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What should we do with Occam’s Razor? Cut the Gordian Knot … or our own throats?  Now we
can do the “To Be, Or Not To Be” two step all day long, but by the time  the clock tolls the
Midnight of the Soul … what are we going to do? Do we snuff  it and light out for the
undiscovered country or do we take back the one we live  in?

Once Upon A Time we believed everything we were told. While we were  being taught how to
dress and feed ourselves we were also beginning to learn a  bunch of baloney. I learned how to
tie my shoes just in time to walk to school  to learn about God. As it turned out, I didn’t need to
know those two  things.
       
I was in my twenties when I stopped tying my shoes and bought  boots and sandals. I
discovered that if I bent down to tie my shoes when I had a  really bad hangover my head would
explode. The solution was different footwear …  not abstinence. 

I jettisoned God in the first few seconds after  receiving my first Holy Communion when I was
seven years old. The delusional  nuns and priests had led me to believe that I was going to be
filled with Jesus  Christ the moment the wafer touched my tongue. 

I waited. No  heavenly flash-bang. So I chewed up the Body of Christ and swallowed him.
Maybe  He had to hit the stomach before He made His presence known. Nope. Not a peep 
from the Son of God. Not only that … He didn’t even taste good. In fact … He  didn’t taste like a
nything
. A Necco wafer had more going for it than the  King of Kings. So my first realization was that
Jesus tasted kind of blah … and  my second realization was that I had memorized a ton of
nonsense for nothing. I  had to take catechism classes and after those were done, I had to go
into the  confessional closet and confess my sins to Father Powers. How many sins would a 
seven year old have committed? I was on the spot and had to think fast. Just  what the hell had
I done? I’ve never really been very good at extemporaneous  speaking. I stumbled and
mumbled until the priest finally got tired of my litany  of kiddy-krimes and gave me what turned
out to be the typical penance of 5 and 5  with a bump.

Five Hail Marys, five Our Fathers, and bring it on home with  an Act of Contrition:

O my God, I am heartily sorry for having  offended you, and I detest all my sins, because of
Your just punishments, but  most of all because they offend You, my God, who are all-good and
deserving of  all my love. I firmly resolve, with the help of Your grace, to sin no more and  to
avoid the near occasion of sin.

I went through all that just to  find out that Andy Griffith was right. A Ritz cracker is better than a
mouthful  of Jeebus any day.

I went to Catholic schools for 12 years. Every history  book we studied should have been titled, “
Something in this Book Might be  True
.” As it turned out … they got the dates right … most of the time.  Everything else was junk. 

Now when it comes to defining sins the  Catholic Church arguably knows no equal. It’s a sin to
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even be close to a  sin because of the gravitational pull of an “occasion of sin.” For example:
take  one 13 year old boy, add an “occasion of sin,” in this case a Playboy magazine,  and
before you know it there are sins all over the place. Mortal sins.  The sins that are
an express train to Hell unless you can get thee to a  confessional. And if you can’t … well … as
my fourth grade teacher, Sister Mary  Insanity used to intone, “
Woe Betide You!
”

But I digress  …

One thing I did take away from my upbringing was knowing the difference  between a sin of co
mmission
and a sin of 
omission
. A bad thing a  person does, and things a person 
doesn’t do
so Bad Things Happen. If you  add up all the important stuff
left out
of our school books, you’ll end  up with more sins of omission than Hugh Hefner could count if
he lived to be  86. Oh wait …

I know people who have gone to schools and received  advanced degrees and haven’t learned
The Dominant Culture, in which they gladly  serve, is a death cult of monumental proportions.
The Dominant Culture is  designed to make the Earth uninhabitable for tens of thousands of 
species. And we’re one of the ones near the top of the list. 150 to 200 species  go extinct 
every day
. Sooner or later it’ll be our turn in the  barrel. 

While we’re waiting for our biosphere to be completely poisoned,  The Dominant Culture is busy
draining the 99% for the benefit of the toppermont  of the poppermost. The LIBOR scandal is
just another aspect of the Dominant  Culture’s MO. And Matt Taibbi wonders why Americans
aren’t outraged by  it.

Really?

All the outrage Americans seem to generate is over  That Negro in the White House. These
bozos didn’t care about anything George W.  Bush did during his presidency much less care
about how he illegitimately became  president. They signed off on a coup … why should they
bother about a couple of  percentage points? 

I think if we all would have learned a few things in  school, if the Nightly News would inform us
about What Is Going On, and if all  the God-Stuff was viewed as the insanity it is … we might
have had a chance. But  here we are in the sci-fi sounding year of 2012 and Soylent Green is
Money  that’s made out of people’s lives. 

Hamlet had the ghost of his father  clue him in. We’ve had 100 years of Progressives telling us
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that Capitalism is  out for everybody’s blood. So what happens if by chance or design a little bit 
of Truth ends up in your brain? What happens if you turn into a sucker for the  truth and follow it
to the point where you can clearly see the mad facade that  enshrouds the planet?

We either do something about it or we don’t. We  either firmly grasp Occam’s Razor and slice
through the Gordian Knot of  distractions or we do nothing thus choosing slow suicide for us and
everything  else.

To die to sleep, To sleep, perchance to Dream; Ay, there's the rub,  For in that sleep of death,
what commercials may come … Ronco and Popiel .. and  cleanups are a snap!
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