Not Even Your Name…                                                                       Realization hit him square in the face.  One more sickening then any that came before it.  The flames rose around him, yet everything was still blacker then the night and burnt, yet froze at the same time.  As unbearable as this was, this horrible, hopeless realization would prove to be worse.  A whole new meaning to a day late and a dollar short, if clichés are allowed at a time like this.  How could He not know him?  These pleadings get him nowhere.  They fall on deaf ears, so it seems.  “Why could I not have known this before it was too late?” he cried out in horrendous desperation.  “God, why can you not see me now?  Why did you let me let myself ignore you all my life?  Now I must sit in Hell so far from You and know that you are there, but be so separated from you that I will always be dead!”  He wailed in sorrow and clawed at his burning flesh.  He remembered standing before God awaiting his forever.  He remembers thinking, “I was a good guy, I never stole or was immoral.  Sure I didn’t go to church or even acknowledge God, but I was good, I earned this, I earned heaven.”  He remembers God asking , “and who are you?  I don’t know you!”  Panic stricken he screamed, “ am Tom Connors!  I was good; I didn’t steal, cheat or lie!  I was good!”  God replied by saying, I have no record of you in my book, did you not love me?”  Tom again cried in desperation, “I was good!  I didn’t take advantage of widows, I gave to the poor, I loved my wife and kids, and I was good!”  Again God asked, “Did you know me?  Did you love me?”  Tom realized right at that moment that he didn’t know God, he didn’t love God…but he was good.  Isn’t that enough?  “Lord, I didn’t then, but I know now!  I was wrong in that one thing, but don’t my deeds make up for my one oversight?!”  God then told Tom, “Your one oversight is the one thing I ask of you!  Love the Lord your God with all your heart!  Without that your deeds are nothing.  You cannot live without me.  Morality without Christ will eventually have its price!  That is why I never knew you!  Not even your name!  Get out of my sight!!”  Tom’s stomach twisted and turned, vomit poured from his mouth as he was read his sentence: eternity in the Lake of Fire.  Condemned to spend forever in death, in complete separation from the God who created him and the God he had denied all his life.  His sweat turned to blood and his tears swept down his face.  Tome begged and begged, he pleaded and tried to deal, but God had made his decision and Satan came and took him away, laughing horrifically as he did so.  The fire burnt and blistered his skin, the dark swarmed in around him, 10 times darker then the darkest night and 4 score more fearful.  Tom had gone over this scene a million times already.  The memory tormenting him with every second he spent in eternal darkness.  “So this is Hell,” he thought to himself, “I was good, I was fair, I was honest, but I didn’t love God.  Now I must bare the unbearable.  Now I must die eternally.  My one oversight has been my hangman.”  He wept bitterly.  Forever, he is forgotten.

-Ryan

So Far Away                                                                                               It could have been a certain way had I known what the outcome would have been.  So many possibilities are thrown away because of a single word or a slight movement.  All of these “what could have beens” push reality further and further from a perception of truth.  Reality becomes something of another life, though you may live in it, it does not ever cross your path.  Let go of all of the possibilities you may have missed and catch the millions passing by in today.  Wallowing in the past mistakes, like a pig in a mud puddle, will not save your heart from the pain of now; it will only work to compound the hurt and the injustice and bring you further down this pit we like to call “Despair” some may argue that if you forget the past you are cursed to repeat it.  This may be true, but if you forget the present you will be cursed to miss it.  There is only one chance to live the one certain hour, minute, or second on a certain day and that certain day is today and tomorrow.  But that certain day could be the last that you will be able to live.  While sitting alone a line passed through my head.  I don’t know if it is something I may have heard or if it is my own, but here it is:  Today seems so far away when all your thoughts are still on yesterday.      

Cloudless Destruction

Full moon shining down on a cloudless night.

It seems so distant, so insignificant.

