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Faith and Reason in the West 

Ronald J. Rychlak| Column 

7/21/08 

n his address to the United Nations General 

Assembly earlier this year, Pope Benedict XVI 

returned to a theme he has advanced several times 

in his papacy: the importance of faith combined with 

reason, and the inadequacy of either faith or reason 

alone.  

This idea of the complementary nature of faith and 

reason received international attention in 2006 when 

the pope, in an address at Regensburg University, 

quoted a Byzantine emperor who, in about 1391, said: 

"Show me just what Mohammed brought that was new, 

and there you will find things only evil and inhuman, 

such as his command to spread by the sword the faith 

he preached." The pope went on to explain that 

spreading the faith through violence was unreasonable 

and displeasing to God.  

The pope's criticism of radical Islam's rejection of 

reason set off international protests. Many criticized the 

pope and said that he did not understand the offensive 

nature of his remarks. Those who studied the pope's 

words, however, could not have mistaken them for a 

diatribe against Islam. After critiquing the emperor's 

argument and inviting Muslims into peaceful dialogue, 

Benedict spent most of his speech criticizing Western 

secularism. I noted at the time that, as an American 

academic, the pope had been as critical of me as he was 

of any Arab Muslim. I was not, however, inclined to 

protest the pope's observation. Some academics were.  

In January 2008, Benedict was scheduled to make a 

speech at Rome's La Sapienza University. About 70 

professors signed a letter calling him "hostile to 

science," protesting his appearance, and chiding him for 

a lecture he gave 17 years ago in which he quoted a 

philosopher who defended the Church's treatment of 

Galileo as "rational and just." (The professors failed to 

mention that the future pope criticized the 

philosopher's analysis.) Some students at La Sapienza 

also launched an "anti-cleric week," complete with a sit-

in and threats to disrupt the pope by blasting rock 

music over loudspeakers. The Vatican postponed the 

papal visit, citing a lack of the "prerequisites for a 

dignified and tranquil welcome." 

The uproar at La Sapienza was a reminder that 

Muslim extremists are not the only ones who use 

intimidation to silence opposing views. Fortunately, 

people from all over Italy sided with Benedict. On the 

Sunday after the canceled speech, a crowd of about 

200,000 showed up at St. Peter's Square to hear his 

weekly address and to express their solidarity with him. 

La Sapienza students who had opposed the earlier 

protests held up banners that read, "If Benedict doesn't 

come to La Sapienza, La Sapienza goes to Benedict," and 

"Students with the Pope." 

  

The pope's recurring message about faith and reason 

conflicts with that of many modern scientists, who try 

to describe the world without reference to God, 

intention, or final causality. Scientists are certainly free 

to do that; what is unfair is the effort by many to silence 

scholars who incorporate aspects of faith into their 

work.  

A few years ago Pope John Paul II spoke to the 

Pontifical Academy of Sciences. Because he discussed 

the compatibility of evolution with the Catholic faith, 

news accounts were filled with reports of a shift in 

Catholic teaching. Then Christoph Cardinal Schönborn 

wrote a piece for the New York Times in which he 

reported that there had been no change in Catholic 

teaching. He explained that "evolution in the sense of 

common ancestry might be true," but that Darwin-style, 

unguided natural selection is not compatible with the 

Church's teachings.  

This was completely in line with my understanding 

of Catholic teaching, but it resulted in a loud outcry 

from those who had celebrated John Paul's remarks as 

something that they never were. These people wanted 

to see the Catholic Church deny the role of God in 
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creation, and they were deeply pained to learn that this 

was not the case. 

The outright contempt toward religion that is held 

by so many Darwinists is made most clear in Ben Stein's 

documentary Expelled: No Intelligence Allowed. In that 

film, Stein sets out to discover why many scientists are 

hostile toward the notion of Intelligent Design. What he 

finds is that these scientists are hostile toward the very 

notion of God. Their Darwinist explanations are clearly 

insufficient: They cannot explain how life began, but 

they cannot admit even to the possibility of a universe 

created by God. 

  

In the film's most stunning scene, noted British 

atheist and popular-science writer Richard Dawkins 

admits to the possibility that life might have been 

planted here on earth, but he says that if it is the case, it 

was planted by an alien, not a deity. That's right: It 

might me Yoda, but it can't be God.  

Expelled reveals how close-minded supposedly 

"enlightened" people can be. Scientists should be open 

to all evidence, but these atheistic Darwinists dismiss 

findings simply because they conflict with their 

preconceived notions. Moreover, they would banish the 

scholars behind these findings from the academy. This is 

the "dictatorship of relativism" that Pope Benedict has 

been trying to remedy. Judging by the movie, he has a 

lot of work to do. 

 

Ronald J. Rychlak is the associate dean and MDLA 

Professor of Law at the University of Mississippi School 

of Law. He is the author of Hitler, the War, and the 

Pope (2000) and Righteous Gentiles (2005). 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0879732172/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0879732172/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0879732172/insidecatcom-20


 

in
si

d
e
ca

th
o
lic

.c
o
m

 

4 

 

Bent Juel-Jensen 
Rev. George W. Rutler| Column 

7/21/08

n the Danish town of Odense, the tomb of Saint 

Canute IV, who had tried to conquer William the 

Conqueror, has a bullet mark from a clash with Nazi 

occupiers. Bent Juel-Jansen (1922-2006) fought in the 

Danish resistance, helping Allied airmen escape, and 

later served two years in the navy, having been born in 

that same birthplace of Hans Christian Andersen on the 

feast of St. Martin of Tours, patron of sufferers from 

infectious diseases. His father, a teacher, collected 

books, and this became a lifelong passion in his son who 

attended the Cathedral School close by Canute's tomb, 

and completed medical studies in the University of 

Copenhagen, having established a pen-pal 

correspondence with Mark Maples, an English boy at 

Harrow who was killed in an air crash while serving in 

the Air Fleet Arm. Juel-Jensen went to England and 

married his friend's twin sister, Mary. He kept a 

photograph of her brother in his study which was filled 

with rare books, medical tomes, lepidoptery, stuffed 

birds, stamps, coins, and animal skeletons. Near the end 

of his life he would edit a Latin study on curiosity 

cabinets, "Musaeum Clausum," but none could have 

been more curious than his own.  

