
James Summer 
 
He Doesn’t Look A Thing Like Jesus (the Jesus poem) 
 
No he doesn't look a thing like Jesus  
But I fall into him as if I trust he won't trip me 
I'm tripping over tongues of my shoes 
I don't know how to put them back  
But he seems to always have a band aid on hand 
When our busts clasp together  
It’s because I'm demanding my devotion to bust open  
I know I'm too grabby or clingy  
But when there's someone ANYONE  
Who doesn't mind it  
What more can I do 
I know  
My mom minded it 
She still minds it 
I stand on diving boards  
Waiting for her to cheer 
I stand on stages 
Act 2 scene 1 
Where is she! 
I walk off stage and here he is ready with open palms  
And no he doesn't look a thing like Jesus  
But he might as well be god!  
When I was little my mom read me the bible every night 
She told me when I was dead I'd be held by god and ever since then I've waited  
And waited  
And waited 
For either me to die  
Or for me to be loved as much as god was supposed to love me 
When I turned 14 I stopped waiting cause she started to tell me that god didn't want me anymore 
No one wants someone who's changed as much as I have  
That's why it surprised me when he cradled me under the covers 
No he's not god but I think I might have gone life less in his arms 
I've been told these arms are snakes 
He's been told that I'm the fruit 
And I was never meant to be his lover 
Poison, forbidden, fruit  
Why does he care  
why does he watch over me? 
Why would he take the time of his life 
Offering to teach me to ride a bike this summer 
Because my mom pushed me down a hill and called it a day 
I've seen people offer him alcohol and he's turned it down every time  



Not one drop touches him 
But on the other hand I've felt my hands shake  
Looking out the window of my car 
Wondering if we were gonna make it home  
Because my mom wouldn't just call a cab 
Just call a cab I said  
PUT YOUR BOTTLE DOWN AND CALL A CAB 
I said 
He  
And as a bottle smashes on the ground  
Water turns to wine 
I hate to hear her whine 
Never putting my problems first 
Second  
Third  
Or even last 
HE made me an entire arc to bring me out of the flood  
Now I'm 16 
And I've stopped praying to the god up above because I think I've met another on earth  
And so I wait with him until I become abandoned again  
 
 


