enough the teacher 
celebrated: that student broke out of the 
cocoon of sin. 

113I imagined Philip as a chrysalis ready to 
split open, God waiting to give him beauty in 
the form of colored wings, so he might soar 
into the heavens before the inevitable plunge 
to hell – the hell that his atheist mother would 
carve into his being. 114And if not her, then 
Philip’s caterpillar would mirror that of his 
lax father, all while Alexander plunged them 
further still into the depths of debt.  

115Before his life falls out of my reach, a 
chance for wings – but only if the augury is 
more than a dream. 

116Sitting alone in silence I prayed the 
rosary for the child, for Alexander, for 
AshmdGrl17, and even for Mom. Sudden 
Infant Death Syndrome seemed much gentler 
than being bound to an altar with a knife in 
your heart, much more compassionate than 
nails and a crown of thorns, much more 
humane than a vacuum. 117Without divine 
intervention, the boy was doomed, so out of 
love I prayed for his demise and for his 
eternal happiness in heaven.  

118The chick had a little less than five 
hours to surrender while Mom was away from 
the roost. 

-✝✝✝- 

119“Ah can’ say that ah understand it all, 
Father. Ah wasn’ ready ta be a dad in all, and 
ah was scared as hell – ‘scuse the language, 
Father – but now ah doan know why God has 
gone an’ done all a this. 120Ah jus’ don’t know 

what ta’ make of it all. I feel guilty and 
ashamed that I wasn’ there.” 

121“Ma’ baby’s dead, Father.” he weeped. 
“This is Alex Simmons. You heard about it on 
the news, right? She let ma’ baby die all by 
itself. This is Alex Simmons...,” he repeated. 

122So, my son, do you wish you could have 
done more, or found a job to support him, 
should have… gotten off your lazy ass and 
been a father. 123My thoughts never 
materialized into spoken words. 

124“Is that why you are here? To be 
forgiven for not being there?” 

125“Well, sorta, but ah’m also feeling 
relieved. Ah’m sorta feelin’ like all this was ta 
help me get ma life together. Ta do all‘em 
things ah’ should a done for next time, when 
ah’ve got a real family.” 126Alexander sniffles, 
“I guess that is what I’m confessin’ for: that 
ah’m kinda happy ma’ boy’s dead.” 

-✝✝✝- 

127It’d been several hours of waiting in the 
dark before my prayers were answered in 
flashes of red and blue. 128Just before the 
lawmen arrived, the Law of God had been 
done. I watched Mom pull in from a far. She 
was in another provocative skirt and a low cut 
top, carrying what looked like a long black 
handbag.  

129As I watched through binoculars, 
dozens of white sticks fluttered and fell from 
one of the pockets of the long black handbag. 
They were straws. It puzzled me for a minute 
as she searched her driveway for them in the 
faint glow of the street lamps. 130Suddenly, 
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what she said the first time we spoke hit me: 
Alex hasn’t done a damn thing since Philip’s 
been born. 

131As she gathered the straws, crumpled 
dollars dropped from the apron. While 
Alexander was pushing buttons in the comfort 
of his parent’s basement, she was waitressing. 
132She was alone, a desperate single mom 
with a mouth to feed.  

133A shiver of doubt shook my faith.  

134Mom headed inside and I sat cloaked in 
a shroud of second-guessing. My hands 
trembled. The living room lit up, and then 
Mom’s bedroom. 135Then the light in Philip’s 
room lit up. I expected to hear her screams; I 
expected to see her panicked body run out 
from the home.  

136I heard nothing. I saw nothing. Yet, he 
succumbed. 

137In the distance sirens pierced the air. As 
they grew clearer, I started to pray. 

138When the patrol car halted in front of 
her home, she ran out holding a motionless 
lump of blankets. This was the torn, red-faced 
image I expected. 139She bounced and paced. 
It appeared for a moment that she howled at 
the quarter-crescent moon. She did this until 
the ambulance arrived, clinging to hope – as 
was part of me. 

140All the while I sat in the distance, 
watching from afar, indulging silence which 
was wrongfully afforded me. 

141The two paramedics quickly tore Philip 
from her. Blue and red painted the sky as 
neighbors started to gather on their lawns, and 

more sirens beaconed. 142She fell like the 
crumpled dollars to the driveway beside her 
white Mustang, her face in terror, clawing at 
the car door with her right hand and reaching 
out to the paramedics placing the swaddled 
lump onto the gurney. 

