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Haiku – The Beginning

I am catholic.

I go to mass on Sundays.

Why?  It’s what we do.
Memoir – Age 4


“When are Marni and John going to get here?” I ask.


“They should be arriving any minute,” my dad responds, irritated that I have been asking this question all day.  My two older sisters sigh under their breath and roll their eyes at the thought of Marni staying with us for the weekend.


“Can she sleep with me tonight?  I promise I won’t hog the bed,” I say.


My mother responds, “Yes Jamie, she can sleep with you, and John is going to sleep on the couch in the living room.”  My Aunt Marni is a retired nun; she entered the nunnery when she was 14 years old.  She is currently 53 and is my father’s oldest sister.  She is very conservative and considers herself a devout catholic.  John is a priest whom Marni befriended before I was born.  He accompanies her to all our family functions and we consider him part of our family.  


Upon their arrival, they are greeted with warm embraces and thoughtful questions: How was your trip?  How was traffic?  Can I help with your bags?  After hours of visiting and feasting over a home-cooked meal, we start to get ready for bed.  As I brush my teeth, I watch my aunt as she prepares for bedtime.  While she stands in front of the mirror, she applies night cream to her wrinkled, worn out skin that hangs beneath her eyes.  The smell of it intoxicates me; a mixture of cucumber and generic lotion.  She puts on her nightgown, which hangs loosely from her body, almost as if her body is a mere hanger for this light, cotton gown to drape over.  

Marni and I make our way into my room; I pull back my Mickey Mouse comforter and eagerly hop in while my aunt remains standing next to the bed.


“You forgot to say your prayers,” she says.


“Can’t I say them in bed?” I ask. 


“No, it is better that you kneel.”


“Why?


“It’s how we worship the Lord.”


“Okay, will you show me?”

My aunt smiles and helps me out of bed.  She kneels down real slowly and folds her hands together as she gently rests them on the edge of the bed.  I mimic her, but I have to extend my arms completely in order for my hands to rest on the bed like hers.  


“What are you thankful for Jamie?”


“I don’t know,” I pause for a moment, thinking this question over in my head.  “What are you thankful for?”


She closes her eyes and says, “That God has given me a wonderful family.”  She reopens her eyes, turns to me and says, “That I am able to share this moment with you.”  I let the question she asked me sink in, and after a minute of trying to think of something to impress my aunt with, I finally find the answer.

“I guess I’m thankful for my family and my dog.”


“Okay,” she laughs, “now let us take a moment to talk to God silently.”  She closes her eyes and crinkles the space in between her eyebrows, like she is thinking really hard or she is worried about something.  While she is having her silent moment with God, I think about how cool I feel praying with her; I mean, I know I believe in God and that he had this son Jesus, so I guess I will definitely make an effort to pray every night before I go to bed.  I went to sleep that night, still smelling the mixture of cucumber and lotion, and feeling so incredibly special that Marni was sleeping next to me.


She and John left the next day, and I could smell her eye cream on my pillow for the next week.  I continued to think about God and the act of prayer.  To this day, I still believe in God, but I never prayed like that again.

Prayer: Act of Contrition – Age 8
“Forgive me father for I have sinned.  It has been one year since my last confession.  There are so many things I have done wrong.  I do not obey my parents.  I lie to them, along with my sisters and friends.  I have cheated on homework and I say mean things.  I kicked a boy during recess.  I sometimes throw part of my dinner away or feed it to my dog when my parents are not looking.  I bring Doritos to bed with me sometimes because I’m still hungry from not eating my dinner.  I don’t like going to Church, but I believe in God.

Please forgive me for these sins I have committed.”

List: Notre Dame Middle School Rules (A Catholic School) – Age 11-14
· No glitter nail polish; it can be distracting

· Boys must have a clean shaven face

· Boys’ hair needs to be cut short; if it gets to long, boy will be sent home to get a hair cut.

· Shorts and skirts finger-tip in length.

· No open toed shoes or flip-flops – they are a fire hazard.

· No jeans except for Fridays; jeans cannot have holes in them.

· Pants of a decent length; if they exceed a certain length, go to the office and the secretary will staple them so they do not drag.

