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Tall Tales of The Bible Belt
Fish Story
"Did you hear about Bobby Blue over in Redwood," said Wade Clyde of Kingsport, Tennessee. "He caught this catfish. Took it home. Bobby had set the fish down in the kitchen sink. He gazed down at the fish. It gasping for air, since it had been out of water. And he seen that the catfish was a goner. The fish gasped one last time and expired. And Bobby started to cry and he couldn't stop crying. And he prayed for the fish."
"And he wasn't expecting it. But the fish up and give him the eye. How that catfish raised from the dead. All Bobby done was pray for it and touch its tail, stroke its fins tender-like. It was uncanny, horrible and unbelievable good all at once. A dang miracle. Bobby started dancing and singing. Him and that catfish had one good time. Watched TV and drank beer, cause it wasn't Sunday, you know."
"Bobby took to the fish. He kind of got confused, you might say. Carried it around from room to room. He talked to the fish, told the fish his life story. How he growed up and went to school and one day seen a girl playing across the street. That was Thelma in her prime or near-abouts. How he once won the school marble shooting contest. The fish listened and understood."
"Truth was his wife Thelma wanted to fry up that catfish soon as Bobby got home. As a matter of fact she'd already got her pan out and was pointing a knife at the catfish, when Bobby picked up the fish and said, "This fish is my friend. It ain't for eating." And Bobby then looked down at the fish he was cradling in his arms and he noticed something strange had happened. The fish had a child's face. That fish had sudden changed into a child. Got arms and legs. Stood up and smiled and talked."
"At which, Thelma give Bobby a look. One of them looks that she used to scare door-to-door salesman away. But Bobby and the child wasn't scared. They played gin rummy. The child won. And afterward, Bobby and the child watched a little television."
"And as much as Thelma wanted to say awful things about the child she found out the child was interesting to have around. It didn't flipflop around on the sofa or floor. The child perked up. Smiled at her. And of course, the child always give her that tender look. And told her how nice it was to know her. How good it was to be caught by such wonderful people."
"And then the strangest thing happened. The more Bobby and Thelma was around the child the more they understood the life of the fish. And how fish was people too. And Bobby never went fishing again. And Thelma never ate fish again. They lived in their house and raised this child up to be a full growed man. And after he gone away to college he come back home and he still give them that nice, tender look that make them feel so good that gasp for air like a fish out of water."
Law of Pie
Everything in the Bible Belt are governed by pie. We got the law of pie. If you caught drunk driving in the Bible Belt, you got to recite Bible verses and you can't eat pie for two weeks. Not a single bite. If you rob a bank, and shoot two tellers, you can't eat pie for six years. If you cheat on your taxes you can't have pie for six months. And if you and your wife fuss and fight over nothing, like who shot the dog. You stop making love. One of you acting and talking uglier than the other. Here's some pie. You need it.
If you go to church you deserve a piece of pie. If you dressed up nice and your shoes is shined, you get pie. You do a good deed, like help an old lady cross the street, or open the door for someone carrying grocery bags, here's a pie. Help yourself. You deserve it. You are pie-certified. If jump in the lake and save a child from drowning you get free pie from every restaurant. If you shoot a grizzly bear about to eat somebody, you have won yourself a pie.
The bakery down on West State Street has a sign in the window that says, "Free Pie To Anybody Who Sings A Hymn." They got a line down there a mile-long. People stand outside the bakery, hoping nobody runs out of pie before they can walk in a sing a gospel song. Yesterday it was blueberry, tomorrow it's apple, and don't you know the whole Southeast is excited about it.
If you can pray real good, I mean really pray like Billy Bible, that famous child evangelist who everybody loves, you will receive more pies than you can eat. More pies than it's humanly possible to consume.
But if you don't pray or read your Bible, if you use the Lord's name in vain, if you womanizing, drunk, gambling, cussing, you ain't getting no pie. Don't even ask. Don't whine about it. Don't smack your lips and point at your open mouth and rub your stomach. You ain't getting no pie no how no time. The Law of Pie was enacted in 1934, by the then governor of Tennessee, Hoyt Sallerby, of Bristol, Tennessee. He had a vision that if society was governed by who was allowed to eat pie, punishing undesirable behavior by denying people the right to eat pie, we could arrive a state of utopia.
And that's what has happened. We want to eat pie so bad that we have changed. Criminals who have robbed banks would not think of doing it again. Because they have paid the price. Anyone who sells illegal drugs cannot have pie. Can't buy a pie. Their lips will never touch a lemon meringue or apple or cherry or pecan or pumpkin pie. Same goes for pickpockets, embezzlers, kidnappers, rapists, burglars and arsonists.
Failure to pay your rent or utility bills in the state of Tennessee will get you on the "No Pie List." Use profanity and you go right to the top of the list. And if you smoke or drink too much or gamble or get into a brawl at the local pub, your pie privileges will be suspended indefinitely. If you get caught speeding in your car, if you run a stop sign, if you tailgate or use your cell-phone while driving, what do you think will happen? That's right. No pie.
Of course, for good god-fearing people, the Law of Pie is easy as pie. But there are those who can't find it within themselves to obey the law. And for them, the Law of Pie is tyrannical, unforgiving and all encompassing. It's one dessert that governs us, teaches us how to live within the Law of Pie.
For them that live outside the Law of Pie, you'll know them because they will be sickly and scrawny. Not eating pie robs the body of nutrients and minerals. Let this be a warning to renegades and ill-mannered folks. Pie has spoken.
The Sins of The Camera
"I can't stand pornography. So I up and bought me one of them Christian cameras," said Don McGrath, a long-time professional photographer from Johnson City, Tennessee. "I seen it advertised in a Christian magazine. Takes nice, clean photographs. Easy to use, adjust, right smart."
