
	Saul Heparin's Story

	 

	I never understood why everyone who believed in the Lord didn't become a priest like I did. I mean, if you believed in the Lord, what could be more important than serving Him? Not being a four dimensional investment banker; not being a social worker, or a diplomat, or any of a varied number of other professions. No, the answer had to be serving his cause.

	And so it was natural for me to enter the ministry. I enrolled in divinity school, wrote a smashing thesis entitled "The Equalpocalypse: It's Coming For You!" and became an Equalitarian Priest under the guidance of Reverend Lustman and Archbishop Cooper.

	I believed the word of the Lord. I was appalled by inequality, the yawning and ever larger gap between the haves and the have nots, as large as the fiery pit of Eternal Capitalism which was promised for evil doers  when the Equalpocalpyse came. I was so appalled by inequality that one day I prayed so hard that my fingers bled. I had enormously personal and extremely intense prayer sessions with the Lord. One day I had a session so intense that I blacked out. When I awoke, to see the concerned face of Reverend Lustman above me, I suddenly realized I could hear his thoughts.

	I could hear everyone's thoughts.

	It was a miracle.

	It was no accident, I knew, that I had acquired these powers during intense prayer to the Lord. It was a gift from the Lord to me! The Lord wanted to use me as a Holy Tool of Redistribution, to fight inequality and to speed the coming of the Equalpocalypse! I knew at that moment I must work hard to hasten the day when the rich would be struck down and all their material possessions distributed absolutely equally, so that each person would have exactly the same as every other person on the planet, and absolute equality would bring absolute peace and harmony in an instant.

	 

	********

	 

	I got the first taste of what my abilities had to offer in the confession booth.

	Parishioners came into confess their sins.

	"Lord, forgive me, I bought a fancy couch!"

	"Forgive me Lord, I bought a designer air car!"

	"I covet my neighbor's ghetto blaster sneakers! Lord, forgive me!"

	Before my spiritual epiphany, I would routinely forgive each parishioner, after they promised not to sin again. Of course, they would sin again; they were only human.

	But what I realized after I received my new God given powers was not only would parishioners sin again, but they were not even repentant, not even at the moment of making their confession.

	They said things like "Forgive me for buying that jacuzzi!" and "I have bought my wife an expensive necklace, while my neighbors have none!" but in their minds they were thinking "I can't wait to relax in my new pool!" and "Fuck the neighbors! I can't wait for them to be envious of Rochelle's new stones!"

	I was shocked, to say the least. I had to stop doing confessions. I simply could not in good conscience forgive them for sins they were not in the least bit penitent about.

	But the worst rot was at the top.

	 

	*********

	 

	I suppose, on a purely unconscious level, that I was somewhat aware of something going on between Reverend Lustman and the Equalitarian Young Boys Choir. I saw the looks he sometimes gave them and noticed he spent a lot of time alone with them, in particular one boy named Andrew. But I wasn't prepared for the shock I felt when Andrew came out of the Reverend's study one day and gave me a clear mental image of the Reverend Lustman, the leader of our congregation, taking this kind, gentle 14 year old boy in the ass.

	I immediately fell ill and had to take the rest of the day off. I wondered what I could do. Could I call the police? No. Child molestation was technically still a crime… sort of.  Actually only heterosexual child molestation was still a criminal offense. Relations between grown men and boys had been decriminalized by the World Government. In fact, they were beginning to teach it in schools now! If I complained to the police, I would be the one prosecuted, for assophobia, no doubt. They would insert an anal control rod into me and ship me off to a rehab colony in Pakistan.

	No, I would have to deal with this another way. I sunk deep into prayer, clasping my hands tightly, seeking inspiration from the Lord.

	 

	********

	 

	I walked into Reverend Lustman's office the next day. 

	"Saul! Ten blessings to you," said the Reverend.

	"And ten blessings to you, my friend," I said. "How goes it?"

	Reverend Lustman sighed. "You know. The Lord's work is never done, not while inequality and material wealth exists on the planet Earth!"

	"I know. How are things with the boy's choir?"

	"Excellent. They should be ready for the Reflexive Self-Guilt Festival this weekend. Why do you ask?"

	"It's just because you've been working so closely with them. Especially Andrew."

	Reverend Lustman looked up sharply at me.

	"Yes, Andrew. I know about you and him, Reverend. How you've been using him in unholy ways."

	"I've… I've just been mentoring to the boy," said the Reverend.

	"I'm sure you have," I said. "But while ass sex with young boys is no longer a crime, there is the theological perspective to consider."

	"Does not the Great Book of Equality state that 'what is yours is mine, and what is mine is yours'? I simply took some of his," said Lustman.

	"True," I said. "But that's not the full quote. I believe it's 'what is yours is mine, and what is mine is yours, and what is mine I shall share in full with my brothers and sisters'. Reverend, besides yourself there are four other priests in this Church. Did you ever think to share Andrew's tantalizing young boyish ass with any of them?"

	Reverend Lustman turned pale. "I… uh…."

