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Mine to seek, a blessing, here in this opportune land,

I offer salvation of the high church kind., God

breathed words tumbling from my mouth like a shaft of
purifying fire, burning yet the vilest sin.

The women, how they tempt me!

Shifts pulled tight around their breast,

long Scots bodies rubbed shiny with oil,

I cast my eyes away from their harlot smiles.

The men! They fight and slander and backbite,
trading their souls for a pint of brew,

falling out trancelike, smitten by God,
shaming the feast of holy love.

Never mind.

I will see a reformation

in this vast and carnal land. Mountains will

fall, waters will spring in this desert,

I will say the rites of the dead, and marry the young.
I will not faint in the land of the living.
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