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I hold dreams made of iron
that tip my spear of regret—

I thrust at the side of Christ
I am washed by his blood

I bathe in the splendor of the savior,
I am blinded by his Kingdom

I am now clean! O Glory to God
I bloom like a thousand carnations

like a snake I shed my sinful skin
emerging a flawless tongue of flame.

Available online at «http://fictionaut.com/stories/xxxx--7/reciting-pauls-first-
epistle-to-the-corinthians-aloud-word-for-word-to-distract-myself-from-a-panic-
attack»
Copyright © 2013 XXXX. All rights reserved.