	"I wonder what will happen when the Congregation learns you had access to a young boy's ass but greedily coveted it on your own. You hoarded that young boy's ass for yourself, Reverend!"

	"I, I can explain-"

	"Explain you will, and not just to us! There is Archbishop Cooper to explain to, and I do not think he will be so charitable when he learns of your niggardly young boy ass-sharing attitudes!"

	"No, please, no the Archbishop!"

	 

	********

	 

	Reverend Lustman resigned the next day. He said he felt guilty living among the privileged, and he and his wife and children planned to perform missionary work in the deepest darkest part of Africa to experience how the truly poorest of the poor and the blackest of the black lived.

	I met with the Archbishop, who appointed me acting Rector of the Church until a new leader was found. I thanked the Archbishop. I didn't really know Archbishop Cooper very well, As he spoke about the need to reduce inequality and to shed material possessions, I got a very different impression about his needs and priorities in his mind. The Archbishop was thinking about his 8000 square foot home he had in Maui, complete with a zero gravity swimming pool and a nuclear tennis court. 

	 

	*********

	 

	When the Archbishop resigned unexpectedly just two days after Reverend Lustman, the congregation was in turmoil. I stepped in to restore order, and was elected by my fellow priests to serve as acting Archbishop, due to my obvious piety. My election may also have been aided by the fear I clearly saw etched in the minds of my fellow priests, who quickly understood that anyone who stood against me quickly found themselves out of the ministry.

	Once I became Archbishop, new rules were put into place. Forgiveness would no longer come automatically.

	"If you sin, and sin again and again, forgiveness will no longer be given!" I roared from the pulpit. "If you buy a fancy car, a big house, or a zero gravity jacuzzi, do not come to me seeking forgiveness! If you seek true forgiveness from the Lord, you must shed your unworthy self of your ill-gotten gains!"

	The congregation roared with approval. They could feel my new-found piety. We were all on the same page, writing the story of a people becoming more deserving of the judicial fist of the Lord, to smite his wealthy enemies with his strong right hand and with his open left hand to redistribute their material goods to the most devout and worthy of all.

	Over time I felt a second epiphany; not only could I read the mind of the congregants and my fellow priests; I could even read the mind of God himself!. It came to me during early morning prayer. The voice of the Lord was inside me. All I had to do was open my mind to hear it.

	The Lord spoke to me. He told me of the imminent arrival of the Equalpocalypse. All those with an unequal allocation of worldly goods would be struck down and made to burn in the Eternal Pit of Fiery Capitalism. The only way to be spared, I told my parishioners, was to shed themselves of all their worldly possessions, and to move to tents in the middle of the desert to await the coming of the Lord.

	Some parishioners were taken aback by that. They didn't want to give up their zero gravity swimming pools and their bedrooms and dining rooms and kitchen appliances. "Then stay!" I roared. "The Lord will take care of you! But do not cry to me for mercy when you are burning in the Eternal Pit of Gross Inequity!"

	The true believers, and there were not a few, joined me on my holy pilgrimage to a very empty space in the Nevada desert. We only had tents and some food, hardly enough for very long, but I was confident that the Lord would provide. We had almost nothing; so when the Equalpocalypse came (as I was sure it would) was it not fair, was it not just, that we should be given more?

	We waited eagerly for the Equalpocalypse; we waited for the day when evil would be vanquished, and the Great Redistribution foretold in the Book of Equality would occur. But day after day passed, and the rich still got richer, while the poor still got poorer.

	Days slowly turned into weeks. As food supplies ran low and the desert heat of May turned into the scorching desert heat of June, morale started to flag and there was talk of leaving, of abandoning our holy quest of materialistic purification.

	I stayed alone in my tent for two days and two nights, fasting fastidiously, waiting to hear the thoughts of the Lord. And when I suddenly heard the thoughts of the Lord land inside my mind, I yelled a silent "Hallelujah!"

	 

	*********

	 

	I went into the main tent which was full of dispirited parishioners.

	"Men and women of God!" I roared. "I have looked into the mind of the Lord, and he has spoken words of tremendous consequence." That got their attention. Every eye in the tent was focused on me now.

	"The Lord has been so impressed by our faith, so impressed by our devotion, that he has decided to delay the coming of the Equalpocalypse. He has delayed it, brothers and sisters, so we may return to our communities, return and persuade others to turn aside from their materialistic endeavors. We will go forth from street to street, door to door and save those who can be saved, those who will give up their homes and their grav cars and their possessions for the greater good."

	"Hallelujah!" I cried.

	"Hallelujah!" the congregation yelled.

	"Hallelujah!" I cried.

	"Hallelujah!" the congregation yelled back at me.

	As the chants continued, a young, well endowed red haired woman in the front row caught my eye. She smiled at me as we chanted and I smiled back. I suddenly got yet another epiphany, directly from the Lord: that the Lord was so very impressed by my Good Works; and having been very impressed by my Good Works, the Lord wanted to give me a Kingly Reward; and as a Kingly Reward, the Lord wanted me to luxuriate in every gift this young woman had to offer. I resolved to accept the Lord's gift in good faith, and to continue serving him in every way I could.

	
 