Taking two more degrees in Oxford, he studied 

physiology in New College and pioneered studies in 

herpes, shingles, and glandular fever, and worked with 

Sir George Pickering on vascular disease, saving the life 

of a friend by his diagnosis of fungal septicemia. Oxford 

created for him the position of University Medical 

Officer and as President of the British Student Health 

Association he set the model for systematic student 

health care in a university which had gone some seven 

centuries without paying much attention to it. He 

named a social residence for medical students for 

William Osler, physician and bibliophile, and his other 

hero was also a surgeon and book collector, Sir Geoffrey 

Keynes. By this time he had an international reputation 

for knowledge of Elizabethan dramatists and 

Renaissance incunabula, assembling an unsurpassed 

collection of Drayton, and purchasing a rare copy of the 

1633 quarto of "The Spanish Tragedy" just months 

before dying from the effects of a stroke, bidding a huge 

price at auction although he could no longer speak. 

Having transited from the state church of Denmark to 

that of England, he continued to collect Danish books 

about missionaries in Iceland, Greenland, and the 

colony at Tranquebar in India.  

The honorary fellow of the Royal Geographical 

Society established medical centers in Bhutan and 

Kenya and accompanied the botanist Oleg Polunin to 

Ethiopia in 1973 where to his many languages he 

added Amharic and the Coptic liturgical language, 

Ge'ez , preserving priestly books and collecting 

Aksumite coinage dating to the third century. Four 

hundred of these gold coins were his bequeathal to 

the Ashmolean Museum. When Hailie Selassie was 

overthrown, his knowledge of anti-Nazi sabotage 

techniques served him in fighting the Mengesha 

regime and succoring refugees. Having fathered one 

daughter, he adopted the Ethiopian son of Ras 

Mangashia, governor of Tigray whose rock-hewn 

churches he had helped excavate.  

In more peaceful residence back in Oxford, 

graciously housed in Headington, he was Fellow and 

Dean of Degrees in St. Cross College, from which on 

one sunny day in his brilliant convocation gown he led 

me and a line of graduate students down the curving 

High Street to the Sheldonian Theatre for 

matriculation, like a proud hen leading the brood. Juel-

Jensen called himself "midwife and undertaker to 

countless students" and could be extravagantly kind 

despite intimidating flashes of temper which may have 

inspired his interest in hypertension. I shall take to my 

grave his voluble rage when correcting my 

pronunciation of the philosopher about whom I was 

writing a book: "You cahnt say Kahnt. It is Kant. " I 

stood next to this enemy of tobacco one day in a food 
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shop when, attired in his academicals, he approached a 

man about to light a cigarette, grabbed the offending 

object, and ground it into the palm of the stunned 

man's hand. Music soothed him, and he was patron of 

the New College choir school, regularly listening in 

prayerful repose as the choristers' voices trembled the 

sacred vaults built by William of Wykeham. Religion to 

him was a practical thing, and he rebuilt a church on St. 

Kilda in the Outer Hebrides while also investigating a 

pox off the Pembrokeshire coast. 

To a list of names on a marble tablet in the 

Bodleaian Library beginning with the 15th-century 

Humfredus Dux Gloucestriae is now added Benedictus 

Juel-Jensen. He would not have needed me to tell him 

that the present Duke of Gloucester's wife, Birgitte, was 

born in Odense.  

 

Rev. George W. Rutler is the pastor of the Church of our 

Saviour in New York City. His latest book, Coincidentally: 

Unserious Reflections on Trivial Connections, is 

available from Crossroads Publishing. 

http://www.oursaviournyc.org/
http://www.oursaviournyc.org/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0824524403/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0824524403/insidecatcom-20
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Will the Iraqi Constitution Protect Christians? 
Deal W. Hudson | Column 

7/22/08 

wo weeks ago I spoke with Bishops Mar Sarhad 

Jammo and Mar Bawai Soro about their plan to 

protect Iraqi Christians from violence and ensure 

religious liberty. The bishops expressed hope that one 

day the provisions of the Iraq Constitution protecting all 

religious minorities from discrimination and persecution 

could be implemented. In speaking with Manny 

Miranda, who recently returned from 12 months in Iraq, 

I found out that in the short term, legal remedies are 

not the answer. 

Miranda served at the embassy in Baghdad for the 

U.S. Department of State as director of legislative 

statecraft, advising the country on the legislative 

process and constitutional reform. As he told me, the 

new Iraq Constitution is "meant to be a starting 

document," which calls for further elaboration of over 

63 additional legislative pieces, including some on 

religious liberty. 

The Constitution envisions a "post-conflict 

situation" for elaborating and developing its principals 

and institutional infrastructure. However, not only is 

Iraq still in conflict, but police and legal institutions 

required to enforce the Constitution are in their 

fledgling stage. "Americans take for granted the 

institutions that protect and advocate religious liberty -- 

they have no root in the Iraqi experience." 

As it stands the Constitution specifies Islam as the 

official religion of Iraq and the "basic source of 

legislation." No law can be passed that conflicts with 

the "undisputed rules of Islam" or with the "principles 

of democracy." 

Although that tension may raise eyebrows among 

those who view Islam as essentially theocratic, Miranda 

says the problems on the ground are far removed from 

theoretical debates over the Constitution. 

