
A JOURNEY OF SPIRITUALITY

“If he is not the word of God
God never spoke” p.5

“He took great marching steps into
the nothingness, counting them
against his return. Eyes closed,
arms oaring. Upright to what?
Something nameless in the night,
lode or matrix.” p.15

“He raised his face to the paling day. Are
you there? he whispered. Will I see you at
last? Have you a neck by which to throttle
you? Have you a heart? Damn you eternally
have you a soul? Oh God, he whispered. Oh
God” p.12

“With the first gray light he
rose and left the boy
sleeping and walked out to
the road and squatted and
studied the country to the
south. Barren, silent,
godless.” p.2

“He held the boy close to him. So
thin. My heart, he said. My heart.
But he knew that if he were a good
father still it might well be as she
had said. That the boy was all that
stood between him and death”p.29

 “Cold as it was he stood there a
long time. The color of it moved
something in him long forgotten.
Make a list. Recite a litany.
Remember.” p.31

“It's snowing, the boy said. He
looked at the sky. A single gray
flake sifting down. He caught it in
his hand and watched it expire
there like the last host of
Christendom”p.16



“My job is to take care of
you. I was appointed to do
that by God” (77).

They lay listening. Can you do it?
When the time comes? When the time
comes there will be no time. Now is
the time. Curse God and die. What if it
doesnt fire? It has to fire. What if it
doesnt fire? Could you crush that
beloved skull with a rock? P.114



“Come down. Oh my God. Come
down. Crate upon crate of canned
goods. Tomatoes, peaches, beans,
apricots. Canned hams. Corned
beef.” p.138

Just before he dies, the man tells the
child that he has been the one
carrying the fire the entire time: “It’s
inside you. It was always there. I can
see it” (279). 

“He pulled himself along to the
transom. The steel was gray and
saltscoured but he could make out
the worn gilt lettering. Pájaro de
Esperanza.” p.223

 When we're all gone at last then
there'll be nobody here but death
and his days will be numbered too.
He'll be out in the road there with
nothing to do and nobody to do it to.
He'll say: Where did everybody go?
And that's how it will be. What's
wrong with that? p.173


