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God

Promised!


With

such regularity, it really should be the refrain of every national

anthem, we hear something along these lines: ‘The land is

rightfully ours. God promised it to us.’


Yeah well, God

lies. Or at least he changes his mind.


Consider this:

“And Abram fell on his face: and God talked with him, saying...

‘And I will give unto thee, and to thy seed after thee, the land

wherein thou art a stranger, all the land of Canaan, for an

everlasting possession.’” It’s from Genesis 17:3,8. Genesis 13:15

and Exodus 32:13 say pretty much the same thing. But check out Acts

7:5, which says “And he gave him none inheritance in it...yet he

promised that he would give it to him for a possession, and to his

seed after him...” Promises, promises, eh? But of course the

retraction is in the New Testament, which isn’t recognized by those

of the Jewish faith.


No matter,

there are lots of lies and changing of God’s mind in the Old

Testament:


 



• God said

that Adam would die on the day he ate the apple (Gen 2:16,17), but

he didn’t—read Gen 3:17 and Gen 5:3.


 



• Jehoiakim

was told that he wouldn’t have a son (Jer 36:30), but he did—read

2Kings 24:6.


 



• God promised

Jacob that he would return from Egypt (Gen 46:3,4), but he

didn’t—he died in Egypt (Gen 49).


 



•

Nebuchadnezzar was to have captured and destroyed Tyre (Ezek

26:3-5,7,10,13-14), but he didn’t (surprise!)—Alexander the Great

did.


 



• “‘I am

merciful,’ saith the Lord, ‘and I will not keep anger for ever’”

(Jer 3:12); “Ye have kindled a fire in mine anger, which shall burn

for ever” (Jer 17:4—well, which is it?


 



• Israel shall

rise again (Jer 31:4); Israel shall not rise again (Amos 5:2). She

loves me, she loves me not.


 



• “They

shall seek me early, but they shall not find me” (Prov 1:28); nope,

I lied—“They that seek me early shall find me” (Prov 8:17).


 



• “Every

living thing that liveth shall be meat for you” (Gen 9:3); wait,

changed my mind—“These shall ye not eat of them that chew the cud

or of them that divide the cloven hoof” (Deut 14:7).


 



Need I go on?

To start a war on the basis of what God said is about as ridiculous

as you can get. It’s quite possible that he lied when he said the

land was yours. It’s quite possible that he changed his mind. Give

it up!


Don’t

misunderstand. I’m not just picking on the Jewish people. I’m

picking on anyone foolish

enough to claim such supernatural support. ‘God said so’ is not

exactly a strong premise for anything, let alone for going to war.

‘Whose God?’ is a reasonable response to such a claim. So is ‘Oh

yeah? Prove it!’


For

better or worse (and my vote is on worse), our society (well

actually, the U.S., aka the U.N.) distinguishes between just and

unjust wars. One of the criteria for a just war is that there must

be a just cause, a valid reason that justifies the war. Isn’t it

about time, then, that we consider all religious wars to be

unjust

wars?


 



 * * * * *




Suicide,

Insurance, and Dead Sugar Daddies


I’ve

been thinking that, with the exception of those who are paralyzed

or severely physically debilitated, people who seek euthanasia are

cowards. They are grossly inconsiderate and amazingly

irresponsible. If you’re ready to die, then die. But do it

yourself—don’t ask someone else to kill you and then live with it.

What an awful request to make, of anyone! It’s your life—it’s your death.


However, just

recently the insurance connection clicked into place: if you

suicide, the company won’t pay—so it’s for the sake of your loved

ones that you endure or entreat—


So all these

intellectual and ethical gymnastics we’re sweating

over—passive/active, terminal sedation or physician-assisted

suicide, the double effect, euthanasia or eugenics—it’s all because

the insurance companies won’t pay? Wouldn’t it be so much easier,

and, I suspect, cheaper, to simply legislate that they must?

(Especially when the suicide simply hastens a looming death?) The

financial desires of a certain private sector industry shouldn’t

override our freedom to die!


Well, they

don’t really. We still have the legal and moral right to die. The

insurance companies just override our desire to capitalize on it.

Which makes me think instead that we should simply legislate

against life insurance. Think about it: we’re putting a monetary

value on an individual life.


But I guess

most women do, don’t they? They expect their husbands to spend

their lives providing them with money. Sure, if there’s children,

they must be taken care of; in that case, I can understand the

desire to have insurance against the potential loss of income that

enables such care. But then let’s call it income insurance—life is

surely a little different, a little more, than income. And if

there’s no children, then GET A JOB like everyone else! (And let

your husband die when and how he wants to.)
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Cell Phone

Syndrome


Has there been

a more transparent advertisement of insecurity?


Look at me, I’m so popular! Everyone’s calling me! I have

so many friends! Answer

that thing one more time when I’m with you, you’ll have one

less.


Look at me, I’m so busy! I have so many calls to make, so

many calls to take! What

you have is a total inability to actually enjoy life.


Look at me, I’m so important! Excuse me, I have to take

this call! No. You

don’t. You are not a doctor on call. You are not a top-level

executive. Neither your presence nor your opinion is urgently

required. Anywhere. By anyone.


Frankly,

the whole thing has been rather frightening. Suddenly all these men

were making calls on their cell phones while they were driving.

Just yesterday they couldn’t even dial a phone while sitting at a

desk, they had to get their secretaries to do it for them. Didn’t

take long for that law to be

passed.


And of course

it’s annoying as hell. Just what makes people think the rest of the

world wants to listen to every word of their unbearably inane

conversations? “Hey, Jen. We’re at the Van Houtte on St. Laurent.

Yeah. Just ordered. No. Not yet. We’re waiting. Coffee.”


Of course

people have been having conversations in cafes and stores, and on

sidewalks and buses, for quite some time. It’s not an invasion of

public space. Unless the person talks loudly enough that others

can’t escape hearing. Then it’s an advertisement of the immaturity

of overriding self-importance.


And

unless there are too many of them. It used to be that conversations

in public happened only when two or more people were together and

talking with each other. But now, due to cell phones being both

cordless and desperately in need of a signal that is

apparently always better

outdoors, everyone’s phone calls are now taking place in public. I was awakened one night by

some guy having a loud and long conversation with someone.

Intrigued because I never heard the other person say anything, I

finally got up and looked outside. And saw this guy walking up and

down on the sidewalk under my bedroom window, talking into his cell

phone. Why in god’s name do you have to have your frickin’ phone

conversation under my frickin’ bedroom window, I asked him.

Because, apparently, that’s where the best reception

was.
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