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Mass for the Newly Divorced

1. Kyrie

Lord, have mercy upon us

Who at once unravel

And rebuild each day.

Christ, have mercy upon us,

We who ash ourselves

Without calendar, whose Lent

Is the trenched field of our hearts.

Lord, have mercy upon us

Who turn in the night

Toward that other now gone.

2. Gloria

Glory to God in the highest,

You our God, only You 

who peaces this warred over,

faulted terrain whole again.

We praise you who praises peace.

We bless you who blesses peace.

We worship you for our lost worship.

We glorify you because we lack glory.

We thank you for what we are not.

We thank you for what we could again be.

We thank you that we are not as we have been.

3. Credo

    I believe in the one God

    Who once wove whole separate skins.

    I believe you fathered that union.

    I believe you took on flesh

    And so celebrate all born from flesh.

    I believe your Son is a creator

    Who blessed even the inner fires

    That spill out from the earth’s crust,

    That torch the newly sprung field,

    That bury whole cites in ash.

    I believe fire is the fuel of creation

    And so see why we are scorched

    In what we let loose when plates scrape.

    I believe we fire new creation

    In that cataclysming of fired terrain.

    I believe we are each clay that needs

    The fire of the kiln to be artisoned.

    I believe You need this faulty clay

    To be fashioned into the extraordinary.

    I believe only a virgin conceiving

    Is trope sufficient to your Advent.

    I believe you to had to join us

    Each brute day and then divorce

    From even the desire to dance

    Within those seductive strains

    That make us all sweet sucker dancers.

    I believe you rose again to the heaven

    We once believed was earth enjoined

    In that embrace conjugal.

    I believe in the paraclete who comes

    From the Son’s sacrifice, who teaches

    The Father’s orisons, who is spoken

    By each intimation of intimacy

    Bespeaking your greater love.

    I believe we church one another

    At every confession of our lack.

    I believe our lack builds your church.

    I believe you see use in that cast aside.

    I believe our failure is not the end

    Of your incarnation, that flesh

    Once severed can be sutured,

    That there is grace in unpiecing,

    That peace follows the resurrection.

4. Sanctus

Holy, holy, holy the host

Of the meal visoning, shopping for

And delivering to the table supper.

Holy, holy, holy the child

Conceived in our brief union.

Holy, holy, holy the flowers

That rise to another spring

And bloom unbidden even in our grief.

Holy, holy, holy the photographs

Of our best selves that dreamed peace

Even when there was none.

5. Benedictus

Blessed is he who comes 

in the name of release. Blessed 

is she who grants that death.

Blessed are they who surrender

To mutability motioned. 

Bless us, you who could bless divorce

Of your Son from your side,

Who knows the willing divorce

Of children run from your grace,

Who suffered even the brightest

Expulsion from your heaven,

Who divorces your will from ours

In each unbinding of our decrees.

Bless us in our unraveling,

Strand by strand, as we sing

Our many bearings of and to the cross.

6. Agnus Dei

Lamb of God slaughtered

By this peccata mundi,

Lamb of God led by we

Who will not submit,

Lamb of God spitted

Over the coals have mercy

On us who bear the knives.

Lamb of God unmercied

By the laws of our making

Have mercy on our courts.

Lamb of God encircled

By the beasts of the field,

Feed our many hungers.
