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If You Go Berserk in the Kitchen, Are You Speaking in Tongs?
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Lessons from Everyday Living
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IT’S HARD TO SWIM IN A SEA OF DEPRESSION, BUT A SENSE OF HUMOR HELPS YOU TREAD WATER


Humor is a funny thing. It’s kind of like a taco—everyone enjoys it, but experts disagree on what makes it good. People laugh at different things. I laugh just thinking about words like bratwurst and lizard. A baby burping always gets a laugh. But if an adult rips one off he is ridiculed, unless he is in college and then he is elected fraternity president. Teenagers, when mixed with parents, closets, telephones, and emotions, become hilariously funny creatures … so much so that living with them sometimes borders on hysteria.

Humor, like Baptists and cockroaches, can be found almost anywhere. For example, there is nothing funny about the phrase Oligocene fossil beds (a rich archaeological deposit in South Dakota), unless you use it to describe the sleeping arrangements on our church’s senior-adult trips. If I told you the story about making an obscene clone fall, some of you would laugh just thinking about the possibilities. Others would just say, “Huh?”

The old cliché “death by a thousand cuts” (about a company gradually going bankrupt) is not funny. But change one letter and it becomes “death by a thousand cats,” a phrase littered with potential for humor in a hairy situation. People always want to “clear the air,” a phrase that means to remove any confusion about a situation. However, if you use that phrase in the same sentence with the phrase “truckers and tacos,” it takes on a whole new meaning.

The dictionary defines laughter as explosive sounds of the voice that express mirth or amusement. I like that. It reminds me of going to the circus. Because of Jesus I believe Christianity should be the greatest show on mirth. Some of the saddest-looking people I know are Christians. Their words are more abusing than amusing. They tell people how happy Jesus has made them, but their face apparently never got the memo.

The writer of the book of Ecclesiastes tells us that there is a time to weep and a time to laugh. Some people never change their clocks. Laughter won’t cure cancer, it cannot bring back a loved one, and it will not heal a broken relationship. But God gave us laughter to help us deal with sorrow.

In this life, pain may arrive wearing baseball cleats … but laughter makes it leave wearing bunny slippers.
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AN URGENT NEED FOR YESCHATOLOSY—THE FORGOTTEN DOCTRINE OF FIRST THINGS


As I get older, the memories of some of the “firsts” in my life are beginning to fade. In fact, the entire decade of the 1970s is pretty much a blur to me. That could be the result of brain damage incurred from overexposure to leisure suits. Those collars were so big that if you wanted to go outside on a windy day in Amarillo, you had to first get clearance from air-traffic control. The first leisure suit I ever spotted (it eventually was removed with a little baking soda) was covering a Baptist preacher—in much the same way a plague covered Egypt.

As a matter of record, 95 percent of all leisure-suit sightings in the ’70s were associated with Baptist preachers. Over the years people came to realize just how hideous they were and began telling so many horrible jokes about them that even today when we see one walking down the street, our first inclination is to point and laugh hysterically (at the leisure suit, not the Baptist preacher).

I do remember my first girlfriend. Her name was Mary, and we were both in sixth grade. She was twelve and I was seventeen. In 1964, sixth-grade boys had two time-tested techniques for getting the attention of sixth-grade girls: either pull their hair or impress them with miraculous feats on the monkey bars. The monkeys usually threw me out and sent me back to the playground, where I was king. Well, maybe not the king … more like the jester.

When Mary walked by, I would hang upside down on the bar until she noticed me or until my head exploded, whichever came first. I saw Mary at my thirty-year high-school reunion. When I introduced myself, she said, “Oh yeah, you’re the weird boy in sixth grade with the exploding head.” Over her shoulder I could hear the monkeys at the bar … laughing.

According to my theological dictionary, eschatology is the doctrine of last things. Hundreds of books have been written about the Second Coming of Christ. Sometimes it is difficult to distinguish between truth and fiction.

