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Any Given Sunday


As usual, people were straggling into the church minutes before the sermon was scheduled to begin.  Despite how many times the Pastor encouraged timeliness, it was apparent that everyone had his or her own agenda.  "Timeliness is next to Godliness," he had stated at one of his sermons.  Although this confused most of the congregation, Michelle Rodriguez realized that he was just substituting wording to get his point across, which was something she had grown to expect at her highly dysfunctional congregation.

Michelle had arrived 20 minutes early, as she had every Sunday, so that she could take one of the end seats on the center aisle and see everything that was going on around her.  For her, church had less of a symbolic meaning and was more for entertainment purposes, than for spiritual development.  She had known most of the members all her life and was surprised to see how people could be so holy in the church yet so belligerent elsewhere.  

The congregation prided itself on diversity.  First, there was the group of sisters that pretended church was some sort of fashion extravaganza. They were always dressed as if the red carpet that led to the pulpit was a runway or catwalk for them to parade up and down showing off their latest thrift-store fashions.  Then there were the ushers who thought no one knew that while they were supposed to be outside escorting people in, they were secretly taking nips of alcohol in the bushes.  Next there was the old biddies that would lay hands on a person quick just for the sake of doing it.  If someone mentioned anything that wasn't about church, best believe one of the older sisters was setting her walker aside so that she could snatch the person up where they stood.     


Michelle had faithfully attended church every Sunday.  No sickness in the world could keep her from peeping out the freak show that occurred at 8am every Sunday like clockwork.  As opposed to joining in with the madness that she witnessed on a weekly basis, she joined the choir because she felt that they were the most serious minded of all the congregation's members. 

Every week, halfway through the sermon, Michelle would get up to sit on the stage with the rest of the choir.  Sister Abigail Williams sat on her right.  She was a hefty sister with a strong singing voice.  She wore the same emerald green dress every week, but no one dared to say anything about it.  One thing everyone knew was not to mess with Abigail. She had two kids that she made sit in the front row.  No matter what was going on, even if the sermon had begun, Abigail would yell and sometimes throw her shoes at them if they began to show off.    

On Michelle's right sat Linda Prescott.  Linda was the exact opposite of Abigail.  She was quiet and soft-spoken.  One time when Abigail's aim was slightly off, Linda took a pump to the head and didn't say a word.  Linda was a little older than the rest of the choir members, but not old enough to join the group of biddies.  There were rumors circling around that she was mentally impaired, but no one knew for sure.  She was light-skinned and had long, stringy hair that sometimes held hair rollers that she had forgotten to remove before heading to church.  Sometimes, she even had a funny smell.    

Despite this awkward seating arrangement, the choir box gave Michelle the perfect viewpoint to see everything that was going on within the small church.  She remembered the first incident she had encountered from her seat on the stage.  Reverend Johnson had just ordered the ushers to pass out the collection plate for the Love Offering.  He had just sent the same plates around for the Peace and Joy offerings.  That day, the Love Offering was violated in a way that Michelle had never seen before.  Of course, she had seen people just pass the plates around without putting in a donation.  She had even seen people drop in papers and empty envelopes just so they wouldn't look so bad.  Nothing could have prepared her for what was about to come.


Sister Mary Clarence waited patiently for the Love Offering plate to reach her.  Michelle noticed how nervous and tense Sister Mary Clarence appeared.  She had been anxiously pulling on her orange lapel that was attached to her purple dress.  She then put on her pink hat with the red cockatoo in the center that blocked Michelle's view of anyone behind her in the rows.  Michelle hoped that Sister Mary Clarence wasn't wearing her notorious gold shoes that she loved so much, but she was willing to bet money that she was.


When the plate finally reached Sister Mary Clarence, she began looking around and shifting in her chair.  Michelle thought that this was weird, but not weird enough to be alarmed.  This was nothing compared to the time Sister Ida-Mae Bullock did three cartwheels and literally rolled down the aisle claiming she had the holly spirit.  With a quick motion of the hand, Sister Mary Clarence snatched up several of the dollar bills that had been resting on the plate.  For a moment, Michelle thought that maybe she had had a big bill and needed change, but then Sister Mary Clarence took the dollar-bills and placed them under her blouse and inside her bra before passing on the plate without making a deposit.  Michelle never told a soul.


Michelle began to zone out as she awaited the cue from the choir director that it was time to sing.  For some reason, even though the Pastor was delivering one of his powerful sermons, her mind just couldn't stay focused.  Something fowl was in the air and this time it wasn't Linda.


When the director finally gave the cue, all of the choir members took a stand.  Linda walked over to the microphone that stood in the center of the pulpit to lead into her solo.  The pianist began playing and the choir began to hum in unison.  When it came time for Linda to sing, nothing came from her lips.  The pianist began again, but Linda still refused to sing.  Michelle had figured that maybe Linda had gotten a bad case of stage freight that was hindering her from singing as she had done during practice.


All of a sudden, these words were sung into the microphone,  "Oh Lord, won't you buy me, a brand new fur coat?  I need a new coat today.  Oh Lord, won't you buy me, a brand new fur coat?  I know that you will pave the way."  That wasn't the song that Michelle had remembered practicing all week.  Apparently, it wasn't the song that Abigail remembered either because she lunged out of the choir box and headed straight for Linda.


No one expected for Abigail to actually hit Linda, but she did.  Michelle watched Linda take a hard knock to the chin before tumbling to the floor.  Abigail had turned around and headed back to her seat when Linda finally got up.  The next thing Michelle saw was Linda hopping on Abigail's back and pounding the back of her head with her closed fist.  Abigail wasn't phased by Linda's punches.  Realizing this, Linda hopped off Abigail's back, jumped off the stage, and ran up the center aisle towards the nearest exit.  Abigail hopped off the stage behind Linda and began chasing her up the aisle.  Surprisingly, the church members were not in uproar.  They just looked straight ahead as if nothing had happened.


The choir director took the stage, turned towards the choir and said, "O.K.  From the top," and the show went on.  Michelle had to laugh to herself as she realized that her church had to have been the most dysfunctional church ever, but it sure put on a good show.
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