"The Constitution promises more than the situation 

can allow to be delivered," Miranda summarized. "In 

contrast to a year ago, both the U. S. State Department 

and the Iraqi government are making this a very high 

priority, but focusing young government institutions on 

the problem will have limited success." In 2007 Iraq was 

placed on the "watch list" by the United States 

Commission for International Religious Freedom, and 

prospects of going off that list in 2008 are not good. 

 I asked him if that means the situation is hopeless. 

"Certainly not," Miranda answered. "There is a long 

tradition -- and even pride -- in Iraq of respecting 

religious minorities." He explained that the protection 

of Christians and Jews in Iraq comes from tribal 

authority and custom and is desired by the older 

generation and educated Iraqis.   

According to Miranda, those areas still controlled 

by one of the approximately 900 tribes are relatively 

safe for Christians to inhabit and practice their faith. 

"There is an established honor system among the 

tribes, a significant amount of Iraq is ruled this way – it 

was a significant policy mistake for the U.S. to say 

these tribes had no future." Many of the tribes, 

interestingly, are cross-sectarian, encompassing 

several religious groups. 

Miranda pointed out that the tribal system was 

always the source of stability in Iraq, even under 

Saddam, who kept them paid off. "It was a huge error 

for the U.S. to start recognizing sectarian leaders in 

Iraq when throughout its history, Iraqi stability was 

never a matter of religious identity." 

However, those areas controlled by Al-Qaeda or 

Shi'a gangsters are extremely dangerous for Christians, 

who are driven so far inside their homes "the children 

don't even go outside to play." Sometimes Christians 

disguise themselves as Kurds to avoid harm. 

T 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Constitution_of_Iraq
http://www.sbcbaptistpress.org/BPnews.asp?ID=25566
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Ninety-five percent of the violence done to Christians 

comes from foreigners in the Al-Qaeda network -- 

predominantly from Syria. "If you destroy Al-Qaeda, 

most of the problems for Iraqi Christians will be over," 

Miranda claimed.  

Al-Qaeda violence against Christians has backfired, 

alienating less extreme Sunnis, creating more support 

for the U. S. presence, and further isolating the terrorist 

network as a foreign presence in Iraq. Most of the 

stories of Christians -- even children -- being crucified or 

cooked alive are acts of Al-Qaeda, not of indigenous 

Iraqis. But the recent killing of Chaldean Archbishop 

Rahho was carried out by gangsters, presumably Shi'a, 

who kidnapped him for refusing to pay protection 

money. 

Al-Qaeda itself would actually rather hurt the Shi'a 

whom they consider apostates. The Shi'a who have 

become gangsters prey upon the least-protected groups 

in Iraq, which include Christians. They have no 

organized militia, and the police force does little to 

protect them. "Their motivation is simply power and 

money, not religion." 

My conversation with Manny Miranda confirms in 

me the belief that the plan advanced by Bishops Jammo 

and Soro is a comprehensive -- and promising -- solution 

to the problem faced by Iraqi Christians. The police and 

the courts cannot protect them in the short run. As 

Miranda put it, "There is a police force, but the last 

thing they are going to protect are churches." 

If Christians are not living in an area protected by 

tribal authority against Al-Qaeda or Shi'a gangsters, 

they are at constant risk. Christians, as a minority, may 

have no other choice but to create an "autonomous 

area" where they can use the resources of government 

to protect themselves and their religious liberty. Let's 

hope the White House, the U. S. State Department, and 

the Iraqi government are looking seriously at the 

bishops' proposal. 

As Miranda made clear, nothing is more important 

than eliminating Al-Qaeda from a country that has long 

taken just pride in its tradition of religious tolerance. 

And unless equality in all sectors of Iraqi society is 

guaranteed Constitionally, the problems for Iraqi 

Christians will continue.  

 

Deal W. Hudson is the director of InsideCatholic.com 

and the author of Onward, Christian Soldiers: The 

Growing Political Power of Catholics and Evangelicals 

in the United States (Simon and Schuster, March 2008).  

http://www.nytimes.com/2008/03/14/world/middleeast/14iraq.html?ex=1363147200&en=1db48295f5226cae&ei=5088&partner=rssnyt&emc=rss
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1416524428/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1416524428/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1416524428/insidecatcom-20
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Sins of Omission: Catholics, Marriage, and Politics 
Mary Jo Anderson | Column 

7/22/08 

he California Supreme Court supremely violated 

the will of the people of that state when it 

overturned California’s eight-year-old Defense of 

Marriage Act. The court declared that homosexuals 

have a right to marry the person of their choice. 

The Catholic governor of California supported this 

ruling, as did several other prominent, publicly Catholic 

Californians. The court went on to grind salt into the 

wound by denying all motions to stay the ruling until 

October when the voters would have a chance to -- 

once again -- vote on the issue. 

Leave aside for the moment the blow this event 

portends for the democratic process. Instead, examine 

the trickle-down effect: Children in California schools, 

from kindergarten through graduation, will be captive 

victims of homosexuality portrayed as a healthy, viable, 

and legal lifestyle choice. Parents and students who 

object to reading King and King (wherein the prince, not 

caring for princesses, marries another prince) will be 

penalized. Because it is now enshrined in law, if you 

object, you are the party out of step, beyond the 

bounds of new community standards. 

Many sincere Catholics might hope to move their 

children out of public schools, if they can afford private 

school tuition. It is unclear just what the new legal 

requirements may be for religious schools (though test 

cases are sure to come). But we already know that 

California homeschooling families could face criminal 

charges after a District Court of Appeals in Los Angeles 

decreed that only certified teachers can teach 

homeschooled students. 

