
“Have you ‘Googled’ yourself, lately?” 
 
 
Thanks to technology, many of us are talking in a different language these days and using words 
we’ve not used before.  How many of us would have walked into a store ten years ago and asked 
the clerk to show us a “plasma” TV?  They probably would have re-directed us to the local blood 
donation center.  People now are “texting” their friends using their “Blackberry” or “I-Phone”.   
 
The term “online” is now commonly used, as is “laptop“ and “web address”.  The list of new words 
and phrases goes on and on.  Some of these new words have become generic like words before 
them.  Consider those familiar words like “Jell-O”, “Kleenex”, and “Band-Aid”.  These are all brand 
names of products that have somehow become identified as the product itself.  “Jell-O” is a brand 
of gelatin, “Kleenex” is a brand of tissue and “Band-Aid” is a brand of self-adhesive bandages.   
 
Consider what has happened to “Google”.  “Google” is a brand of “search engines” for finding 
information on the Internet.  It has become synonymous with the very act of searching the 
Internet.  During a local TV newscast last week, they ran a short story asking people if they have 
“Googled” themselves on the Internet?  Evidently, employers are now typing the name of 
potential employees into search engines to see what kind of information pops up concerning that 
person. 
 
If you have a multitude of wrongs recorded in your past, chances are that they will appear during 
a “Googlization”.  Do you like that word?  I do.  They suggest that each of us consider more 
carefully what we do and where we do it.  The opposite is true and in our favor.  Should we have 
done something remarkable or noteworthy, it, too, may be recorded somewhere and discovered 
during an Internet search. 
 
I decided to “Google” myself the other day.  It was rather uneventful to be sure.  I was actually 
disappointed to find so little information concerning me.  While it’s true I have never accomplished 
anything newsworthy or daring, I would have expected to at least find my name and number listed 
like it does in a telephone directory.  There was one record dating back to April 1996 where my 
named appeared in the “Minnesota Microscopy Society Newsletter”.  I was one of the guest 
speakers at their Spring Symposium presenting a lecture on understanding video signals, 
cameras, recording formats, and printers.  Scintillating topics to most people I’m sure.   
 
Another “hit” on the Internet search brought me to the Minnesota Public Radio website where 
they had kept one of my essays.  Years ago, they invited listeners who were big fans of the 
Minnesota State Fair to write a short essay telling why they enjoyed the Fair.  Although I did not 
win First Place, my composition was noteworthy enough to be posted on their website for others 
to enjoy.   
 
Other than these two “hits”, I could find no other relevant information concerning the person 
known as Martin David Haraldson.  If an employer were considering me as a candidate to hire, I 
don’t know what conclusion they would come to with such little information.  On one hand, they 
could be confident that I do not have a criminal record.  On the other hand, I appear to be fairly 
knowledgeable, somewhat creative, and yet somewhat boring.  If I met the qualifications needed 
for the job, I think I would stand a fairly good chance of being considered for that job. 
 
After “Googling” myself, I began to consider the impact that the Internet can have on our lives.  
That was the reason for the TV news story.  I also started thinking about “other” records that may 
keep track of our past actions and conduct.  Back in December, I was pulled over by an officer in 
a quiet residential neighborhood. 
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I was surprised to see those flashing lights in my rear-view mirror.  I was not driving fast or 
erratically.  I had used my turn signals and I came to a full stop at the stop sign near the patrol 
car.  After a quick synopsis, I came to the conclusion that I was innocent of any wrongdoing even 
before I rolled down my window to greet the officer.  After he took my drivers license and 
insurance card back to his squad car, he ran my I.D. through his “onboard” computer.  When he 
returned, he agreed with me.  My only crime was having expired tabs on my license plates.  
During the past month I had gone from leasing my truck to actually buying it.  During that time, my 
tabs expired.  The dealer provided no new tabs.  The State did not send me a notice in the mail to 
purchase new tabs.  The officer believed me, and let me off, advising me to rectify the situation 
the next day.  I did just that. 
 
Evidently, I must be on record somewhere in the files he searched.  There was no record of 
felonious wrongdoings or criminal mischievousness in my past.  Had there been, I’m sure that a 
ticket would have been issued rather than a polite warning.  The records must have indicated that 
I was an okay guy.   
 
There’s another person, actually a mythical person, who keeps records of everyone’s behavior.  
Who has that famous list and checks it twice to see who has been naughty or nice?  There is 
another list or record that is not mythical that many of us either choose to ignore or forget about.  
This record is called, “The Book of Life”.   
 
It does not keep track of each and every good deed or bad deed we’ve ever committed. What is 
recorded in this Book are the names of those people who’s past misdeeds and wrongdoings have 
been forgiven and forgotten by God himself.  The people listed in this Book are those who will 
arrive at the Gates of Heaven someday and be admitted.  There will be many others who arrive at 
these Gates thinking they, too, will gain access only to be disappointed and turned away.  Their 
names, sadly enough, were not recorded in that “Book of Life”.  For some reason or another, they 
decided against making changes in their life and chose not to get things straightened out with 
God.  That’s too bad.  Now, it’s too late. 
 
My name may not come up too often while doing a “Google” search.  I may appear as a 
inconsequential blip on the screen during a police officers check on the law enforcement network.  
My name may never appear in the newspaper or society columns.  It may never be printed on an 
award certificate or etched on a trophy.  My name may not be on everyone’s lips or be the talk of 
the town.  So what?  That really doesn’t matter.  Life on earth is temporary, a stopover if you will.  
If I “Googled” the “Book of Life”, my name will appear.   I am confident of that.   
 
I ask us all, “What could be more important than that? 
 
 


