Unfamiliar Territory: €ventually Irregsistible

hese poems span three decades of groping for God. Some of them are light and airy, a few arose
out of despair, one or two are incomprehensible even to me... but where the question is, “Are you
there, God?" the answer is always a jubilant “Yes!” Where the question is, “Can | have some
money, God?” the answer is often tediously familiar: “What happened to your allowance?2”

& One of my favorite prayers (it is not in this book) begins, “Our Father, who's lost in Heaven, what
would be thy name?2” It is a very good prayer when you're 3.

(The pray-er who originated this poignant question to her Creator also loved to sing, “Put Your
Hand in the Hand of the Man Who Spilled the Water” and her personal version of “Jingle Bells":
“...O’er the fields we go, laughing all the way (Ha! Ha! Hal). Bales of cocktails ring, making spirits
bright....")

As my friend the Reverend Bruce Hurley once said to Mrs. Goodbody — who believed one should
pray for Others, never for oneself, and definitely not for things like parking places or “Please, God,
don’t let this fouchdown be called back” — “God sorts out our prayers.”

q Unapologetically | refer to God in this book as “he” or *him"” and also as “Father-Mother.” One
prayer is addressed fo “Saints and Angels.” A Jewish friend of mine once asked me why Gentiles
pray to anyone besides the One God. Why Jesus? Why Mary? ...which led to the following
dialogue (recounted pretty much verbatim):

My conversation with Daniel

M—Well, of course | can’t say for sure, but | suspect it's because the Jews have so much,
you know, history with the Almighty, and all those centuries of study and the Dark Ages
that weren’t dark in the Byzantine Empire or wherever, and those unbelievably gifted
scholars interpreting the Torah, you know, and, well, | ask you, six orders of the Mishnah,
the Tosefta and Gemara—two Talmuds—and your midrashim—my goodness, the Zohar,
and all this between pogroms and being sent packing, while, you see, my ancestors
were so much more flexible about religion, maybe | mean pragmatic, simply adopting
the gods of the most recent invaders—Angles, Saxons, Jutes, or do | mean Vikings¢ and
the Saxons again, quite frequently, really, they just came burning and pillaging and
carrying off virgins, and coming back when they ran out of virgins, so of course they
seldom made it out of port and eventually just stayed on—oh, and | was forgetting the Romans, who
drove my other ancestors into the highlands, where they were reincarnated as birds. !

D—What kind of birds?

M—Penguins.

D—Really?

M—Well, | don’t think so, Dear. Pheasants, perhaps.

Angels on earth

D—I forget what we were talking about.

M—I was saying that while the Jews were probing deeper and deeper into the mysteries of the One God,
the Celts were being polytheists worshiping various gods and goddesses, same gods, different names, in
charge of this or that, and the highland Celts who had run off with the Druids kept on dancing around
festal fires or whatever they did, and some of it was sure to stick, and perhaps that’s why some Christians

T When the Romans invaded Britain during the first century C.E., they destroyed the Druidic monasteries. The Druids and their
followers literally headed for the hills. Isolated in Ireland and the mountains of Scotland and Wales, their religion flourished and
has never entirely disappeared. My Welsh and Scottish ancestors probably participated in human sacrifice. Julius Caesar, in De
Bello Gallico, wrote that the Druids administered such sacrifices in times of affliction—war and disease—to placate the gods.
One practice involved building “effigies of great size interwoven with twigs, the limbs of which are filled up with living people
which are set on fire from below, and the people are deprived of life surrounded by flames. It is judged that the punishment of
those who participated in theft or brigandage or other crimes are more pleasing to the immortal gods; but when the supplies of
this kind fail, they even go so low as to inflict punishment on the innocent.”

Sadly, | can’t help thinking that Caesar meant to say, “[T]he people, surrounded by flames, are deprived of life” rather than
“.. life surrounded by flames,” which might suggest that there were another kind of life, one surrounded by tuberous roses,
perhaps, or Malaysian trumpet snails, that the people got instead. But that would be too much to hope for.
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crave satisfaction. We do, which is just as well, or why

=t thirsty, we find water and
anxious and fearful, we do

olace the missing piece of
=1, restored cherry pie. What
“refrigerator on Death Row

Cherry pie with salsa

1 exception in your case. He has filled your longing with

his deputy, obligated to speak and act for him and to enforce his
Jdiers, for example, by reminding them that “military funerals are

ie dunghill gods of Sodom and play taps to a fallen fool.”
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