What we see clearly is that people whose faith 

informs their morals are now squeezed between the 

walls of a social-political vise. The attack on marriage 

puts our civilization in crisis for believers and non-

believers alike. 

  

But the response from some Catholics so far has 

been tepid. Take the following statement released by 

the California Catholic Conference: 

Although we strongly disagree with the ruling, we 

ask our Catholic people, as well as all the people of 

California, to continue to uphold the dignity of 

every person, to acknowledge individual rights and 

responsibilities, and to maintain support for the 

unique and irreplaceable role of traditional 

marriage as an institution which is fundamental to 

society. 

“Maintain support” for traditional marriage? Catholic 

support requires more episcopal muscle than the 

release of a mild statement. Because the Church is 

"the universal sacrament of salvation" (Lumen 

Gentium), our shepherds should be mobilizing 

Catholics to fight back. Every Catholic priest, religious, 

businessman, teacher, doctor, banker, grocer, 

landlord, professor, and college student should be sent 

out with a mandate to fight for marriage. 

Others did send public and sober warnings. Bishop 

Thomas Wenski of the Diocese of Orlando wrote, 

In redefining the legal definition of marriage to 

include same-sex unions, the proponents of "gay 

marriage" are in effect imposing their views and 

lifestyle on the larger populace, and once legal the 

state's coercive power will punish those who 

refuse to embrace gay marriages. For example, 

public officials, regardless of their views on the 

rightness or wrongness of homosexual acts, will be 

obliged to officiate at same-sex "weddings." Public 

schools will be required to teach their acceptability 

to children whether parents concur or not. Even 

First Amendment freedoms will not be protected 

from assault. 

T 

http://www.amazon.com/King-Linda-Haan/dp/1582460612/ref=pd_bbs_2?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1216672162&sr=8-2
http://www.time.com/time/nation/article/0,8599,1720697,00.html
http://www.time.com/time/nation/article/0,8599,1720697,00.html
http://www.cacatholic.org/docs/GayMarriageDecisionStatement.pdf
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We have become a flaccid people. Catholics hesitate to 

speak out forcefully for the basics of societal morality. 

We do not wish to be labeled bigots or dismissed as 

intolerant. We fear social and professional opprobrium. 

Our goal is to preserve our comfortable lives rather 

than take on the challenge of gospel fidelity. We have 

forgotten that piety is not a feeling, but the 

determination to serve God despite the hardships that 

service might encounter. 

In short, we are guilty of sins of omission. 

  

Few shepherds teach us that we have been called to 

this nation at this moment in history for a reason. "A 

new state of affairs today both in the Church and in 

social, economic, political and cultural life, calls with a 

particular urgency for the action of the lay faithful. If 

lack of commitment is always unacceptable, the present 

time renders it even more so. It is not permissible for 

anyone to remain idle" (Christifideles Laici). 

Thousands of Catholics will rally when visible 

leaders send them forth. When I speak at Catholic 

conferences, well-meaning people assure me that 

because the culture is debauched, "God will surely 

understand why so many have gone astray." Perhaps. 

These Catholics are devoted enough to come to 

conferences, but have stopped short of venturing out of 

their comfort zones and into the culture as agents of 

God's grace. 

Some protest that “we aren't responsible for what 

these politicians and judges do." But Deuteronomy 16 

paints a different picture: In an outline of how the 

Children of God are to possess the land, they are told to 

appoint good judges and civil leaders and not to 

“pervert justice.” Because we live in liberty, where we 

can freely choose our leadership, we have an identical 

responsibility to select moral leadership. We are a 

representative democracy -- that is, our leaders are ours 

by choice. Thus, for Catholic Americans to choose 

leaders who bow to perversion is a grievous sin. Those 

who fail to work against evil leadership are also guilty 

by omission. 

Thoughtful Catholics wrestle key moral issues each 

time an election cycle is upon us. But there are clear 

lines of demarcation; there are first principles. A 

faithful Christian cannot ignore the fact that natural 

marriage and the right to life are the twin pillars upon 

which all other societal goods are built. A presidential 

candidate who celebrates gay unions and refuses to 

defend natural marriage, but who champions the right 

to abort, is not our candidate. 

 

Mary Jo Anderson is the co-author of Male and Female 

He Made Them: Some Questions and Answers on 

Marriage and Same-sex Unions, and is a frequent 

contributor to InsideCatholic.com. 

http://properlyscared.wordpress.com/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1888992751/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1888992751/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1888992751/insidecatcom-20
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Concerning Eucharistic Desecration 

Mark P. Shea | Column 

7/23/08 

or those who may have missed it, P. Z. Myers, a 

washed-up academic at a third-tier school who 

takes out his bitterness on Christians and calls it 

"science blogging," claimed that some human 

toothache named Webster Cook had received death 

threats for stealing a Eucharist and threatening to 

desecrate it. Reader John Farrell repeatedly tried to get 

Myers to verify the "death threat" bit but was shouted 

down by the throngs of Myers's cultists who took his 

claim on faith.  

Myers then decided to blow away the last shreds of 

pretense that his blog Pharyngula was about science 

and give full vent to his demented hatred of Jesus Christ 

by urging his throng of equally demented followers to 

steal some hosts so he could desecrate them and put 

the whole thing on his blog. The Catholic League got 

involved (rightly, in my view), and Catholics, as is our 

custom, have been arguing about it ever since, pursuing 

a range of responses from complete pacifism to some 

rather over-the-top reactions including (you guessed it) 

death threats against Myers. 