"It ain't like them other cameras. Ain't crude or coarse like some cameras I know. Them heathen cameras that do whatever they want. Uncivilized, barbarian cameras. Improper, boorish antics."
"This camera's got character. Been to church, been baptized, took communion, tithed, read the Bible and prayed. It does. Imagine that. Did you ever hear of a camera that obeys the ten commandments. This camera's a good Christian. Righteous living, tea-totaling, god-fearing camera. This here camera has accepted the Lord into its heart."
"Let's face it some cameras break the law. Don't have no bearings when it comes to setting a good example. Fact is they's a lot of cameras out there is bad. Just don't have high moral standards. They been corrupted by the devil."
"This Christian camera don't take nothing but pictures of Christians and the Christian life. If you get a drunk or gambler or womanizer in your finder, it just don't click. Nothing comes out. Ain't that the most delightful thing you ever heard?"
"Everybody know cameras are good things to own. Course, they's good cameras and they's bad cameras. You got to know how to pick a camera out. Don't assume a camera got good qualities. Don't hesitate to ask questions about whether it's a Christian camera or not. Maybe you need a Catholic camera or an Episcopalian camera or a Baptist camera. Either way check the features, the label, read the instructions."
"You don't want to get into any trouble. A bad camera can make some pretty awful pictures. Mistakes occur because the camera fails to live up to expectations. Or it just plain is dirty-minded. The fault lies in the camera and not in the photographer, you need to understand the qualities you should be looking for in a camera. Dependability is one of the keys in selecting the best camera."
"To avoid the pitfalls, a good camera has to have principles. Bad cameras are to blame for most of the misbehaving we see in pornography magazines and films. R-rated means the camera is unethical. It ain't the person behind the camera, it's the camera. They's two kinds of cameras. Christian cameras and pagan cameras. The pagan kind don't got any beliefs or virtues. They shoot people in their birthday suits. Shoot people doing violent things. Robbing banks, knifing other human beings. Ferocious, irresponsible pagan cameras don't have no good sense."
"It's Daddy and Mama didn't teach the camera right from wrong. It got bad genes. It thinks society is better for it behaving like it does. Wicked, loose as a goose. Immoral behavior by cameras, video and still cameras, has been going on for decades."
"Therefore the wild, bad camera misbehaves, thinking it can get away with being lewd ogler, peeping tom that ain't no good for nothing. Exposing the shameful parts of society. The act of love should not be put on film, and any camera that thinks it's capable of doing so is arrogant, disillusioned, and plum ignorant."
"The unprincipled camera does not tell the truth. It exaggerates. It captures the smallest petty things. It's neither noble or fearless. But a degenerate liar among us. It's uncivilized demeanor is one of perversion. It's mischief thrill-seeking maligns. It's shameless thievery of decency has offended every decent citizen. The bad camera is much need of reprimand. Incarceration, punishment fitting its horrible crimes."
"The bad camera don't got any sense. It's rubbish, and I mean worthless. Instead of showing the world how Christianity will nourish society, the bad camera is profane. Spilling out the most outrageous, bestial conduct. It attempts to overthrow our Christian democracy and devour the glorious human spirit in one bite. The bad camera shows the wretchedness that men are capable of. The offensive, inhuman capacity of a mindless and depraved world. One bent on self-destruction and outright meanness to the sacred notions of life we all hold dear. "
"I suggest if you got a bad camera you ought to bring it to church. Let it listen to a few sermons. Teach your camera how to pray. Read your Bible to your camera. Sing hymns to it. And if that don't work, nothing will."
"Me, I baptized my three old cameras. Held them down in the sink. Poured hot water and detergent over them. Let them soak. Sure they didn't like it none. They beeped. But They good Christian cameras now."
This Here Is The Bible Belt
Welcome to the Bible Belt, where pigs talk and bibles fly and burning bushes report the news, sports and weather, not to mention quotes from the American Stock Exchange. And Satan lives just up the street. Drives a red convertible. And angels will give you a lift to church, if you don't have one.
Here is where the child evangelist Billy Bible who by the age of seven saved three thousand souls, and farmers grow vegetables big as houses, so they rented them out. And talking rabbits travel the Appalachian Trail preaching the gospel in small country churches, possums will read your fortune. We got singing bears, the ghost of Elvis Presley attending Wednesday Night Prayer Meeting, Bibles giving birth to children, and an assortment of lamb's tales, cow's tales, pig tales. Farm animals possessed of gifts to spread the gospel.
The Evangelical Spectator particularly enjoyed the one about the church offering plate that floated around the sanctuary of the First Methodist church in Blountville, Tennessee. The offering plate would hover above the congregation and dip to allow tithing. The plate would spin after each contribution and whisper its gratitude. As well, we enjoyed the splendid tales about the Devil. The Devil Bakes A Cake, The Devil and His Chain of Barbecue Rib Restaurants, and The Satan Sings On The Radio.
We should also mention the little known facts collected in "Tall Tales of The Bible Belt." Interesting tidbits like how the Devil hates the rain, snow or any other wet precipitation. It tends to blister his skin. And swimming is entirely out of the question.
In addition, we can't express say enough about how much we like the idea of the Devil being a member of the community. And of course, he is just that. If somebody sees the Devil then why not tell about it. What the Devil does should be of interest to the Christian community. We need to look out for signs that he's coming or has been here.
Atheists, for example, in Virginia have gathered together to form an all-atheist jazz-band, an all atheist baseball team that travels around the country, an all atheist country club and an all atheist bowling team.
