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I still don’t see what the big deal is. So I don’t go to church on Sundays anymore. So what? It’s not like it 
was doing anything for me. I mean, honestly. If you took away all the fruits and the nuts from that place, 
all you’d have left is a bunch of flakes. (grins at this)  

I admit the first time I skipped was a little tricky. Had to convince my mom that I had a stomachache—
that they should all just go without me. Then I felt guilty when they left, and I was a little worried. You 
know, that God would punish me for lying to skip church. But you know what? Nothing happened. Not a 
thing.  

The next Sunday, I told my parents that I really had to hit the books. Big mid-term on Monday. Couldn’t 
afford to waste a minute. They bought it, and let me skip again. I was still kinda worried—like maybe 
God had let me slide just once, but now I was really going to feel His wrath. Nope. Nothing happened.  

Pretty soon, my mom stopped even waking me up on Sundays. It’s pretty sweet. I sleep until about 10:30, 
then hit the couch with a bowl of Lucky Charms. And to this day, nothing’s happened.  

So then I start asking myself, why should I keep reading the Bible every day, like I’ve been doing since I 
was like nine? What’s the point? I was doing it more out of habit than anything else. So I stopped. I kept 
it on my nightstand for a few weeks, but it started getting a layer of dust on it, so I crammed it back on the 
shelf with all the other books I never use. I felt kind of guilty shoving it in next to Stephen King—like 
maybe God was gonna zap me or something. But guess what? Nothing happened.  

And so what if I don’t spend time in prayer during the day? I felt like I was always saying the same stuff 
over and over again anyway, and I doubt God wants to hear that. So I gave it up. God knows what I need, 
so I shouldn’t have to ask for it anyway, right? You think he really needs to hear my lame prayers when 
probably sixty kazillion people are all talking to him at once? I doubt it. And it’s not like he’s punished 
me for it or anything.  

Honestly! Nothing’s happened since we stopped spending time together.  

Beat. He drops his eyes. A bit sadly:  

Absolutely...nothing.  

 


