
Last week’s newsletter drew sharp criticism from several of my readers (ok, so not really, but sometimes 

I sit here and imagine what kind of hate mail I would get if I wasn’t quite so discerning with my 

distribution list, and let’s just say that in this week’s 

scenario not all of the rioting in Oakland was due to the 

Zimmerman trial) concerning my dietary habits.  So in 

an effort to clean up my public appearance I present to 

you some of this week’s menu.  As a side note, does 

anyone have any idea what food group Oreos would be 

classified in? 

• A good source of Vitamin D and part of a 

completely balanced breakfast, I had Rice 

Krispy Treats cereal for dinner on Monday 

(pictured).  To top it off, I made a dent on consuming my recommended daily value of protein by 

eating a Reese’s Peanut Butter Cup. 

• Late breakfast/early lunch on Tuesday gave me the opportunity to enjoy several desert bars that 

a wonderful couple from church had provided me with Sunday afternoon.  They had oatmeal in 

them so they had to be healthy and as such I am counting it towards my consumption of grains. 

• Wednesday evening afforded me the opportunity to catch up on my dairy intake as I consumed 

several soft serve ice cream cones (rating around 7.9 and 8.6 on the FRSSSICC scale). 

• Thursday evening I caught up on my fruits and veggies intake with a large bowl of Skittles I had 

with dinner. 

Of course, some of you may view this particular diet as extreme, but I assure you it continues to be 

effective as I have dropped another belt hole since my return.  In addition, each evening, I was faithful 

to keeping my room clean, so I made sure that I did the dishes.  I 

still think the bathroom is a weird place to keep the kitchen sprayer.  

A friend of mine got me thinking this week; my son is going to be 

part of the generation that grows up under the tutelage of the 

pioneers of the internet.  What kind of crazy world is he going to 

grow up in?  What will he think about the original viral videos like 

the “Star Wars Kid,” “Peanut Butter Jelly Time,” or “Numa Numa?”  

Does anyone even remember these videos anymore?  Does it even 

matter?  The answer is yes.  I’m convinced that I will be listening to 

Peanut Butter Jelly Time well into my 70’s.  One could say that since 

the internet has its origins in the 60’s and 70’s that I could not truly 

be a pioneer of the internet, but really, the internet as we currently 

know it, has much more recent roots going back to the early 90’s, so 

let’s not quibble over that point (I’m talking to you, Oakland). 



Of course this train of thought led me to think about a very unique aspect of my generation.  I am part of 

the generation that has grown up alongside the video game industry.  What makes us unique in this 

respect is that we were young when the industry was young.  For kids growing up now the industry has 

already reached maturity and while there still will be changes, they will be much less in your face and 

much more subdued, at least compared with things like the changes from 8-bit to 16-bit, or 2-D to 3-D, 

or a D-pad to a joystick!  Today’s youth will not experience the wonder these monumental changes 

brought.  For many of those who were in high school or college when the gaming industry arrived on the 

scene it has been a passing fad, or something they grew out of when life changed, they simply became 

too busy for games.  On the other hand, it has become part of the identity of many in my generation.  

Much like I am a Yellow Jacket (GT grad) or a native Oklahoman, being a gamer has been part of what I 

am.  Not to the point where I would have ever considered myself a radical (though I have participated in 

my fair share of marathon sessions), but definitely not a “casual” gamer either.  From the Atari 6400 all 

the way to the Xbox 360, I’ve owned some kind of console since I was around 5 years old.  I’ll never 

forget the wonder I experienced walking through the Halo world for the first time with one of my best 

friends, nor the many nights I stayed up late playing Starcraft with guys I went to high school with 

(college was an eye opening experience for me because for the first time in my life I experienced the 

freedom brought on by an internet connection that wasn’t dial-up).  

But, to be fair, this really isn’t about that.  Sunday, I came to the realization that none of that really 

matters.  To say I came to the understanding is somewhat misleading, this is something I have known for 

a long time, rather, this week afforded me the 

opportunity to reflect on it and come to a greater 

understanding of what it really means.  Who we are in 

this world is transitory and inconsequential.  Rather, it 

is only our identity in Christ that matters.  Realistically 

these traits should no more be descriptors of who we 

are than our hair (or skin) color.  Sure, being a gamer 

may be a physical description of what I am (I am a dark-

haired Caucasian), but that’s not who I am.  In fact, it is 

only our identity in Christ that frees us to be truly 

unique, prior to that we are all the same, lost and lonely 

sinners shackled by the same lusts and desires as everyone else on this planet.  Now, comparing these 

physical descriptors to things like hair or skin color isn’t an entirely accurate analogy, because once we 

have achieved freedom through Christ we have the ability to change these so-called identities, perhaps 

not so easily as we decide to change clothing, but something we can change nonetheless.  If I am seen as 

a gamer, it is because I choose to allow that side of me to be seen more prominently than others; and 

there is not necessarily anything wrong with that, on one condition; this physical descriptor must not 

mar or tarnish my true identity as a follower of Christ.  A woman who dresses provocatively is not 

necessarily a “bad” person, but it tarnishes her identity as a virtuous woman.  Does that mean she can’t 

dress attractively?  As Paul would say, “May it never be!”  It simply means that her physical descriptors 

(as an attractive woman and the clothing she wears to accentuate [not emphasize] that attractiveness) 

should not overshadow or hide her identity of virtue.  In the same way I can use certain aspects of my 



life to enhance my uniqueness in Christ.  As a GT graduate I enjoy the persona of an engineer and 

scientist and this attracts certain minds to my own, if I choose to use this aspect of my life to cast scorn 

on non-engineers or to cause divisiveness among others (GT-UGA rivalry) then I have let this descriptor 

overshadow my identity, my virtue, and I have wasted a gift that was given to me.  Rather I should use 

this gift, this descriptor, to confirm (or accentuate) my identity, I can use my understanding of the 

sciences to bring glory to the Highest and to describe that glory to others. 

Please understand that in the previous paragraph I was forced to oversimplify many concepts to get my 

point across.  There are many aspects that play into what we are; there is only one aspect that plays into 

who we are.  I am a child of God, the clothing (physical descriptors) I choose to wear (and how I wear it) 

defines how others perceive what it means to be a child of God.  There is an appropriate time and 

method to wear most clothing (even things like lingerie have their place), in much the same way there is 

an appropriate time and method to display the characteristics* God gave me.  Will I choose to display 

them in a manner that honors Him most? 

*In 1 Corinthians Paul says “I have become all things to all people,” I am not trying to argue that we 

should only “dress” as we feel comfortable, I am merely saying that some of us look better in shorts and 

flip flops than we do in a tux.  Does that excuse us from ever wearing a tux?  No, sometimes the 

situation calls for a tux. 

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=s8MDNFaGfT4 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=60og9gwKh1o 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HPPj6viIBmU 

 


