Agreeing with Sin;






One of the hurdles I ran around instead of over was the concept of sin. In my mind differentiating between different kinds of goodness with my discernment prayer ‘discern whether I can love God or have God love in return’ satisfied my relation with God. Boy was I wrong!!! There are all kinds of thoughts in my head that are just plain rotten and can’t be justified to God. Do you remember my plans to go to the YMCA and work on one of my multimedia projects well they have been sidetracked by homophobic ponderings and asinine revelations from imaginary sexual exploits. I could keep a running log of what they were but basically their all no sex propositions but they are still raucous and rude.




What I like to talk about extensively in this new plateau of existence where the stars are all in God’s firmament is the nature of sin. Sin is to say the least a disruptive influence in all our lives but in mine it’s an almost hallucinating high. I revel in the commission of thought processes that enacted mischief that could not have actually occurred. It’s astonishing how far I enable myself to sin like a voyeur without actually commissioning the act in either my private life or my on camera imaginary life. 


The salaciousness of the sin is explored through many twisted avenues before a wasted hour or day is spent. The reason I brought up this occurrence at this late date is not to make myself good but sane.
                         As you know I’ve led a somewhat holy life to pursue

God so he could pursue me the penitent into verdant pastures. Once their I fond the discernment of God’s love as the answer of how I should manage the larger issues of my life the schizophrenia, career change and self image. If you do a re-read of this past paragraph you’ll see pretty lofty stuff. I want you to understand we all put ourselves on a pedestal with God, but we get over it and get on with the business of life. Producing a reason to be holy is not being holy.


My life is a battlefield of lost causes. And what is laying siege with me at this juncture in my life is the sin of my existence…choosing fantasy over reality. I can make sense of the most ornate things but in the bailiwick of my mind I let out the most outrageous vomit of thought to compliment what I may feel is a collapsing universe. If I can compliment Freund my Id is blowing up and consuming all the filthy organic activity around me. Everything that is sinful in my life has to be accounted by someone or something; even the atheistic Freund has to jot it down and commiserate with me about my past transgressions. As sin progresses into the 21century we can only compound our errors if we don’t address the font of forgiveness, Jesus Christ. In realityville the script on the psychologist pad reveals no sin but a treacherous anesthesia that won’t wear off the pad. It makes very little sense for you or any professional to look at a patient and not see sin and recommend a Mosque, Temple or church as a possible activity while the patient is undergoing therapy.

I have benefited from my own spiraling illness by a rude cant .  I can wax philosophic with my lingo but really I’m not a good person. Don’t let the secret out but Patrick Lee is a transcendent sinner he sins in fact and he sins in his imagination. The origin of his sin is his base human nature. But conceptually he sins by omission (lost chances) immeasurably. I have never entertained this life of sin as I’ve entertained it since 1977.


In my way I’ve painted myself in a corner this year and half with all the help I received from you and my deities. I have come short in my estimation of what the struggle is all about. Pressed for an answer I’d say God’s fulfillment. But how can that be, in my life I’ve always railed against the chance for sanity and now that its within my grasp I can’t even forfeit a simple sin.  The sin of my existence, fantasy: Oh Brother!
I’ve included a small glossary to take away my crimped writing pain
. an·es·the·sia also an·aes·the·sia  
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) KEY  

NOUN: 
1. Total or partial loss of sensation, especially tactile sensibility, induced by disease, injury, acupuncture, or an anesthetic, such as chloroform or nitrous oxide. 

2. Local or general insensibility to pain with or without the loss of consciousness, induced by an anesthetic. 

3. A drug, administered for medical or surgical purposes, that induces partial or total loss of sensation and may be topical, local, regional, or general, depending on the method of administration and area of the body affected. 

cant 1  
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nt) KEY  

NOUN: 
1. Angular deviation from a vertical or horizontal plane or surface; an inclination or slope. 

2. A slanted or oblique surface. 

a. A thrust or motion that tilts something. 

b. The tilt caused by such a thrust or motion.
c. An outer corner, as of building

	
	


 As a sin offering my disease has been cured, it just bothers me to know that God loves 

Me sin and all. I want to give him a break: I honestly think I should be a better person
In my philosophical construct ‘sin and all’ is bad religion it excuses to many deficiencies.

If you’d let me I’d explain where that expression comes into play in my fantasy life, but

Hearing it you would think it’s a waste of time.  