To quote a passage from the book, "We think atheists live in high-rise caves. Or they could be cliff-dwellers. We know they eat grass, leaves, insects, rodents, lizards, snakes, rocks and the occasional bag of dirt."
Not to mention the various strange wild flowers observed growing in the Blue Ridge Mountains. The Zenobia Red Tulip, for example, has the scent of scrambled eggs, and if you're not careful will provoke passersby to spin in circles while reciting scripture. The Wild Orange Mum grows only in east Tennessee, and has a powerful sleep inducing effect on any creature or man causing the rabbit or man to lie down and snore loudly. This would explain why so many men in east Tennessee snore loudly when they go to bed.
As well more incidents of folks walking on water, talking in tongues, a strange and magical foreign and dead languages in praise of the Holy Spirit, often accompanied by wiggling, hooting and rolling on the floor. We were pleased to find the old story of the rabbit raised from the dead and the red-headed truck-stop waitress named Betsy who wrote a bestseller, "I Waited On John The Baptist." And of course, that windstorm that blew through Murfreesboro, Tennessee, traveled on to Nashville and appeared on the Grand Ol' Opry, sang alongside Willie Nelson.
We would mention "Tall Tales of The Bible Belt is the best thing since apple dumplings. It can make you feel so good you think you're at the lake fishing for blue gill. It began as a way for Christians to understand themselves and the greatness of the Bible Belt.
Christians got a sense of humor. They got it like the porcupine's got quills. We know what and why and wherefor. We know the Bible. In our community, we got many small churches that sing hymns so sweet you could make honey.
We got enchanted forests, farms, domestic and wild animals, and mountains on which spirits roam. We Christians try darndest best to strengthen our faith, and convince visitors not be frightened. The heroes and heroines and villains in these parts being the stuff that faith is made frion. A huge and ferocious belief in the Lord.
Some stories got exaggerated. A little, maybe. Faith has a source of power that lends itself to enlightenment and therefore, the pulling of a leg now and again was okay. As long as the truth was behind it, somewhere. Maybe snuck in the back-door. But handy. Tall tale tellers could spin a whole town around. The wildest tall tale fantasy left a taste in the mouth like honey.
The Bible Belt, if the truth be known, is about the most exciting, wonderful and amazing place there is. And then some. We don't know why anyone would leave it.
Christian Dog School
Billy Bible is a round little man. He walks on stage with a swagger. Gestures wildly with his right hand for something to happen. Something magical. Surfire gone fantastic wonderful and miraculous. Dog-gone out of this here world. And it does. He looks down at the floor. He points his finger at the floor. There is nothing there. But he sees something and he speaks to it.
"Nice dog. Good boy." Billy pats the air. He sees a dog there. The audience doesn't. What kind of comedy is this you might ask. What kind of hocus-pocus is happening. Billy proceeds to inform us.
"Welcome to the first demonstration of The Evangelical Christian dog training school. We train dogs to worship the Lord. Not long ago we recognized that our household pets were unschooled in religion. They live in our homes and yet pay no attention to the Lord. They have not been trained to glorify the Almighty."
Billy again pats the air. Then reaches into his pocket for a dog treat, which he gives to the imaginary dog. "Praise the Lord," Billy requests of the dog. And the dog barks. The dog's response bringing a joyful smile to Billy's face. "Good boy. That's the way to be a christian."
"Which way is heaven?" Billy inquires of the dog. "Woof! Woof!" the dog says, obviously supplying the correct answer.
"Recite Psalm 43," Billy requests of the dog. "Woof! Woof!" the dog says. "That's it. That's right. Go on! "Woof! Woof!" the dog says.
"What a good boy you are,"Billy says. What a good christian." And Billy reaches inside his pocket to retrieve another dog treat, which he hands to the dog.
We at the Evangelical Christian Dog School want dogs that do not merely perform tricks. We want dogs who believe in the Lord. We observed that dogs bark at strangers in the yard. We saw dogs sitting up and playing dead and shaking hands and fetch our slippers and newspapers. We wanted more of our dogs. We wanted dogs to lead Christian lives. That's why at the Evangelical Christian Dog School we teach dogs to recite bible verses, pray, show reverence to the Lord.
"Can you wag your tail for the Lord," Billy asks the dog. Billy stares down at the floor. "Good boy!" says Billy. "The light of the Lord shines down on the true believers. His sins have been washed away. He has been forgiven for chasing trucks and cats and biting the postman."
"He no longer barks at strangers. Why, he tells of the coming of the Lord. He recites Bible verses to everyone he meets. He spreads the gospel."
"Jump for the Lord. Jump!" Billy looks up at the ceiling, then down. He does this several times, as though he watching the dog leap into the air and back to the stage.
"Praise God almighty," Billy says. "Woof, woof." We hear the dog bark. But we don't see a dog. We catch Billy moving his lips and the woof sound comes from him, of all places.
"Dogs want to worship the Lord. They need to be trained. Taught just like children need to be taught how to love the Lord. At the Evangelical Christian Dog School we will teach your dog how to be outstanding good Christians. Pious dogs. Good dogs. Dogs that know how to show their faith. You'll be pleased at the change you'll see. When you kneel and pray they kneel right beside you. When you read your Bible they will want to hear the word of the Lord as much as you."
"Don't you want a christian dog in your house?"
"Yeah. That's this here all right. A nice dog. Very obedient."
"Not that I have a way with dogs. It's the Lord. The Holy Spirit inside this here dog." Woof. Woof.
"What does I mean?"
"I mean what I says and I says what I mean. This here dog is Christian. He got love in his heart for the Lord and his fellow man. What you don't know is how Christianity changes a dog. This here dog is born-agan. This here dog does household chores most dogs don't do."
