"See, toward yon dome where village science dwells,
When the church-clock its warning summons swells,
What tiny feet the well-known path explore,
And gaily gather from each rustic door."
- L.H. Sigourney

Where do the church-dwellers gather at your church?
Let's not exit so soon ~ do so many people think this?
Let's pray for awhile and listen to the Holy Spirit walking


I love the coffee shop at St. Francis Catholic Church
in Frisco; we need to listen to each other tell stories 
still about so many things that are happening


I have danced in a church office and thought about theatre
               And composed music for an operetta there
We conducted a monologue class at a church also, and we were given    
          Strength we didn't have before; we need God
so much. Do you feel you need a stage sometimes? Or to see a mountain maybe?
          And I think about the dome at Notre Dame in       
                                 Indiana
           And I'm at home at St. Francis of Assisi in Frisco
Where children mark paths around the Parish Hall


                         Gifts are meant to grow, I would say
                                              FREEDOM
And the children marks their paths, 
and they sing their songs, and the parents 
hold their hands and say meet this woman 
with a smile of warm, stravinska love, 
and a beautiful face, God’s warm love with us,
and so here at church we gain strength from God,
Let’s find Light in this world, y’all, 
and the Blessed Mother says run to Sweet Jesus. 

I’m not unhappy writing anymore, Sweet Jesus.

And freedom and marriage and a husband, Sweet Jesus. Don’t cry, said Beautiful Man of Gawd.

Say His Name, Say His Name, 
when you need to, Sweet Friend, where you need to.

Lord God, let’s not, ache about LinkedIn anymore, 
and people look up at infinite space like Galileo did 
at the cathedral near Pisa, and village science 
is still studied here at churches, and St. Michael
comes and blesses teenagers who need strength, 
to carry backpacks and to enjoy nap time, here and 
beyond the perimeters of the parish, 
and here our Beloved says come love.
Let backpacks be lighter, Lord Gawd.
 

And some may need a quiet place to read and think
like I do, with love,

and let drummers play music without pain, sisters,
and we need to see the good in Hamnet film
with prudent love, Sweet Jesus.

Let’s pray for comfort this Christmas,
and homes with mistletoe,
and chaste kisses awn hands,
and I miss my Sweet Friend, 
but let’s both be at home with Sweet Jesus,
and think about prudent love 
and the sacrament of marriage, in God’s lovin time.
We’ll be home for Christmas, each of us, with God.
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