Oh how easily we are all deceived

A King, huge and influential

Will still die and rot back into earth

A peasant, small and worthless

Can change the World’s thoughts and life

So in the end, what will this all mean?

If the great fall and the small become great?

In a circle, like water draining, we spiral

Closer and closer to an end we know is there

We do not stop because we want.

Destruction comes from our creations.
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Gravity Sketched

Lines sketched randomly across pages

Pages of print about facts of everyday

Attention has disappeared to flirt;

To flirt with the mind’s imagination

Facts stare coldly back, tapping their toes

Arms crossed and a mean glare

They pry for Attention’s caress

“I’m bored of your rigid ways!” cries Attention

“I’m tired of being stuck in black and white!”

Still the Facts glare, still they clear their throats

Patience is not something these facts have

“Will you change?” Attention asks.

“Will you allow Imagination to join with us?”

“How could that be?” Asked the Facts

“That we would allow such foolishness?”

Imagination then sprang from the mind

“You cannot defeat us!” bellowed the great Gravity

But Imagination pulled out a plane

Stolen in darkness, all was lost and all seemed so hopeless.  As a rose withers and dies, my soul faded away from sight.  Where can my hope lie if it is not in You?   How long I stumbled in my Pride; how long I shut my eyes when I needed to see.  Now, Lord, I praise you for what you taught me through my pain!  It all seems so clear now that my eyes are open.  Satan cannot hold me any longer!  I will not allow it!  Through Jesus Christ I will not allow it!  I will dance in the streets and proclaim my freedom in You!  I will sing, I will scream, I will praise you forever!  Glory and praise be to the Maker who brings us peace in the midst of War!

Stealing away every second breath, I grasp my neck, fighting for every moment that I love to live.  In the midst of such hopelessness is where we all seem to find the most pure hope.  You feel the attack day after day, week after week, until your very last breath on this Earth; every day battling off the Enemy, sometimes losing the battle, but we can only lose the war if we give up and forget the promise that has been given to us.  Life will always be hard, but never in vain, for our reward is not here, but in heaven, our true home.  

Day Dreaming Superstar

I am a daydreamer.  I have been for as long as I can remember.  In elementary school, the teacher would put notes about my episodes of staring into space for minutes at a time and forgetting about the task I had at hand, in my report cards.  It may seem, through simple observation, that I out grew such acts that plagued my childhood (I think the most cruel punishment for a child would be to deny him his recess time only because he stared at the front wall blankly for 30 minutes straight!), but the reality of it is that I merely have learned to hide them.  When alone, on the bus to work, on my breaks, while sitting in my “office” at work, I find myself caught in those fantasies again.  They entrance me with their fantastic yet attainable scenes.  It all seems to make life that much more exciting.  Instead of merely sleeping, eating and working, I may be getting shot at by a group of mobsters while at the same time ridding the world of hunger.  Instead of sitting at my computer, I can be playing a show in front of millions of people who are all there to see me.  I don’t know what is worse; forgetting what I was doing before I began dreaming or having to realize that I was merely dreaming and that my life really isn’t filled with non-stop excitement and having to get back to my boring job.  Many times I find myself in the situation where I begin to despair over my life because it seems to be going straight ahead to nowhere at break-neck speeds.  Here’s where I have to take a step back and get everything back into order.  No, my life may not be non-stop action, but really who could handle that?  And yes, maybe my job is boring, but it pays well and it is not my career.  Maybe the problem is that I have never really figured out what I really want to do, or maybe I am meant to live a simple life.  Who knows?  My point?  Let me try to steer this train wreck to a safe and meaningful stop.  I’m not going to give the “be happy with whacha got” speech, nor will I say that it is wrong to “count thy blessing,” because this is not where I am going. What I am saying is that life is not certain and it doesn’t matter where you see yourself in ten years, but where you are right now.  Always take comfort in the fact that where you are right now is exactly where God wants you.  Never forget who is in control.  There is nothing wrong with daydreaming.

