
Last Rites of a Normandy Veteran: Confession !
Dear Lord, 
I am not worthy to receive you. The priest hands me the blood 
that once decorated your son like paint 
and the wafer once pinned to the cross in humanity’s honor, 
but I cannot consume the body 
of someone who died for my sins. !
Your son wasn’t the only one who died from my sins.  
Marshlands with arms for weeds, faces buried in sand, Lord, 
my hands were slathered with enough blood 
that my fingerprint permanently painted 
Normandy’s place on the map. A mark of honor, 
of mankind’s destroyed bodies. !
Even the bombers could see the bodies 
limp, disfigured, clutching to life! We were not alone in this sin.  
You should know that, Lord, 
unless you’ve forgotten how you commanded blood 
to be spilt by men who wished the sky was painted 
with hues of grey and fire, instead of their honor.  !
Up and down, side to side, you spread their honor 
onto sunsets with brushes made from sea-worn bodies.  
Your masterpiece is your sin. 
I’ll damn any civilian, Lord,  
who thinks it’s beautiful just because it is the color of blood. 
I know your signature, your brushes, your paint, !
How you believe art is an imitation of life, and how you take the pain 
of the human race into your realism. Where is the honor 
in being one out of seven billion bodies  
walking, talking, praying, asking for the forgiveness of their sins? 
I trusted your plan, Lord 
but I had hands coated in another’s blood. !
A soldier first expects their blood 
to spill for their homeland, then for your paint. 
You smear us together in purgatory, the highest region of honor. 
The place where everybody 
has been shaped by war, who sinned 
without thought or meaning. I know you’ll send me there, Lord, 



Because that honor is painted with the blood  
of sinners who couldn’t think before they shot  
at bodies. Lord, I deserve it. And so do you. 
   !!