But what about first things? What about our worship of God? What about loving our neighbor? If we are to truly worship God, we must be totally focused on Him and nothing else. Through worship we approach the throne of God and are empowered to love people and to live the abundant life Jesus came to give us.

Yeschatology is the doctrine of saying yes to God and yes to living for Him, not for ourselves. Sometimes we can get so focused on trying to figure out the future that we neglect the here and now.

If we never come to grips with the meaning of Jesus’s First Coming, how will we ever be prepared for the Second?
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IF THE INCREDIBLE EDIBLE ROAD-KILL BILL PASSES, WILL THERE BE A FORK IN THE ROAD?


Our state legislators once considered a bill that would have made road kill legal to eat. Passage of this bill would create a new state motto: “What you hit this morning in Kentucky could be supper in Tennessee.” I am convinced the lawmakers approached this as just another pork barrel and did not understand the ramifications of a bill of this maggotnitude. The cost of changing the menus alone would be gastronomical. New items would include single, double, and cripple cheeseburgers with French flies, squishkabobs, and treadmark chicken. Will that be dine-in or carry-off?

Here is a taste of phrases that would take on a whole new meaning: cold cuts, flea market, tossed salad, scraping your plate, old-fashioned dinner on the ground, shoulder roast, ground beef, eat crow, and hot off the grill. If late for a church dinner, people will simply say, “No problem. We’ll just pick up something on the way.”

This will pave the way for auto clubs to offer frequent-fryer miles, depending on the number of chickens that do not cross the road. Having leftovers will encourage the singing of “On the Road Again.” On pickup trucks, gun racks will be replaced with spice racks. McDonald’s will have a new slogan: “If your Big Mac attacks—just run over it again.”

The preferred automobile of curbside diners everywhere will be Chefrolet, fire up the grill will be changed to start your engines, and the dinner date of choice will be a romantic dinner by headlight. For liquid refreshment, there will be the occasional unsuspecting dairy cow that wanders across the highway. Got milk? But be careful. If you hit a cow, you could be arrested for leaving the scene of an “oxdent.”

When placed in the context of politics, one cannot help but approach the topic of road kill with a skewed sense of humor. But as in most everything, if we keep our minds, hearts, and stomachs open, we can learn a valuable lesson as we travel down the highway of life—at different spiritual speeds and dining on different spiritual food.

Our lives are composed of a series of events that are a direct result of decisions we made when we came to a fork in the road. One road trusts God; the other ignores Him. Our choices affect how we live. What we decide when we reach that fork in the road can make a difference in whether we feast on the riches of God’s grace or settle for road kill.

One way or the other … dinner is served.
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TAKING TIME FOR THE REFRESHING PAWS OF LIFE


To be truly fulfilled in this life, and to have humorous stories to share about pet repairs, each person should have the opportunity to own a dog or be owned by a cat. Nothing beats the sweet aroma of puppy breath and fresh puppy puddles on the carpet, or the loving feeling of a sandpaper-like kitten tongue licking your face and cat claws attaching themselves to your nearest sensitive membrane.

I always wanted to have a puppy and a kitten and raise them together to see if they would fight. I had kids instead. Another barrier that has kept me from having dogs and cats at the same time is the fact that my dog of choice is the Chihuahua. Chihuahuas are not very sociable animals. They are basically bullies. If they had been teenagers in the 1950s, each of them would have worn a little white T-shirt with a pack of cigarettes rolled up in the sleeve.

If you want to acquire a cat or dog, you need to be aware of some subtle differences. Puppy utensils include chew toys, a leash, a collar, puppy treats, and a puppy bed. Brand-new house slippers may be substituted for chew toys, and children’s toys make an excellent source for puppy treats. Kitten essentials include a litter box (about the size of Nebraska for some cats), a scooper (for internally disturbed cats you can go to the highway department and rent a front-end loader), toys, and a scratching post. Cats are finicky about scratching posts, and only the nearest soft chair, sofa, or human leg will suffice.

