the jesus acoustic folk singer 

invasion came into 

our neighborhood

for some time

and it just didn't 

bode well for

us.

one kid 

would get out

on his spring laden

porch and throw

together hymns

with his pals

on their back porch.

it was hard to 

concentrate

with the kids

in the back yard as

the sounds of 

bad music,

bad lyrics and

tame overdubbing

came rifling through

the new green foliage

into our

pink, trained ears.

one night i 

had to throw

down proverbial 

pliers and pull out a 

radio of my own and

blare out ok computer

to keep the sanity alive.

shortly thereafter,

it started raining 

and all the music died

down.

and the signs were 

written in the newly

wet dirt,

and i wondered 

if our jesus friends 

took the appropriate 

message from all of 

this.
