
Overkill 
 
I was a senior in high school in ’68-’69.  If you’re familiar with that period it was one of the most 
tumultuous years in American history.  Riots, drugs, ‘Nam, RFK’s, MLK’s assassination, racial tensions, the 
SDS, Black Panthers . . .  it seemed like our country was going to tear apart.  Throw in communism and 
walking on the moon, and you wonder how anybody got a night’s sleep.  But you know what?  I learned 
more about that year 30 years later than I did that year.   I breezed through it in “69 and one reason is 
that we did not have the tidal wave of information and social media that we do today.  As a result 
“tomorrow’s worries will take care of themselves.”   
 
Yesterday I just observed and reflected on what was being reported on the evening news.  Drunk driving, 
robbery, murder, the beating of a 70 year old man, indecency with a child, explosions, massive accidents 
with people dying, more death from the flu, corruption in the government, fallen teen idols, espionage 
and treason.  And this was just one days’ dose on TV – one form of media.  Throw in twitter, Facebook, 
Flicker, Vimeo, YouTube, Wordpress.com, Wikipedia, Yahoo!, Google, weather.com . . . 
 
. . . and you’ve got nothing but evil, sin, and despair.  It’s enough to make anyone depressed, negative, and 
cynical.  And the thought occurs, “do I really need all this useless, rotten information, that I cannot change 
or do anything about?”  In days gone by we had a newspaper, 2 TV stations and Walter Cronkite.  Was my 
life the less by not knowing what Sunni was killing what Shiite?  Or what the leader of North Korea was 
threatening? Or what else was being detonated in a world gone mad?  I don’t think I’m an ostrich with my 
head in the sand, but I do know that I can do nothing about anything but worry, jaw and pontificate.  And 
worse, what do I not do because of the time I spend in meaningless listening to the same old song? 
 
A steady diet of man’s failures and depravity can’t be good for anyone for any amount of time.  But it’s like 
there is a moral imperative for all of society to reflect each day on wickedness.  It’s like a quiet time in 
hell.  It probably entails 10 hours a week, 500 hours per year.  I wonder how much reading of scripture 
and intercessory prayer I could accomplish in 500 hours per year?  In earlier days men might have heard 
only hearsay on what took place over the mountains.  Now, if smoke goes up in a village outside 
Damascus it’s on CNN that evening.   
 
Compare all of the media to scripture.  In the Bible I have truth, I have what matters, I have a right 
perspective, I have the future, I have examples of how lasting change is wrought, I have hope, and final 
standards of the good.  When I reflect I am uplifted by “the true, honorable, right, pure, and holy.”   
 
I am not saying to be apathetic.  Only that nothing truly “new” is happening.  It’s a recycling of man’s 
depravity with no hope in sight.  Only the volume of your gastric secretions will change or perhaps your 
blood pressure.  If curiosity drives you or a sense of wanting to know how good and evil are playing out 
then watch away, but I trust you are not resting any hopes or emotional weight on what is being 
selectively placed before you.   The news has never been an enjoyable 30 minutes.  And remember that a 
daily reporting on the times at hand is a relatively novel and recent part of history.   Men have done well 
for years in concerning themselves for today and the eternal things.   
 

“He rules by His might forever 
His eyes keep watch on the nations 
Let not the rebellious exalt themselves.” 

Psalm 66:7 
 
Sleep soundly,  
 Tommy 