Myers, who seems to have been surprised by the 

response, has waffled between "I was just kidding" 

("Like a madman who throws firebrands, arrows, and 

death, is the man who deceives his neighbor and says, 'I 

am only joking!'," Prv 26:18-19) and promising that he 

shall indeed carry through on his threat. One gets the 

impression that both he and his followers, having 

nothing but contempt for Catholics, have no real grasp 

of the interior contours of Catholic faith and belief, and 

therefore no grasp whatever of the hierarchy of values 

at work in Catholic life. A host is a statue is a banner is a 

rosary is a Bible is a scapular, as far as they can tell. You 

get the feeling that they are genuinely surprised to find 

that Catholics attach far more importance to the 

desecration of the Eucharist than, say, the desecration 

of a rosary. They seem to have reeled a bit at the 

volcanic response. Now they are getting their footing 

and realizing this really ticks off Catholics -- and so, like 

eight-year-olds, they are enjoying being in (they think) 

the position of saying, "Take one step closer and I'll 

torture your cat!" 

I won't mince words: Myers is an evil man. And as 

evil men -- particularly evil intellectuals -- tend to be, 

he is also a madman, as are most of his acolytes and 

followers. One need only read Pharyngula to know 

this. Not all atheists are driven mad by their atheism. 

Many are quite respectable human beings. But those 

who make it their raison d'être tend to be made crazy 

by it. That's the tragedy of sins of the intellect. They 

don't just make you stupid; if you persist in them, and 

particularly if you persist in them to this degree, they 

make you crazy.  

Now some forms of insanity are morally innocent 

due to organic troubles with the brain or body, or 

because of some sort of trauma. But others are chosen 

and willed. The choice to go out of one's way to 

blaspheme Jesus Christ, purely for hate's sake, is one 

of them. And, as with all sins, the sin itself is the 

punishment, because you then have to organize your 

life around defending the indefensible, and you 

become bricked round in the furnace of your own 

irrational hatred. The hatred breeds lies like, "I'm just 

exercising freedom of expression." 

No. You are committing theft, vandalism, and 

incitement. 

Or else you lie and say, "Unless Catholics can prove 

the Eucharist is actually the Body and Blood of Christ 

and not a worthless cracker, I'm just guilty of being 

rude." 

No. Catholics are under no obligation to prove that 

in order to show that you are guilty of theft, 

vandalism, and incitement. On my wall near my 

computer is a piece of paper with a crayon drawing on 

F 

http://nickmilne.wordpress.com/2008/07/14/prof-meyers-webster-cook-and-the-eucharist/
http://www.farrellmedia.com/weblog.html
http://scienceblogs.com/pharyngula/
http://minnesotaindependent.com/view/mnindy-interview
http://lhote.blogspot.com/2008/07/i-am-not-you-atheism_12.html
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it. It's a self-portrait of my son Sean with a little heart 

and a poem in which he informs us he hearts us and we 

are good parents. Any art dealer in the world would 

appraise the value of the art at approximately nothing. 

Any literature scholar would tell you that the poem is 

very poor poetry. Likewise, the value of the paper is 

zero. 

To me, it's priceless. And if you send one of your 

blog readers into my house to take it, I would be quite 

justified in calling you a thief who has stolen something 

precious. I would also be quite justified in defending it 

and my house from your naked act of aggression. 

Yet another demented lie to cover up your naked 

act of aggression is to play the victim: 

I have to do something. I'm not going to just let this 

disappear. It's just so darned weird that they're 

demanding that I offer this respect to a symbol that 

means nothing to me. Something will be done. It 

won't be gross. It won't be totally tasteless, but 

yeah, I'll do something that shows this cracker has 

no power. This cracker is nothing. 

The answer to this lie is that nobody is demanding 

Myers offer respect to the Eucharist. He's blasphemed 

the Eucharist on his blog off and on since forever. 

Catholics are free to disagree with him, just as he is free 

to disagree with them. That's the first amendment in 

action and I, for one, am glad to live in the land where 

even demented professors can have a voice in the 

public square, if only to serve as a warning to normal 

people of what hatred of God can do to the human 

mind. 

 

No, what Catholics are demanding is not that Myers and 

his cultish followers respect the Eucharist. We are 

demanding that they not invade our religious services, 

steal what does not belong to them, and incite others to 

vandalize what is ours and not theirs. We are pointing 

out that thugs who do this are of precisely the same 

caliber and guilty of exactly the same crime as 

somebody who paints swastikas on a synagogue. 

(Notably, people who do that sort of stuff also claim to 

be victims when caught.) 

The most absurd thing about Myers's attempt to 

transmogrify his naked act of aggression, theft, 

vandalism, and incitement into victim status are the 

words "I have to do this" and his ridiculous contention 

that if he and his minions don't invade our sanctuaries 

and steal the Eucharist, they are "offering respect" to 

the Eucharist. He is basically saying that if we all are not 

going around the world desecrating whatever it is we 

don't believe in, we are ipso facto honoring same. So 

my failure to desecrate a Quran or the Satanic Bible 

means I am somehow respecting and honoring them. 

 

Crazy people talk that way. 

 

Myers and Co. are enmeshed in these lies because 

they have chosen evil. It is evil -- archetypally evil -- to 

desecrate the Eucharist. It's the sort of stuff archetypal 

bad guys in the movies do. And despite Myers's lies, 

it's completely unnecessary and gratuitous evil. Myers 

can do all the blasphemy he pleases on his blog 

(though not on the taxpayer's dime, as he often has, 

judging from the posting time and date of many of his 

entries). But the curious thing is that he cannot rest 

with mere verbal blasphemies. He has to get a host in 

his hands and destroy it with a savage glee that, 

curiously, places him not among scientists but among 

the most magical-thinking Bronze Age fanatics.  

He explains his action this way: "The point of 

desecrating the host isn't to make people angry -- it's 

to demystify and desanctify nonsense. It's how we 

wake people up -- by showing that their beliefs are 

powerless." 

