Straight Thoughts from a Bent Mind CX, 31 Dec 05
California recently executed "Tookie" Williams, the founder of the Crips street gang, for four murders he committed back in 1979.  For the last couple of years, he has become a rallying point for death penalty opponents who claim the death penalty does not deter crime.  Well, I am pretty sure that the death penalty has deterred Ted Bundy, Gary Gilmore, and now Mr. Williams from ever committing another murder.  One of those death penalty opponents is actor Jamie Foxx, who played Williams in a cable movie.  As vociferous as Mr. Foxx was about defending Mr. Williams, guess where Mr. Foxx was at the time of Mr. Williams' execution?  He was in Philadelphia at a birthday party for that paragon of unselfishness, Terrell Owens...I went to church on Sunday for Christmas and I was amazed that I didn’t burst into flames.  As faithful readers of STFBM know, I went to church at Easter and did not scream in agony when the priest tossed holy water on me.  I have now gone to church as much as 90% of practicing Catholics.  Is there any reason other than sheer laziness that the church has not tried to spice up the sermons?  I kept glancing around the room and noticed people falling asleep, yawning, staring off into space, or just plain not giving a damn.  I am even willing to bet that some people who were kneeling to pray were really catching a quick snooze.  Why do they go to mass if it is such drudgery?  Are they simply filling a square so they can get into Heaven?  Shouldn’t church services inspire people, not put them to sleep?  I have no intention of becoming a believer again, but I see so much potential for the church to impact people’s lives and the church wastes it.  People want to be inspired and they want to believe a higher being is watching over them.  But would a higher being create something this boring?  Reading the tax code is more exciting.  The procedures never change.  Can’t they change up the proceedings a bit, especially on holidays like Easter and Christmas?  For Christ’s sake (no pun intended) its his birthday and I could not tell if we were celebrating his birth or his death.  The sermon had not changed.  Shouldn’t his birthday be upbeat and exciting?  Have you ever been to a birthday party where everyone was falling asleep, yawning, staring off into space, or mentally going over their grocery list?  Even the worst parties still have some elements of festivity.  I wanted to jump up and start singing “Happy Birthday Jesus,” just to wake up the 75% who were sleeping.  I realize now that church is like a soap opera.  You can miss a few weeks and within seconds of tuning back in you are caught up on what has happened.  Nothing EVER changes.  As I sat there my mind, like most everyone else's drifted off to other things…I recently shaved my pubic region.  (don’t ask).  If you have never done this, I highly recommend it.  It will put a bounce back in your step…I started to wonder what it would be like to go back to school at my age and actually attend classes on a campus with kids who were not born when I graduated high school.  Would they all refer to me as "Old Dude"?  Could I convince some of the techno stoner geeks that I was from the future?  I could tell them I was their grown up selves come back from the future.  Convince one of them in the future marijuana is legalize, but he creates a super computer that destroys the ozone layer and burns up all the marijuana plants.  Far fetched?  Perhaps...Meanwhile back at the church, when the priest prepared to give communion, he mixed in some real unleavened bread with the cardboard wafers normally served.  I started to think that they should maybe add some cheese and sausage as well…Is it any wonder Catholic children are so confused?  As a boy, I would sit and listen to the story of the last supper and Jesus asking the disciples to eat his body and drink his blood.  I was terrified.  I thought I was living amongst a cult of vampires and cannibals.  Then I found out the “body” was really a wafer and I couldn’t wait to take communion because I thought I was missing out on a snack.  I would see people go up to the altar and get something that looked like a white vanilla wafer.  I like vanilla wafers.  Imagine my disappointment when I found out it was a piece of cardboard that sticks to your mouth and makes you gag.  As if that wasn’t letdown enough, the “blood” the parishioners were drinking, which while terrifying to think about, was also kind of cool, turned out to be wine.  Great.  Damn bunch of alcoholics.  I could go to family functions if I wanted to see a collection of drunks.  As if that was not disappointing enough, it turns out the wine is really grape juice.  Imagine Jesus, standing at the last supper, surrounded by the ten disciples and Mary Magdalene and saying, “Take this cardboard wafer and eat it, this is my body.  I wanted to use the sausage which is more palatable, but Judas ate it all and since it gives him wicked bad gas, I bid him leave of us.  This wafer will taste horrible and will make thee gag, but do it in remembrance of me.”  He then took the cup and said, “This is a cup of Welch’s grape juice.  Pretend it is my blood.  I wanted to use wine, but Peter drank it all.  As you can see Peter has denied drinking the wine which I wanted to use as my blood.  Before the cock crows twice more, he will deny having drank the wine which would have been cool to use as my blood, but now I must use grape juice.  Do this in memory of me.”