"Like what?"
"Dusting and vacuuming. Doing the dishes and laundry. Mopping the kitchen floor. Painting the garage. I seen this dog out mowing the lawn, clipping the hedges. This here dog can play the guitar and sing like Conway Twitty. This dog can fix a great pot-roast and bake a fine apple pie. It can paint your livingroom. Even get up at the crack of dawn and scramble eggs and make coffee. Now that's a good dog."
The Supernatural Christian
Can you walk on water? Can you turn stone into bread? Can you turn water into wine? Can you cast out demons? Can you raise the dead? Can you speak in tongues? Can you make the blind see? Can you make a deaf person hear? Can you give a mute the power of speech?
The amazing talent of Christians is testimony to their faith. But also their talent for knowing what to do? Where to find the right answers for problems.
Christians possess talents. Prayer brings unspeakable powers. Can you make it rain? Does the sun follow you around? Do the stars come out when you speak to them?
A man in Tennessee commanded a swarm of bumblebees to sting a bankrobber. A woman in Virginia turned a used-car salesman into a pig. A child in North Carolina can fly. How is this possible? By what measure of faith, can Christians find it within themselves to walk across a blue lake at sunset?
Can you read the Bible in the dark? Can you read the Bible without opening it? Can you recite entire passages from Pslams which you have never read? If you answer yes to these questions, you are a supernatural Christian.
Does God speak to you? What does he say? Have you seen him? How often has God revealed himself to you?
Evangelical Christians, in particular, are discovering they have mysterious powers, beyond those of normal Christians. The Evangelical Christian can fly like an angel. They are lighter than air. On Sundays, they fly in flocks to church. Each carrying their Bible.
Supernatural Baptists have the power to pass the offering plate around their sanctuary without touching the plate. The plate floats around the sanctuary. The congregation places their tithes into the plate. Bibles rises and float upward to the ceiling.
In Lutheran churches, hymnbooks open by themselves. The congregation, full of the Holy Spirit, know the words to each hymn. They fell a warm glow come over them. It is the light from Heaven. In their coatpockets, they find a piece of blue sky. It's warm to the touch.
Shaped like a blue jade stone. Shiny, smooth on one side, rough on the other. It is rare, they know. And important to understand its worth. They know to protect it. They wrap it in a handkerchief. It hums.
They take it out when they get home. They place the blue sky on the coffee table or on the fireplace mantle. Or they hang it up on the wall like a photograph or portrait. It glows, whispers secrets about them, which tell them the things they need to know.
What is the time and place to fish or hunt. What the weather will be for Sunday. And what book of the Bible they should read next. And many other secrets which make them understand their place in the world.
A week later they bury it in the backyard. A few days later they noticed a sprig appears. The birds know what is happening. They warble. In a day or two, it starts. An apple tree grows tall from the blue stone. When they eat the fruit they feel stronger. They understand what is important. The church, the Lord, singing hymns, prayer and reading the Bible.
And they intuitively understand their superiority. Evangelical Christians know so much more than non-Christians. They know how to walk on water. How to turn stone into bread. Water into wine.
Supernatural Christians can do lots of things heathens cannot. Supernatural Christians can eat a bowl of grapes without touching the fruit. The grapes float upward from the bowl and circle the room. Then drift toward them and into their mouths.
Likewise cakes make themselves. Pies make themselves. Dinnner is prepared by each item on the menu suddenly invigorated, inspired to bake itself, fry itself and prepared by a heavenly invisible force, the dishes are served.
The Lord moves in mysterious ways.
The Amazing Lives of Christians
"They's so amazing you never tell what will happen next," said Harry Powell. "The Amazing Lives of Christians" is a new book that details the extraordinary things that happen to Evangelical Christians."
"Laura Brighten knelt beside her bed and prayed one night. Next day she won the State Lottery. Seventeen million buckaroos. Philip Fox went to church on Sunday and opened his hymn book and found a treasure map. Later that day he went out to Hungry Mother Park and dug up a metal box filled with gold coins and diamonds. Blessed the man who worships the Lord."
"Dave Mumpower, a good Christian for his whole life, met Jennifer Bowman. And two months later they were married. Love, Christian love, smites the ones that need it most. What better fortune to win than a heart. Two people made happy by joining in holy matrimony."
"Roy Clammon bit into an apple and found a worm. He used that same worm to participate in a fishing contest, which he won. A twenty foot fishing boat and ten thousand dollars in cash. Plus a trip to the Great Smoky Mountains, where the bears all sing hymns and read the Bible."
"Dang, they must be a thousand stories in that there book. Every time I pick it up some Christian is having a good time. I never heard of some of them stories. Like the one where Sweet Betty from Limestone, Tennessee shot a rabbit for telling her an off-color joke. That's of course a tall tale. Rabbits don't tell off-color jokes. They mostly stick to funny fishing and hunting humor, which tends to save their lives at dire junctures like the one mentioned."
"I hear tell of Christians doing the most amazing things. Eating six fried chickens at a church picnic. Reciting Bible verses for days on end without stopping. I knowed this one fellow who read the Bible nonstop for twenty years. He read it in his sleep, or while driving. Bathing and eating. Mowing the lawn. Shopping for groceries. He continuously read the Bible. He was amazing."
"Got run over in downtown Johnson City, Tennessee. Poor thing. Guess he didn't see that truck coming."
Games Christians Play
"I love horseshoes," said Zeke McKowski of Johnson City, Tennessee. "I always have. Guess I always will. Before Wednesday Night Prayer Meeting we play horseshoes. We're a bunch of happy Christians who love the toss them irons. It's about the most Christian game there is. Don't get as many ringers as we'd like. But we love to hear them shoes clank. Mostly we hit dirt. The box ain't always so cooperative. And we know the Devil is don't allow no ringers when he's around. So we keep watch."