Jeff Martin takes apart this notion of settling truth 

claims with trial by fire very bluntly: 

In this enlightened age, we do not settle religious 

and philosophical questions of inestimable 

importance by reasoning, examining the historical 

evidences, or any such recondite activity, but by 

subjecting the participants, or symbols dear to 

them, to the ordeal, to the end that Fate, the 

womb of possibility, the numinous power of 

http://scienceblogs.com/gregladen/2008/07/how_can_you_tell_a_christian_i.php#comment-970047
http://www.whatswrongwiththeworld.net/2008/07/pz_myers_thinks_like_a_bronzea.html
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whatever, might speak and deliver its verdict. We 

may as well bind the participants and cast them into 

a river, declaring the one, if any, who survives, the 

victor. Or, perhaps, we could emulate the Muslims, 

and associate the claimed veracity of the message 

with the world-conquering potency of its armies: it 

is true if it conquers. In fact, why don't we have a 

grand civilizational throwdown between the 

remnants of Christian reaction and the avatars of 

enlightened, secularist atheism -- it's not as though 

we've not already had one of those, you'll recall, 

with the Evil Empire, the Poles, the Pope . . . . 

Yes, but such an appeal to history, even recent history, 

by way of demonstrating the incompatibility of militant 

atheism with human dignity, would lie beyond Myers 

comprehension, presumably, as he would prefer to 

have the 'truth' established by means of his 

contrivance: let a singular communion wafer represent 

the entirety of the Christian claim, and let his sacrilege 

represent the claims of enlightenment, and if no bolt of 

lightning or pillar of fire descends from the heavens to 

smite him, Christianity stands exploded as rank 

superstition. Let us be forthright about what such 

presumption is: it is not merely indicative of a mental 

imbalance, an obsession or mania, but expressive of 

mental primitivism. Truth is established, not by 

reasoned discourse upon evidences and arguments, but 

by what amount to tests of strength, defiance, and 

pride. Might makes right, by the infernal glow of 

impudence. And mankind undergoes a spiritual and 

intellectual regression of some score of millennia. 

In short, Myers and Co. are not merely pre-

scientific; they are pre-theological and pre-philosophic.  

And, of course, they are liars. Because it is 

manifestly obvious that they not only wish to make 

Christians angry but, as far as lies within their power, to 

get their hands on God and tear him to pieces, not just 

verbally but physically if possible. They are kith and kin 

to those who stood at the foot of the cross and sneered, 

"If you are the Son of God, come down." 

C. S. Lewis describes the curious itch that rankles in 

the shriveled soul of the God-hater in his Great Divorce. 

In that novella, the damned are offered a chance at 

heaven if they will only just get on a bus, go there, and 

stay. Instead, almost none of the damned do. They 

prefer to be what they are. And they love talking about 

hell and themselves (which really comes down to the 

same thing). Lewis continues: 

This curious wish to describe Hell turned out, 

however, to be only the mildest form of a desire 

very common among the Ghosts -- the desire to 

extend Hell, to bring it bodily, if they could, into 

Heaven. There were tub-thumping Ghosts who in 

thin, bat-like voices urged the blessed spirits 

[already in Heaven] to shake off their fetters, to 

escape from their imprisonment in happiness, to 

tear down the mountains with their hands, to seize 

Heaven "for their own good": Hell offered her co-

operation. There were planning Ghosts who 

implored them to dam the river, cut down the 

trees, kill the animals, build a mountain railway, 

smooth out the horrible grass and moss and 

heather with asphalt. There were materialistic 

Ghosts who informed the immortals that they 

were deluded: there was no life after death, and 

this whole country was a hallucination. There were 

Ghosts, plain and simple: mere bogies, fully 

conscious of their own decay, who had accepted 

the traditional role of the spectre, and seemed to 

hope they could frighten someone. I had had no 

idea that this desire was possible. But my Teacher 

reminded me that the pleasure of frightening is by 

no means unknown on earth, and also of Tacitus' 

saying: "They terrify lest they should fear." When 

the debris of a decayed human soul finds itself 

crumbled into ghosthood and realises "I myself am 

now that which all humanity has feared, I am just 

that cold churchyard shadow, that horrible thing 

which cannot be, yet somehow is," then to terrify 

others appears to it an escape from the doom of 

being a Ghost yet still fearing Ghosts -- fearing 

even the Ghost it is. For to be afraid of oneself is 

the last horror. 

The thirsty cruelty and cowardice of Myers is manifest 

in this: Regardless of your views of the deity of Christ, 
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to make oneself into a creature who deliberately 

desecrates the memory of an innocent Man who died in 

torments, solely for the purpose of spite, is an utterly 

pathetic and deeply evil thing. As all acts of blasphemy 

do, they serve only to destroy the image of God in the 

blasphemer. They do nothing whatever to harm Jesus 

(except in the sense that this sin too becomes one of 

the billions He bears in His body and soul on the Cross). 

But they do immeasurable harm to the soul of the 

blasphemer. 

 

What remains is for us Catholics to decide what to do. I 

think the first thing that needs to happen is, of course, 

prayer. Various folk in the blogosphere and elsewhere 

have mentioned acts of reparation. That's the right 

idea. Our first task is to forgive. And I mean forgive, not 

excuse. There is, literally, no excuse for this. None. If 

some clown sent Webster Cook or Myers a death 

threat, that does not justify their persecuting and 

insulting people who have done nothing wrong. Myers's 

logic is that of Kristallnacht: punish all Catholics 

everywhere with theft, vandalism, and incitement 

because of the (alleged) actions of one or two. 

The next thing to do is to fight. Forgiving and 

fighting not only may but must be done at the same 

time. If you doubt that, just look at Jesus: He forgave His 

impenitent killers at exactly the moment He was 

fighting (and winning) the most important battle ever 

fought against all the powers of hell. St. Paul likewise 

forgave his persecutors but was absolutely ingenious in 

making use of everything (including civil law) to fight 

them and advance the gospel. 