143I couldn’t hear across the backyards but 
I wondered if she was making bargains with 
the god she denied. In her desperate pleas she 
must have said something, something that 
shifted the tone of the silent scene. 144Her face 
embraced confusion and denial, and then 
shaking her head he shed her dignity, not 
screaming like before but the yelling people 
do in denying the unmistakable truth. 

145Loud silence. 

146The lawmen who arrived grabbed her 
hands and started sliding the cuffs around her 
wrists after they’d drawn her hands behind 
her back. It was almost as though they were 
comforting her as they were arresting her. 
147No doubt in her grief she must have let it 
slip that Philip was left all alone. They hadn’t 
yet even made it into the home itself. 

148She struggled, and a small crowd of 
neighbors left their homes and watched from 
all angles, some in disbelief, others 
appreciating the free drama. 149She screamed 
up at the policeman. Her lips mouthed curses 
and took the Lord’s name in vain. I heard her 
with my eyes. 

150The policeman slammed her against the 
trunk of her car. Kicking and yelling they put 
her in the patrol car. Slowly, over an hour or 
so, the scene cleared. 151The red and blue 
went black, and the ambulance and police car 
silently drove away, first the dead baby and 
then Mom. Tape surrounded the house and no 
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doubt the investigators would be arriving 
shortly to preserve evidence. 

152After the lawmen were in the distance, 
after the drama of low-rent housing was over, 
and after everyone was back in their houses 
with askew kitchen window latches... only 
then was it time to leave riddled with 
incredulity. 

153I turned on my car and the headlights 
shown on the truck in front of me. A shotgun 
hung across the cab’s back window. The 
harshness of irony, the actualization of the 
augury, the confirmation of Uriel’s guidance, 
they all stared back at me in silver lettering.  

154It was the tailgate of a rusted Dodge 
Ram sporting a familiar bumper sticker. 

155Which came first. The chicken? So 
afraid, so desperate that it will delude itself 
into believing God called to it – that God 
actually reached out through visions? 156Or 

was it the egg? So innocent and offering me 
the chance to demonstrate my eternal love 
and willingness save my flock. 

157It was the egg. 

158It was a sign that my work — my fall 
from grace — had begun. 

-✝✝✝- 

159The following morning... this morning, 
Lord.  

160Eternity in a mere moment. I called 
Alexander’s house. His mother answered the 
phone. Alexander heard about Philip, and I 
wanted to see how he was holding up. 161It 

was all over the news. 

162“Hello?” she sniffled, “we have 
no comment, and please stop call— 
” 

163“Ms. Simmons? It’s Father 
Ludwig.” 

164“Oh. Oh… Oh, Father, did you 
hear, it’s just—” her voice was broke 
and I fill in the holes. 

165“How is Alexander?” 

166“Do you want to talk to him? I’ll 
get him, Father. He needs some 
spiritual guidance right now.” 

167Rustling and heavy breathing 
consumed the phone. I moved my ear 

away from the receiver. It was apparent even 
over the phone that the basement door 
creaked open. 168The beast was in his den. 

JUST
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She only dared to take three light steps down 
into the pit and then called for him. 

169“Alex, sweetheart?” She says between 
heaving breaths. 

170“Yeah, Mom… What?!” he responded, 
belching out what unusually, considering the 
context. I hear a muffling. 171She quickly 
covered the mouth piece on her end but I still 
heard her shame: the random gunfire and 
themed music I’d heard last Friday. 

172“Awwww, come on... gawddamnit. Ah 
got you first!” his curses penetrated her 
fragile flesh. 

173“Father, he’s really not doing well. He’s 
really just too torn up. It’s really just…,” she 
staggered, “too much for him to appreciate at 
the moment. 174He’s just…” her words faded 
in their falsehood. 

175“Of course. I understand. See you at 
mass?” 

176In the background, Alexander shouts, 
“Awww, Gawddamn! Hold on now... Ah ma’ 
grab me one a those egg burritos. 177No, I 
can’t pause… ‘cause we’re playin’ with a 
couple a Japs. Gawddamn!”  

178Forgive him, Lord – but don’t bother 
forgiving me. 