"Course, there's other games Christians play. Bingo, softball, pinochle, bridge, canasta, golf and miniature golf. We don't cheat. Keep score honestly. Don't curse if we make a mistake or lose a game. Christians don't stop being Christians just because they want to win the game."
"Batmitten is a great Christian game. Always lively. The Holy Spirit is great within us. But never so much when we play batmitten. It's a spiritual uplifting and most amusing game. And to play it at the church at night with the church spotlights beaming down on you. Well, that's heavenly. You feel good swinging your racket, even if you miss it's bliss."
"We play Bible baseball at the church. If you answer a question correctly you get on base. The question is always pertaining to some knowledge gained from the Bible. Once, I knocked in Sonny Billings and won the game. Everyone in Sunday School was impressed. I was the hero. Though I admit striking out a few times, too. I was distracted by the Devil. He kept whispering in my ear and tapping me on the shoulder. Couldn't concentrate. I was all flustered. Couldn't keep my eye on the ball."
"One time when we was playing softball at the church Trudy Gavins swung and popped up way out beyond second base. Too far to get to. And Harry White yelled, "Get it, Lord Jesus! Get it!" But the ball fell pitifully between the infield and the outfield. And the runner was safe. The Lord helps them who help themselves. Harry shouldn't oughta done that. He ain't got the sense of a hollow log."
"I suppose the favorite game of Christians, though is hunting for atheists. Of course, it's got to be in season and there's a limit we got to follow. But there's something exciting hunting them down, watching them run when they see us coming. Sometimes they jump straight up in the air when we spot them. You see them horns sticking up out of their heads. Them hoofed feet. That's when we hear that animal grunt, growl snort we know we got ourselves a bone fide atheist.You hear that tiny shrill cry like they didn't mean to say they don't believe in the Lord."
"Makes it all worth while. Ain't nothing better than the thrill of the atheist hunt. Bagged me five of them last summer. Got my picture in The Evangelical Spectator. That's me on the right smiling, both arms around them sneering two atheist who didn't like it none. Just call me Davy Crockett."
The Narcisstic Christian
Are some Christians narcissistic? Do they over-value their contributions to church, family and self. Cauldwell Jilly of Bristol, Tennessee has studied narcissistic Christians for over a decade. And has written a book about them, called "The Lord Done Told Me."
"I can't tell you how many narcissistic Christians there are in East Tennessee. But they if you throwed a rock you would hit one. They hear the Lord. They hear him at football games and when they go shopping at the mall. And they hear the Lord's voice come out of toasters and dishwashers and vaccuum cleaners. The Lord is always telling them what to do and what to eat. And what to say when times get rough."
Quoting from his treatise:
"One of the most important symptoms of Christian narcissism is grandiosity. That's when a fellow starts seeing himself as important as his truck or his pig or his dog. Grandiose fantasies (megalomaniac delusions of grandeur) permeate every aspect of the narcissist's personality. Let's say he wants something big, like a new truck."
Well, then he prays for it. Thinking the Lord will provide. But maybe the Lord ain't feeling up to giving him that truck. They are the reason that the narcissist feels entitled to special treatment which is typically incommensurate with his real accomplishments. Maybe he don't deserve nothing. Ever thought of that?
The grandiosity gap is the abyss between the Christian narcissist's self-image to his hillybilly reality. Can a Christian cracker know the way? Of course, he can. He needs to read the Bible and go to church. When narcissistic supply of inspiration is deficient, the narcissist decompensates and acts out in a variety of ways. Christian Narcissists often experience psychotic micro-episodes during therapy and when they suffer narcissistic injuries in a life crisis. But can the Christian narcissist "go over the edge"? Do Christian narcissists ever become psychotic? Jump off church roofs?
Though self-deception may occur in the Christian Narcissist he is always fully aware of the difference between true and false, real and make-believe, the invented and the real, right and wrong. In other words, the Christian Narcissist can see, think and feel.
His chameleon-like ability to change guises, his conduct, and his convictions can and do vary. They can turn on a dime. The Christian Narcissist is a wild, reverent fellow who loves to read the Bible and go to church and pray.
Matt. 19:26
Jesus looked at them and said, “With man this is impossible, but with God all things are possible.”
"The cross shows the mercy of God, the resurrection demonstrates His power."
God's mercy and power have been present since the beginning. Genesis tells the story of the beginning. Click Genesis 1-2 to learn the message from the beginning!
The Bible is God's Love Letter to People everywhere.
How do I know this? Jesus tells us in John 3:16.
"For God so loved the world that he gave his one and only Son, that whoever believes in Him shall not perish but have eternal life."
Matt. 7:7-11
Ask and it will be given to you; seek and you will find; knock and the door will be opened to you. For everyone who asks receives; he who seeks finds; and to him who knocks, the door will be opened. Which of you, if his son asks for bread, will give him a stone? Or if he asks for a fish, will give him a snake?
Philippians 4:13
I can do everything through him who gives me strength.
The Invisible Christian
"I knowed for some time Christians have been disappearing," said Tammy Bowman of Raspberry, Tennessee. "They go a little bit at a time. Real slow. First, maybe a toe or finger or ear. It takes a while to notice. But it happens. They wake up and can't find their left ear. Look all over for it. Think maybe it's in the closet or in the chester drawer, or maybe they left in the glove compartment. Or somebody borrowed it. Maybe it fell off coming home from church."