· No drinking coffee on school property before school, even if you are outside.

· T-shirts must be solid with no writing.  If you come wearing a t-shirt with writing or images, you will be forced to turn it inside out.

· Under no circumstance should someone be the victim of sexual harassment; however, girls, if you are harassed, it is your fault.  You should not wear such provocative clothing.

· Mass every Friday at 8:00 a.m.

*Note: I have never been kicked out of class or sent to the principal’s office more in my life than the 3 years I endured at this school.  
2 Voice Poem – Age 16

Experiences in a Catholic High School
Voice 1: Me                                       Voice 2: My Mother
High school is                                    High school is

great



 
                                                            hard

The pep-rallies                                   The pep-rallies

football games,                                   football games,
and dances,                                         and dances
are so much fun!






 I could never attend;





 I got pregnant at 16.
                                                             I wasn’t allowed at these events.

The teachers are                                   The teachers

are old and boring.                                                  

                                                             barely talk to me

                                                             and make me sit by myself at lunch.

All I have to worry about                    All I have to worry about 
is homework                                        is
                                                             finishing high school

and                                                       and

getting into college.






raising a baby.

I have a                                               I have a

                                                            3.8 GPA

3.6 GPA

I wonder if my friends

will go to the same college

as me?






All of my friends abandoned me,





because I am a bad example.
My opportunities are                          My opportunities are

endless!






grim.  I wish those kids would stop

                                                            laughing at me.

Oh the freedom I’ll have when

I get to college.






I wish I could go to college, 






but how can I do that AND






raise a baby?

I




I

can’t wait for           

                                  


am scared of

the future.



the future.

Stream of Consciousness – Age 18

I can’t believe my parents are forcing me to get confirmed what the hell do they not remember how they were treated in high school no one talked to them because they were sinners and now they want me to join that faith I mean I believe in God but I don’t think God would demand us to follow such a strict lifestyle seriously like I don’t have a choice I’m 18 years old and they still treat me like I’m 10 they say if I don’t get confirmed that they won’t help me out with tuition for college well that settles that I need all the money I can get I get to choose a confirmation name so I’m going to pick the worst one to piss my parents off Kateri Tekakwitha yeah how do you like that I wonder what my parents will say a week later my Aunt Marni sends me a package in the mail filled with information about this Saint like I have some fascination with her since I chose that as my confirmation name well I guess I’ll just throw this away oh my God I can’t believe I have to sit through these stupid classes and listen to how I can be an adult in church the rules are completely bogus so I’m committing a mortal sin right now because I take birth control for cramps that’s really nice and a wife can only refuse her husband if she’s menstruating, sick, or pregnant wow this faith sounds fantastic I can’t wait to be a Catholic NOT I think it’s fine to be a homosexual and I’m pro-choice and I received communion after committing a mortal sin so I’m definitely going to hell according to the catholic faith I also think that priests should be able to get married John also agrees with me on that oh well as long as my parents help me out with tuition I guess I don’t care.

*Insert picture of Kateri Tekakwitha

Free Verse Poem: Father John – Age 20

You always came to visit with my Aunt Marni

and I never knew how you were related to me.

One time, when I was little, I asked you,

“Are you my uncle?”

“No,” you replied.  “But if you love me and I love you, 

I’m pretty sure that makes us family.”

And we were….

We were family.

I came home one hot, summer day 

and to my surprise, you were watering the

flowers in front of my house while wearing your red speedo.

You tried to hug my dad, 

but he refused and told you to get inside.         





                                                                                           
You told my sisters and I about how 







         
priests should be able to get married and






         
that you didn’t think Mary was a virgin.






         
You said all this while wearing a t-shirt 






         
that said, “Jesus is my home-boy.”

You were so liberal...so unlike a priest!






          
Marni’s never been the same 








         
since you left her side.








         
Our family has never been the same since

you stopped visiting.

When I wanted to stray from God entirely,

you helped me find a way to stay in contact.

Although I don’t believe in the same faith as you,

I believe in God…

The same God that you are with right now.

*Insert picture of Father John

Haiku – End – Age 24
I believe in God.

What form of worship is right?

We may never know.
