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Knowing the name of God would not

Be really that different if

God was called

Clarence.

Knowing the name of Jesus would not

Actually have changed much at all if,

Perchance, Jesus was called

Bill McFish.

Knowing God's Word does not mean

Knowing the words written in the Bible

But knowing what the words

Written in the Bible mean

Elsewhere.

And Paul's letters to the Corinthians would not

Be really that different if Paul's name was

Larry instead of

Paul.

Blame
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The reason why some people steal

And vandalize, and felonize

Is not because they don't know any better

But because of

Demons.

The reason that terrorists kill

Is not because they've been taught

That violence is right

But because of

Demons.

The reason that other nations hate us

Is not because we're isolationist

And self-serving

But because of

Demons.

The reason that a killer's loose in town

Is not because no one cared enough to ask

When they were just a little bitty kid

But because of

Demons.

The reason that I broke your heart

And our love came to an end

Is not because of who we were

But because of

Demons.

Everything wrong I've ever done was caused by

Demons.

Violence
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When violence becomes entertainment

And people like to see people fight

And shooting heads off is the way to spend

Your Saturday night;

When Sensuality becomes

The central figure in our lives

Or when we come to think

We'd really like to kill people with knives;

When we're so bored with modern life

When we think that we have seen it all

And the only thing to do's mow people down

There's something wrong with our lives. 

Maybe simply what we need

Is a moral equivalent to war.

Bunny Rabbit
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Sometimes we want to put life in perspective

And try to take it all into our heads

Make the meanings of life our vision

(Instead of seeing through our lives)

Well, what I say to you is this

When you try to shelve the details

Something's been left out which means

That the whole picture has been changed

Subtly, but subtlety

Sometimes makes all of the difference.

Small and brown, scurrying

Across suburban lawns, often hiding.

Living in a burrow underground.

Twitching nose without a sound.

Long, attractive, soft brown ears

Staring at us with one eye

Looking out from summer lawn

At us, as we walk by.

What I ask of you is this:

Was that a bunny rabbit?

Reflections, 2 Days After Finishing Fahrenheit 451
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People are flawed.

Not that that's a bad thing

But sometimes that can become a problem

Oppression is something we try to fight

(If we dare and dare to think 

It's quite important enough)

But sometimes we don't realize that we're doing the oppressing

'Censorship is bad, but look at THAT!

Irreligious thought needs to be checked.'

Or maybe we don't realize that we are being led

Without first being consulted on the issue

Maybe our leaders are good people

But they have these little loyalties

Which make their choices for them.

Sometimes we become lost within nothing

Thinking that we're patriotic folks

We shout 'Go X! Die Y!'

When neither nominee has shared their views (with us)

It's been a while since active views were espoused

By either party

(Instead of pleasant generalities with which everyone agrees)

Right?

The worst tyranny is that of the majority

Because they are the most powerful of all

And if society decides it wants to live meaninglessly

Listening to the fruits of the past

Instead of each other

And killing each other for fun

(And thrills)

(And a good time)

And getting all worked up about nothing

Simply because it feels good to do so

All the time…

…Then perhaps it will take a supernova

To wake society back from its sleep

Because even if most people are basically good

Goodness can be suppressed

If that's what the parents teach.

Teaching is by example;

And sometimes I think we were better when there was no society

When we lived in the wild, hunting, fighting to survive,

And looking for answers

Because at least back then

Even when life was hard

At least we were assured of having something that we could throw ourselves into

And so society didn't have to make it up.

Be self-determined, working from yourself and Virtue.

Work hard when times are easy

And you'll be ready when times turn hard again.

The Bridge Out Back - Based on a true story
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by Benjamin M. Saalbach/Walsh

It was only a couple of days ago

When I jumped off a small bridge

It was only a couple of feet above the stream

And there was solid ground below me

Only a couple of feet away.

I made the jump, I felt myself

Stiffening with energy the seconds

Before I made the leap;

I felt myself compelled to leap

An instant before the jump was made

I wasn't sure if I wanted to leap

But leapt I did even so.

I wonder if I could have stopped myself

I had psyched myself into it then

I almost felt my life flash before my eyes

(but not quite);

I leapt off the bridge, it was kind of dumb,

But I did it because it seemed like the

Crazy / monk thing to do.

I landed fine, with only a scrape

Remaining on my left leg below the knee to show

That I had been flying through the air

And landed and scraped my knee;

It didn't hurt much, this time.

I wonder how much it'll hurt next time.

What if had really been something that mattered?

What if the stakes had been twice as high?

What if it had been a thrill that could kill me?

Who would've looked after you with me gone?

It really wasn't so smart of me

When I jumped off that small bridge

There are worse things I could have done

But that's really not the point.

Try not to take so many risks.

Identity
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If this poem is dedicated to you, you'll know it… I hope :)

Who are you?

Faces, life… time is of the essence

Even with all eternity at our hand

We only have the now.

Flowers, blooming in the spring

Recede their song, they sing

Not in the winter.

The bird that loses its chance

To make the forests ring with song

Because it took too long

To compose… how sad. This dance

Flower upon flower, Summer, Winter, Spring

And Fall is our view on life

You only get one chance - 

Each chance only comes once.

Trying to fit in, you deny the truth

Trying to reach your goal you forget where you're going

Trying to be too good you never do

Wanting to be loved you never dare

And you forget who you are, trying to reach one dream.

Who are you?

Faces, life… time is of the essence

Be, make, serve, and do

Please come out of your shell.

Standing by the dance-floor's edge

Waiting for "your song"?

Maybe. But first, it seems

You fear to take the step

The stand, the who-you-are

You understand yourself, but will the rest?

They don't know what you've been through

And you're afraid to tell the truth.

Feeling…

Please, I want to know just who you are

You think that you're not good enough

Illogic shame, embarrassed for no apparent reason

And reluctant to dissemble.

Not knowing why, you're loath to be yourself

But if not you, then who are you?

No shell protects from the wounding inside

Self laceration, stop!

Who are you?