-Ryan
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Go jets go

Not in Ruins

Fill ‘er up I say

Drive these thoughts away

Pollution, poison, waste

Nothing but a bitter taste

It wasn’t as much pretty, as ugly

Not so much good, as bad

As painful as pain itself

These memories gather dust on a shelf

Ransacked and in tatters

And still the stench gathers

Every thought is war in this skull

Beating me down, killing me now

Leave the stage, don’t forget to bow

Hold on, hold up, stop, don’t go

Whatever happened to that flow?

Is it there; Fill the air

Turn the wheel away from me

Fall off the bridge, can’t you see?

This won’t ruin me

Filament Rock

Stolen boxes of memories

Pawned away for pride

Swollen eyes and bitter mouths

Still won’t cry today

If there were a wasted phrase

It would be uttered today

In total silence and in pain

And I cannot find

A thread to unwind

Cart them all away

Not found another day

These airports take away

Every thought will board and fly

I wait for years and years

Decades pass away

The floor boards creak their reply

The sink will leak and cry

Still will wait alone and dry

Blood

The bodies were stacked to the skies

As far up, as far down, as I can see

Don’t fall, don’t smell, don’t look

Everything is fine

Denial is a wonderful thing

Always remember the lies

Forget the truth

Still the enemy will march on

Still the dead will pile ever higher

The money will still be passed

Still passed beneath the table

The virus spreads, the darkness thickens

Smoke rises in the distance

The sun is blotted out

Judgment is coming

We will all stand before Him

This blood is on our hands

Patience

Still left here standing

Beaten down, but got right back up

It’s ok, next time you’ll get it right

Next time

A time that never seems to come

Skip this beat, jump past the next

But never do I rest in a job well done

Painstakingly slow is this waiting game

So restless am I, that I miss the point

Next time

Repeated words with fading meanings

Could it be I’ve been passed by?

Too busy looking to see?  Maybe

Still longer I wait, the days crawl by

A lesson I must learn?  Could be!

Why must I wait?  Right now, I say

I guess I missed out and gave up right away

Next time

Be still and know…

…No wiser words

Never the Same

Like watching the sunrise, as darkness slips away

I see your loving eyes, they take my breath away

I hold you gently in my arms, please don’t let this end

I thank God once again, for this angel he did send

I know where I’ve been

I know where I want to be

Right here in your arms

Forever no longer seems a chore, with you by my side

No words could ever describe, the feelings here inside

I could never be so complete, without you in my life

And every second that passes by, will never be the same

“Did you ever feel,” he asked, “as though you had something inside you that was only waiting for you to give it a chance to come out?  Some sort of extra power that you aren’t using – you know, like all the water that goes down the falls instead of through the turbines?”

Take from Brave New World, by Aldous Huxley

Random Thoughts of Violence

In my head I see those faces over and over.  Bodies piled high and blood dried on the walls.  Is a border dispute worth the lives of so many people?  I see the tortured and murdered body of that boy who because of his sexual preference was brutally killed.  How could someone be so ignorant to think that they were right in doing that?  A girl cries helplessly in the bathtub after being raped, trying in vain to wash way the filthiness of that attack.  Does it matter whether it is an exercise of control or sex?  A baby cries from a dumpster as it dies surrounded by rats and old pornography magazines.  What could drive someone to do this?  Locked in a dark and damp room, the little boy awaits the return of his pedophile captor.  How can one person be so sick?  In situations like these it is near impossible to believe that God is in control.  How can he allow this to happen?  How come we have to suffer such great terrors as these if He loves us so greatly?  These questions would pass through the minds of the most faithful in such situations.  I will wrestle with God; I will struggle to understand.  No one ever promised that this journey would be easy.  Sometimes the questions out weigh the answers, and sometimes we can’t understand.  Sometimes trusting God isn’t a cakewalk, but still I will hold onto the Truth.