"Harry Beachman woke up one morning and he couldn't find his left thumb. He went to bed with it. Didn't know what had happened. Didn't know what hit him. How could something like that happen? I mean is their a scientific explanation as to why somebody lose a finger and not know it till the next morning. And why is it that this is happening to Christians and not other religious groups? The Buddhists don't miss no fingers, no ears, no toes. Why Christians should be subjected to such denigration and punishment is beyond me. We need our toes and fingers and ears."
"Truth is when we don't listen like ought to we stand a chance of losing an ear. The Lord will take it as we sleep. If we should speak unkindly of some person who don't deserve bad mouthing we could wake up with no tongue. Just a mouth full of gums and teeth. An obscene jesture or what appears to be an ugly gesture to someone else may result in the loss of a finger."
"Stick you nose in somebody's business and you could wake up without your nose. Kick somebody around for no good reason and you could lose a toe. If you can't see the good in people, if you can't see the workings of the Lord, you could find yourself blind in one eye. The other blurry. You disappearing a little at a time. Until they ain't much left. I knowed Charlie Caldwell lost his brain when he couldn't think of anything good to say about Tom Shook. Forgot how to read and write. Forgot how to walk and talk. Had to relearn everything. Jill Darling woke up one morning and both her legs were gone. It was awful. Had to read the Bible for a week to get them to grow back. All that week her husband had to carry her around like a bag of potatoes."
"I seen Christians at church. Some with no heads, no arms, no mouths. It's becoming a regular things. If you are half a Christian and you half believe, then that's what you will end up. Faith keeps you together. Don't take it for granted. Faith is something you do every day. I seen a lady in church last Sunday. She had a pretty face. But no nose. She had one of them fake noses on, tried to cover it."
"Christians got to learn how to keep themselves together. And they can do that by reading the Bible, keeping their faith renewed and strong. Hymn singing will restore missing fingers and toes. I knowed that. Because it helped me. You can't just spread salve on missing body parts. And expect them to return. Takes a heap of faith. Takes the Holy Spirit to grow you a head. You speak poorly of someone your mouth could jump off and run down to the creek. You lose you head in an argument. Next thing you know you won't have a head. And what is left of you is all you got. And will that be enough to get you by."
"There are some Christians who are totally invisible. We can't see them. Because they don't know how to get back what they lost. That's what the church is for. The church is there to recover their lost bodies and souls. If they'd just come back they knowed that."
Christians Thrown to Lions in Alabama
"I seen it. I seen it happen. It was one awful thing," said Vernon Fulton. "They throwed two Christians to the lions. It was in Tuscaloosa, Alabama. A bunch of roman soldiers grabbed these two nice Christians and heaved them into the cage at the zoo. It was a terrible sight. Something you don't figure you will ever see in your lifetime. But there it was."
"Persecution ain't pretty. Anyways, at first the lions prowled around, sniffing the Christians. The Christians was praying and trembling. Then come around the lions with roaring and snarling their teeth. One Christian got bit and tossed into the air. Another was grabbed hold of by the necktie and dragged around the cage. Some of the Roman soldiers cheered when the Christians screamed and wiggled and grimaced. It was obvious the crowd didn't like no Christians. A bunch of no good liberals. Probably democrats, leftist gorillas, atheists with nothing better to do on Saturday. But watch Christians get throwed to the lions. It being the lions lunchtime and them lions as hungry as good old southern boys at a church picnic."
"Then commenced the most wildest free-for-all bang up wrestling match ever on pay television. The event being broadcast live to all Bible Belt states and some overseas who love to watch a good fight. The Christians smacking them lions. Grabbing them by the scruff of the neck and walloping the tar out of them. Two Christians versus four mean, ugly lions who hadn't eaten all day. One Christians grabbed a lion by the tail and pulled and pulled. I swear he yanked that tail something fierce and the lion just turned around and looked at him like nothing had happened."
"But then the real conflict began. The lions getting punched in the bellies and stomped on by the Christians who was filled plumb up to their eyes with courage that come direct from the Lord and reading the Bible everyday for all of their lives. And I think you know what I mean, cause anybody who reads the Bible has got courage enough to beat up a couple of lions. Maybe bring on some tigers and bears. Christians don't know their own strength."
"The Christians swung upper cuts and right and left hooks. A referee danced around the cage, making certain it was a fair fight. Bells sounded between rounds. The fight manager for the Christians was Reverend Haywood Gilley who has never lost a Christian to the lions yet."
"Between rounds nice Christian ladies walked around the cage holding up placards indicating what round it was. And the pay-for-view customers were treated to advertisements for Christian products like Psalms toothpaste and Leviticus mouthwash. And Ecclesiastes laundry detergent."
"This fight wasn't really fair. The Christians had the edge. Since the Lord was on their side and all. The walloping and the kabooming rights and lefts commenced without end. The lions winded, not being able to keep up with the onslaught of wild punches. The Christians biting and kicking and gouging. Pulling fur and twisting legs and riding them lions around the cage. Whooping it up. The referee calling it at round eleven. Raising the arms of the two Christian winners. Best fight I ever seen. And evidence of the power of faith."
How Christians Can Get Their Own Halos
Some Christians have been arriving at church with bright, shiny halos over their head. How does that happen? It seems illogical that mortal Christian should have halos. A simple miracle like a halo is not something easily explained.
When asked they shrug it off. It's nothing really, they say. But it is something vital. A bright burning ring of light that hovers above their heads. And that light follows them around. If they tilt their heads, the halo tilts. If they jump up and down the halo jiggles. It seems strange.
Of course, unbeknownst to us all at the church. These Christians have not all arrived at their halos by being pure. No, they contrived by devious means to throttle the process.