I have absolutely no problem with appeals to Caesar 

where it is appropriate, but we have to be wise as 

serpents and innocent as doves. I think invocations of 

"hate crime" laws, for instance, are stupid, because I 

think the dumbest thing a Catholic can do is encourage 

the notion of ThoughtCrime or labor to make Caesar the 

arbiter of Allowable Speech. Canada is currently 

engaged in that social experiment, to catastrophic 

effect. So I think attempts to arraign Pharyngula as a 

"hate site" are deeply wrong-headed. Catholics need to 

cowboy up and face hatred like saints, not whine for 

Uncle Caesar to tell the Bad Man to stop saying mean 

things. 

 

On the other hand, I have no problem with Catholics 

pointing out that many a Pharyngula post has been 

made on the taxpayer's dime and that misuse of state 

monies should be punished. I likewise have no problem 

with Catholics lobbying the university to have this bigot 

canned as radically opposed to the university mission 

statement. I doubt it will happen, but they are welcome 

to try -- because Catholics have free speech, too. 

Similarly, just as St. Paul had no problem at all 

asking the civil power to protect him from persecution 

when some mob threatened him or one of his 

churches, I see nothing at all wrong -- if Myers and Co. 

carry out their threat -- with going to the civil authority 

and arraigning Myers et al. with theft, vandalism, 

destruction of property, and incitement, if the court 

system allows it. It is perfectly just to seek this, just as 

it is perfectly just for Jews to seek justice when some 

thug paints a swastika on a synagogue. 

Catholics rightly have hope of Myers's redemption. 

That's as it should be. But I also am mindful of Jesus' 

very solid counsel: "Do not give dogs what is holy; and 

do not throw your pearls before swine" (Mt 7:6). 

Myers et al. are precisely the sort of people Jesus has 

in mind here. If they are insulted by that, our first duty 

is to pray that they will somehow receive the grace to 

grasp how dire it is to be insulted by the Son of God, 

whose insults are, like everything else about Him, 

without any sin whatever. In short, they are people 

who deserve to be called swine, because they have 

made themselves swine by their actions. Our orders as 

Catholics are clear: Don't imagine that argument will 

do you any good when you are dealing with people 

who have lost the good of the intellect. Pray for them, 

certainly. But pray that they repent, not that they get 

clearer explanations of things they already know but 

refuse to admit -- such as, "You don't go around 

vandalizing what is not yours." 

It is right and just to be angered by Myers et al.'s 

assault on the Eucharist. Not all anger is sinful. But the 

purpose of anger is action, not desire for vengeance. 

http://www.mark-shea.com/blasphemy.html
http://www.mark-shea.com/blasphemy.html
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Myers and Co. threaten violence against Him we hold 

most sacred. Catholics who threaten violence against 

Myers in return disgrace our Lord who forgave His 

murderers and, just as surely, extends forgiveness to 

Myers even as He fights him with the same goads with 

which He fought Saul of Tarsus. Our task is to realize 

that our principal audience is not Myers and his vicious 

crew, but all the onlookers in our culture, who want to 

know if there is any real difference between Catholics 

and Myers.  

Show them, by your actions, that there is. The world 

is watching. 

 

Mark P. Shea is a senior editor at 

www.CatholicExchange.com and a columnist for 

InsideCatholic.com. Visit his blog at 

www.markshea.blogspot.com. 

http://www.catholicexchange.com/
http://www.insidecatholic.com/
http://www.markshea.blogspot.com/
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Faith in Flanders 

Joanna Bogle | Column 

7/23/08

ntwerp is home to glorious churches, but it's 

difficult to pray in them. At the cathedral 

dedicated to Our Lady, a large section at the 

base of the nave, with a glorious view of the whole 

church under its superb gothic arches, is set aside for 

prayer. But it feels bleak. The Blessed Sacrament is not 

here. As in most Flemish churches today, it is tucked 

away somewhere remote, as if an embarrassment. 

Outside, the insistent beat of a drum and a loud 

rhythmic chant emerges from a huge crowd in the 

cathedral square, where a stage and various display 

stands have been erected. A Hindu festival is being 

celebrated, with a large carnival-style float on a great 

decorated lorry taking the message to the thronging 

people. Elsewhere in the crowded shopping center, 

parades and dancers indicate the presence of further 

celebrations among the Saturday shoppers, this time 

with an African and Latin-American theme. And all 

around, crowds pack the shops and flood into the cafes 

and restaurants. 

This is modern Flanders. All the current modern 

orthodoxies are here -- multi-culturalism, an emphasis 

on food fads, an obsession with shopping. Mingling with 

all of this -- and likely one day to dominate, although of 

course it is opposed to much of what is currently 

fashionable -- is Islam, Belgium's fastest-growing 

religion. 

 

The visitor to Belgium is immediately aware of the 

tension of language -- in Brussels, French and Flemish sit 

side-by-side on notice-boards and street-signs. In 

Flanders, Flemish predominates, with English as the 

second language -- spoken extremely well by virtually 

everyone, with a style, fluency, and grace noticeably 

better than among the young in London (there is a 

glorious absence of that ubiquitous "like" and "yeah"). 

There is another tension: religion. What was once a 

deeply Catholic country now faces a completely 

different future, and one that will be divorced from its 

past. Mass attendance figures are low, and still falling. 

Vocations to the priesthood are few. Catholic marriages 

are dropping in number, and the birth-rate is low. 

Flanders is a lush country -- rich soil, well-watered. 