I saw them come.  I saw their faces, contorted with the hatred of a million lies, all told at once.  They marched past as if to war, but too disillusioned to care.  Rejected by the only world there is and left to march and die.  There have always been these lost souls who dug too deep before opening their eyes.

The Refinery

Alone.  The silence makes my ears ring.  The pain brings me security that I am still what I was meant to be.  Where would we be without heartache and pain?  For only in pain do we better ourselves.  You see, if our life were always joyous, we would not feel the need to move forward and would remain as imperfect as before.  Pain is the motivation to become more like perfection; more like God.  Suffering brings peace to those who don’t let it consume them.  The man who diligently seeks to be like perfection will always overcome any setback, for God does not forsake those who long for him.  Desires of the flesh are what cause us to be imperfect, but it is not wrong to want.  This desire, if chased to the right extent, is the driving factor that will move us one step closer to His likeness.  Sadness is a blessing, just like the ability to feel physical pain.  It tells you to try to remedy the situation.  In our lowest moments we questions everything we know, especially God.  This is healthy in a relationship with Him because we are forced to think over why we believe what we do, rather than following what mainstream Christianity tells us to believe.  We move closer to God every time we face a trying situation.  Suffering helps to separate the pure from the filthy and helps us to learn what to stop and what to keep doing.  Pain is a perfect refinery given to us as a gift to help us improve our lives.

-Ryan

This is the surrender…to accept to be cut to pieces and yet every piece belongs to God.  You are free then.”

-Mother Theresa
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The Doubt

God, where are you?  What has become of me?  In all of the pain around me, where did you go?  I cry for your peace every night, but my soul does not receive it.  You said you would never leave my side, God, you said you would be my shelter.  Now it feels as though I am screaming out in the dark and reaching for a hand that isn’t there.  Where did you go?  I look and I see all the violence and hate and injustice and still you do not save us.  How long must I suffer before I will feel you again?  I want to know you, but you pull away…is this how it is?  Maybe I am the problem.  Maybe my search for happiness in the flesh took me away from what matters.  Maybe my own selfishness has caused me to go astray.  God forgive me for I have sinned and turned my back on you.  It is my fault that I don’t feel you, it is by my own actions that I have forsaken you, not you forsaking me.  Choice is still ours on Earth and we must choose to be with him through trials and trust that it is what must be.

-Ryan

How long, O Lord, will I call for help, and you will not hear?  I cry out to you, ‘Violence!’ yet you do not save.  Why do you make me see iniquity and cause me to look upon wickedness?  Yet destruction and violence are before me; strife exists, and contention arises.

Habakkuk 1:2,3

The Struggle

Every day I walk the same path.  All surroundings pass like a gray haze.  Every second a new wall is built in front of me.  I try, on my own, to scale it, but I can’t even get past the first brick.  I try, on my own, to dig under, but the foundation is too deep.  I try, on my own, to walk around, but the wall is unending.  I cry, on my own, because I am a failure.  I struggle so hard to overcome, but just build stronger barriers in front of me.  I bang my head in frustration and cry out in despair at the “nowhere ness” of my life.  I look up to heaven and I see a Hand stretched out.  It was there all along, but I could not see it.  Not because it was hidden, but because I never looked for it.  A voice said, “Come to me…” and I reached for him and in my pain he lifted me over my barrier and he comforted me in my deep pain.  This is the struggle I face every day and I cope, not from something I do, but from the unending love of the Truth of my God.  It is through his life of persecution, humiliation, crucifixion, and His defeat of Death that I can truly live and overcome these obstacles.

-Ryan

Everybody who loves Truth must not only take note of the signs of the times, but also follow these observations to their logical conclusions.

-Archbishop Theophan of Poltava

Silence is the mystery of the future age, while words are mere implements of this world

-St. Isaac the Syrian

This is the last true rebellion:  to forsake the world and to embrace God alone.

-Monk Justin Martyr
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