Once a week they stuck their fingers in light sockets. And the halo appeared over their heads. It was a frightening, dangerous thing to do. But the effect has been most impressive. Particularly when they arrive at Sunday Evening Worship. The whole street lights up. A good two thousand watts going.
It's DC voltage, of course. The halo seems powered miraculously by a gigantic electrostatic generator. So, you must close your eyes it's so bright. Curious kids might still stick their finger in a light socket and receive a shock, but that technique is not recommended. Better to earn your halo. The minister insists on that.
Be careful. Though a halo is envied. A prized thing for certain.
In Christian sacred art, holy persons (saints) are depicted with a halo, a golden, yellow or white circular glow, around the head. It is sometimes called a nimbus as well. And deservedly so.
The halo appears in the art of ancient Greece and Rome, and was incorporated into Christian art sometime in the 4th century. Round halos are used to signify saints. A cross within a halo is used to represent Jesus Christ. Triangular halos are used for representations of the Trinity. Square halo are used to depict unusually saintly living personages.
In popular piety, this practice has led to the belief that saints during their earthly life actually walked around with a halo around their head. Of the many wonderful stories about saints, some report that a saint was literally glowing. This is called the aureole, a lemon-drop-shaped item that appears to radiate from the entire body of the holy being.
Originally, the halo represented a glow of sanctity emanating from the head. Since it was conventionally drawn as a circle, during the Renaissance, when perspective became more important in art, the halo was changed from an aura surrounding the head to a golden ring that appeared in perspective, mysteriously floating above the heads of the saints.
The symbol of the tri-radiant halo has been used specifically to identify Christ in Christian Art for at least fifteen hundred years. This article further explores its relation to the structure of Scripture, and reviews the its explcit appearance as a halo with only three arms.
The cruciform halo probably originated with the union of the Circle and Cross in figures like the the Celtic Cross. The two symbols were combined to signify the universal nature (Circle) of the central fact of the Gospel - Jesus Christ and Him crucified (Cross). When adapted for use as the halo in icons of Christ, only three arms could be seen because the fourth was obscured by the head.
This fortuitous "accident" allowed the artist to simultaneously express two additional fundamental and interelated Christian doctrines in a single figure. The Doctrine of the Trinity is echoed in the three arms, or rays of light as they often are represented, and the Deity of Christ is explicity expressed in the inscription of the three Greek letters that spell Ho On, the translation of "I AM" found in the Septuagint version of Exodus 3:14. This means that five fundamental Christian Doctrines are symbolically expressed in this simple iconic pattern:
The Christian Telephone
"That new Christian phone is great," said Mary Sue Yeager. "It never rings when I'm praying. It knows when I'm at church, so it gives the caller a message. Or when I'm having dinner or taking a bath. The phone don't ring when you're reading the Bible. Ain't that something? The Tennessee Telephone Company knows how to treat Christians. No telemarketing calls, no calls from Satan, either. No obscene phone-calls. If you get one they will refund your money."
"Information operators are so polite. Everytime you call up for a number, the operators will recite a Bible verse. And while you're on hold you hear a hymn, like "Love Lifted Me" or "Old Rugged Cross" or "Onward Christian Soldiers."
"I tried to call Heaven. But the 800 number was busy. Though I know one lady, Berth Pitt, she got through and an angel answered and said, "Jesus wasn't home right now. We just stepped out. But if you leave a message, we'll get right back to you."
"The minute you pick up that phone, I tell you, it's a delight. If you don't have strong faith you get a lot static, a weak connection. Sometimes it don't work at all. If you've prayed that whole week, gone to church, read your Bible, never cussed at nobody. Then the phone works just fine. Cord never gets tangled. Don't never need cleaning. It repairs itself. That's the miracle of the Christian phone."
"Millie Gerber's got a cordless Christian phone. She can carry it all the way out to the backyard and talk, talk, talk. They coming with a Christian cell-phone. Can't shout into it. Can't annoy nobody with the ring-tone. It plays only hymns. Softly. Can't put it on vibrate. That's not Christian."
"One of the drawbacks to the Christian phone is that you can't call nobody who isn't a Christian. Or say, if they lose their soul, you can't connect. Or they drunk or just come back from gambling or womanizing. But I don't know nobody like that. Do you?"
"Best thing about that Christian phone is you don't have to plug it into the wall. Don't use electricity. Don't have no recharge on it. Runs on faith. You figure people will be using it? Just to save electricity. And best of all, it don't cost nothing. All you gotta do is live right. Go to church, pray, read the Good Book. If you sin they send you a bill. Cussing will cost you seven cents a minute. Adultery fourteen cents a minute. Jealousy nine cents a minute. Coveting your neighbor's new car three cents per minute. Stealing will get three dollars. And I don't want to even talk about it cost to take the name of the Lord in vain."
Tall Tales of East Tennessee
East Tennessee is a remarkable place. Unlike any other place on this green earth. A visitor may be not appreciate, nor fully understand the mysterious and wondrous things that happen here. The life of a rural community in Appalachia not easily comprehended by the outsider. We baffle, though don't mean to. We're just a little different.
For surely nothing commonplace ever happens in east Tennessee.
Not since the pioneers settled here. We got a pie-eating contest that started around the Civil War and it's still going on. We got band festivals, football and basketball games, country music concerts to attend. Conway Twitty, Elvis, Hank Williams wake us and Roy Ackuff, Dolly Parton, Minnie Pearl, Bill Monroe put us to bed.