There are roughly fifty-five million cats in the United States. The number of dogs is unknown, but judging from the piles on my front lawn, there is at least one very large one in my neighborhood.

When I was a kid, my family had a collie named Beauty. We eventually had to give her to my uncle because he had more room for her to play and exercise. It was a year before my brother and I could visit, and my uncle warned us not to get too close to Beauty because she had become very protective. As we approached the fence, we called her name. She immediately ran to the gate and raised her paw to shake our hands.

I think about Beauty whenever I read the parable of the prodigal son. God is not pleased when we wander away from Him, but He is always there, waiting to welcome us home and shake our hands. If we took time to pause … and look in the mirror, we might realize we are the older brother in the parable. Some of us have wandered away and never really left home.

Remember, we can’t shake God’s hand if ours are busy pointing fingers.
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I HAVE NO TITLE BECAUSE I FORGOT WHAT I WAS WRITING ABOUT


Aging is an interesting concept. The idea of turning fifty seems to have captivated the thoughts of others more than it has concerned me. I was born with a fat belly and limited hair, so I figure I really haven’t changed all that much. I simply have not been compelled to write about my birthday. However, the deluge of cards, notes, and gifts (many of which were somewhat suspect in their commitment to good taste) has given me a compellsion. (It has given me more than that, but compellsion is the most graphic, yet Barney Fife-like, word I can use in a family-friendly book.)

One wayward soul even brought a cake with a Barbie doll inside, wanting out. That was fine until it came time to go to the men’s room to wash the icing off of the doll. As I was innocently giving her a good scrub, a burly construction worker entered the men’s room. I don’t know about you, but the last thing a burly construction worker wants to see when he enters a bathroom is an aging man standing at the sink washing his doll. It was a Kodak moment.

Until I received all of this attention, I wasn’t really concerned about turning fifty. Now after experiencing these events and seeing some people who are over fifty, I am more concerned. I have done some studying this week. In reading one article on aging, I discovered I am supposed to expel my toxins. I don’t even know what those are, and I certainly don’t want to know how I got them. I am also supposed to eat foods rich in antioxidants. Are those foods that are against beef?

Another important health factor at my age is to rid my environment of as many contaminants (not to be confused with contaminflies) as possible. I work in a church office. I’m around contaminants all the time. Contaminants are my life.

Some people my age have had cosmetic surgery. Even fish have been known to do that. Of course they have to consult a plastic sturgeon. The bottom line of aging is that a person is only as old as the number of magnets on his refrigerator.

Satchel Paige was the first black pitcher in the American League back in 1948, for the Cleveland Indians. He made his last pitch at the age of fifty-nine. I like what he said best of all: “How old would you be if you didn’t know how old you are?” I may be fifty, but I feel like twenty-five … except when I play softball.

It seems to me that a person could spend so much time worrying about aging that he forgets how to live. I have no plans on doing that. As long as I am breathing, I plan on carrying out God’s plan for my life.

Aging is inevitable … but I choose not to grow old.
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LIVING ON EASY STREET, MEMORY LANE, AND GLORY ROAD


Until I attended my thirty-year reunion, I never realized how many friends I didn’t have in high school. I had many acquaintances but only a handful of friends. My best friends were in my youth group or in the band. At the reunion I visited with five people from my youth group. Two had become grandmothers at the age of forty-two. They talked about babies and diapers. I talked about Chihuahuas and carpet freshener.

None of my friends from the band came, so I had to toot my own horn. I wasn’t the only one. Actually, there was not as much tooting as there was at the ten-year reunion. Twenty years ago most of them were concerned about making a name for themselves. This time the talk centered on the names of their kids and grandkids. One fellow was the proud parent of an eighteen-month-old son. He was also glassy-eyed and heavily sedated. Before every bite at dinner, he would stare off into space and say, “Open up for the choo-choo.”
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