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ILLUSTRATION BY MARK BALDRIDGE

1 LOST FAITH
It seems stupid to say, but I did.
Faith is an atrophied capacity in me.
I’ll never view the world through
those pince-nez, the liberating blind-
ers of belief.
It took a while for me to think I

| LOST HOPE IN THE
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DAMN NEAR MY SANITY

I remember checking the keys in my pocket throughout the day. To be sure
they were still there.

It wasn’t obsession OR compulsion — just an abiding sense that, if God
might not be real, how sure was I of the keys?

1 remember meeting a guy, about that time, a piano player. He got no
thumbs! Not even scar tissue as I recall, just these thin flippers. I never asked,
but I suppose he was born that way, poor fella’. :

I went around one whole day, trying to do without. Held the house key
OK, between my first and second fingers, once I picked it from among the
other keys on the ring (tougher), and it slipped into the lock just fine. But
then, how do you turn it?

Does he use both hands?
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AND UNDER NO CIRCUMSTANCES WAS A MUSICAL INS -
MENT OF ANY KIND TO BE ALLOWED ON CHURCH PRECINCTS. TRU

As a consequence, we wound up singing, in perfect, four-part harmonies, the
shaped notes of our grandfathers. And, Brother, when we all got to singin,” it was like
the angels up in hibbin praising sonny Jesus.

But except for singing, women were to keep silent in church.

At my best friend’s funeral, his father had to read a message from Mom and

sister, as they would not, by custom, have been allowed to speak.
Barbarians!
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