We aren't fools enough to believe the news. We barely believe the sports. We watch television, often with the sound off. We drink buttermilk, eat grits with a fork and don't care too much for sleeping late. If we get up after seven o'clock in the morning, the birds pretend they don't know us. The scrambled eggs and bacon don't taste as fresh. And we can't find anything in the house. Not our wrist watches or car keys or billfolds. We're lost.
We wear our best clothes on Sunday. We go to church. Our next-door neighbors are the Good Samaritan. We half-expect to look out our living room windows and see John the Baptist walking down the street. Methuselah up at the old folk's home. He can remember things that happened long ago. Far back, so far back. Why, he can remember when Adam and Eve came to church in their new Studebaker. Somewhere not far off is the garden of Eden. We buy apples, oranges and plums grown there from roadside markets.
When we attend a church picnic we suspect strongly the twelve disciple may drop by. We wonder if they came what they would eat. Granny Batty's potato salad, Jody Marsh's apple pie, Linda Miller's fried chicken, Tilly Post's biscuits and gravy?
We live in the Bible Belt. We hear tell of pretty tall stories. You climb up one of them tall tales you can look out and see Davy Crockett crossing the Great Smokey Mountains and Thomas Wolfe at the train station in Asheville headed for New York City. You can see Daniel Boone, Babe Ruth, Big Foot and General Andrew Jackson, all headed for Knoxville and the University of Tennessee, where a football game is about to start.
We hear now and again reports about angels. How they been seen flying around Greeneville and Morristown and roosting on church-tops. And everywhere wild rumors abound if you don't attend church, angels will fly by your house, knock on your door and when you come out, grab you and fly you to church. They will give you a lift. (And if you should be caught fishing or hunting on Sunday, angels will nab you and take you to church.)
We fish. We don't always eat what we catch. We are fishermen of men, too. Yesterday we caught a big-mouth baptist, a speckled Lutheran, a striped Episcopalian and wall-eyed Catholic with a double-chin. It's all the wrist, you know. See our photos in the Kingsport newspaper. We are smiling creatures. We smile a lot. We don't grin. Grinning is for unsophisticated people. We laugh. We cry when somebody burns the biscuits. Ain't it a shame?
We have the freshest air and the greenest hills anywhere. One whiff of our air and you feel good. You can play the fiddle. You can sing and play the guitar like Hank Snow. In east Tennessee, everybody plays the guitar and sings country music. We're born that way. We sing hymns, too. Those gospel tunes are in our blood.
Sometimes we talk different from other places. We talk twang and dang. We're tall and short and a little hefty around the middle. Some of our best friends are pigs and hogs and cows and chickens. If you can talk to your dog or horse you can talk to anybody. They don't listen to just anybody. You got to communicate. I know a reverend who gets his dog to wash his car, vacuum the living room and mow the lawn. Now that's communication.
We love the Bible. We read the scripture. We believe in the power of scripture. On a cold morning, you read Deuteronomy to a stalled car and up will start. Nothing like Deuteronomy to clean our a carburetor.
The sun over east Tennessee can't decide which town it likes best. So it shines down on all of our towns. Which is mighty fine if you're a farmer. You don't want to live somewhere the sun hides from your crops. And good for the rest of us, too.
Likewise, the stars don't hide from anybody, like they do in some areas of the country. If you stand in the starlight or the moonlight long enough, you will hear a whippoorwill or owl call your name.
We are friendly people. Everyone knows each other. We sometimes feel related even if we aren't. Squirrels, chickens, cows are our cousins. They know us. We know them. East Tennessee is that amazing. And more. The skunks in east Tennessee smell prettier than french cologne. And the bumblebees don't sting. And fish jump at the lake every time a bluebird sings. And nobody burps in public, except a few bullfrogs.
If a jackrabbit crosses your trail, you'll have good luck for a week. Throw a rock at the moon and you'll end up either bride or groom. Spit on a spider and you'll grow up tall and strong. (Have you ever heard a cowlick moo? In east Tennessee, they do.) Jump a bush at the church and you'll never have to worry about money for the rest of your life. Poke a turtle with a stick and you'll turn into a polecat. Find a worm in your apple and you feel like a millionaire. Catch a lightning bug and your future will be bright. Tie a string to a junebug, fly it high and feel like a king. The world on a string. If you find a grasshopper in your backyard and dig right under it, you'll find treasure chest full of diamonds, emeralds and rubies. See a dragonfly and run around the house three times or you'll go crazy.
We sometimes see the shadows of Confederate soldiers resting beneath the maple and oak trees. If you listen real close to our creeks and rivers they will tell you tall tales. If you listen to the wind it will tell you no lies. If you listen to our crickets at night, you can hear them singing 'The Battle Hymn of the Republic.' Or 'When Johnny Comes Marching Home.'
You can just about set your watch to the church bells that ring in our towns. They call us by our names. Ding dong, ding dong. And what does that mean? Church-bells seem to understand us in a way that nothing else does. What are they saying? It's all of human understanding -- ding dong ding dong. All we know. Or need to know. Listen. It's amazing to hear church-bells. They tell us things.
All human compassion. And where ever we go they follow us. Ding dong, ding dong. They touch us lightly on the arm. Pat our backs. Nudge us toward places we don't know. They grab us by the arm, they grab us by the leg.
They won't let go. Church-bells. They somehow get inside us. They want to change us. Make us see things. Make us believe in ourselves.
Of course, sometimes make a "bong-bong or bong-diddy-bong" sound. The sound of a bell has the power to lift the spirit. We are always charmed and amazed every time we hear church-bells. We can't resist their sweet sound. A call to faith, a commence to Sunday worship. We are always delighted and surprised by church-bells. They know how to touch us. They know secrets about us. These church-bells. They enter our ears and awaken our spirits. Strengthen our beliefs.
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