It has excellent road and rail connections and 

prosperous towns and cities. Its heritage is bound up 

with its Catholic faith. Rubens is buried in St. Jacobus 

church, surrounded by great beauty, which his own 

work helped hugely to enhance -- the baroque of the 

church's interior is a feast of marble, with his paintings 

alongside those of other great masters. 

But I liked the church for another, more prosaic, 

reason -- here I was able to kneel down to pray. In no 

other church that I visited was I able to do this. In 

church after church neat rows of modern chairs, set 

close together, ensure that those attending Mass must 

sit; it is physically impossible to kneel except by making 

everyone else in the row stand up so that you can 

squeeze past and walk out into the aisle to kneel on 

the flagstones. At St. Jacobus, pews and kneelers are 

still the norm. 

Unsurprisingly, it was at St. Jacobus church that 

members of Opus Dei chose to have their annual Mass 

honouring their founder, St. Josemaría Escrivá. Here, 

for the first time, one was able to sense the presence 

of a faith that was living, vigorous, and capable of 

inspiring practical activity. Here, at a wine-and-nibbles 

reception in a student center after the Mass, I met 

people involved with youth work, community 

activities, and various schemes of support for Catholic 

social and moral teachings. Elsewhere, the mood 

among practicing Catholics was, well, bleak.  

"Things here are in freefall," a Catholic teacher told 

me, bluntly but without relish. "What the Netherlands 

had in the 1970s -- you know, opposition to the pope 
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at all costs, poor liturgies, shrugging at all traditional 

teachings -- we are now getting." 

 

 

In Brussels' cathedral, a photographic display near the 

entrance shows scenes from cathedral life in recent 

years, including royal weddings and papal visits. Among 

the Flemish, some republican sentiment is fanned by 

sneers at the known genuine and deep Catholicism of 

the younger royals. What would once have been cause 

for admiration and support is now seen as something 

rather embarrassing. 

But this is not to say that passions are aroused: 

There is no open anti-Catholicism of the sort seen in, for 

instance, neighbouring Holland. Flanders was 

embarrassed by the open hostility shown toward Pope 

John Paul II when he visited Holland, and was 

determined to show courtesy and friendship to him 

when he visited Belgium. And there is genuine 

enthusiasm for the achievements of a Flemish past that 

is nothing if not Catholic: The paintings are not just 

masterpieces of art but evidence of a culture rooted in a 

deep faith. 

Church events are not interrupted by shouting 

mobs, and gay-rights demonstrations do not march past 

processions of the Blessed Sacrament. Rather, there is a 

bleakness, an absence of anything resembling an active 

Catholic life. "Even those who think of themselves as 

quite keen -- maybe send their children to some youth 

group which is Catholic-sponsored -- do not attend 

Mass every week, and would think it excessive to do 

so," one practicing Catholic sighed. "It becomes second-

nature to become rather private about your faith, not to 

be regarded as a fanatic."  

Most liturgy is dreary -- crumpled vestments, much 

bossy interruption by middle-aged to elderly ladies 

doing readings and singing songs and making 

announcements. There is an emphasis on the "social 

gospel." There is much talk of a harsh and Jansenistic 

past, and the necessity of never returning to it.  

"People like to stress how nasty and strict things 

once were -- back in the 1940s and 50s," a younger 

Catholic woman said. "All true, of course. Things were 

narrow and rigid. And Catholicism seemed to be 

something imposed, something consisting of rules. The 

memories of all that are now used again and again to 

oppose any sort of Catholicism -- so young people who 

have discovered the Faith for themselves as something 

fresh and new are discouraged from feeling joy about 

it." 

The shortage of clergy means that one priest may 

typically have responsibility for three churches. "It 

becomes a job -- simply getting from one meeting to 

the next, and taking charge of the administration," I 

was told. "You get a nine-to-five mentality. It becomes 

difficult to respond to people's real needs, take an 

interest in their lives." 

A particular problem is the "sacristanas" -- the 

ladies who, in the absence of a priest, tend to take 

over parishes. They tend to be middle-class, 60-

something women with not much else to do, and the 

prejudices of a generation still trapped in a 1970s 

mentality. To the young, it is an image of the Church 

that is off-putting and unappealing. It sends out a 

message that the Catholic Faith has little to say to the 

21st century. 

The New Movements -- apart from Opus Dei, as 

witnessed in Antwerp -- are not much in evidence. 

Among French speakers, the Emmanuel community is 

having some influence. There is a pro-life movement, 

but it is not large.  

 

 

In Ghent cathedral I asked about the Blessed 

Sacrament and was finally directed to the crypt. It 

doubles as a museum, so people were walking about 

and admiring vestments in glass cases and chatting. No 

one else went near the Blessed Sacrament chapel.  

 

As I came up the stairs again, a student choral group 

came out and stood in front of the main altar. Their 

glorious singing filled the great cathedral -- it was 
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magnificent. People settled into chairs to enjoy it. The 

setting was perfect, the sound a joy. And it was 

inspiring, lifting the heart and mind to the things of 

God. But for all that, it was a concert and not a service -- 

a wonderful, free, and joyful gift of music to the visitors 

and tourists, not an act of worship for God in which we 

were expected to participate.  

But all beauty -- Rubens's paintings, young people's 

voices raised in song, exquisite gothic tracery -- gives 

glory to God. And it is a strong part of Catholic tradition 

that God breathes fire into ashes, that Resurrection 

follows death, that a Second Spring can follow what 

appears to be winter. The story of the Church in 

Flanders, and in Belgium generally, isn't over yet. To this 

visitor, the signs in this particular chapter didn't look 

too promising. How good it will be to be proved wrong. 

 

Joanna Bogle is an author and broadcaster living in 

London. 
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Brideshead Reinvented 

Deal W. Hudson | Column 

7/24/08

rideshead Revisited, the classic Catholic novel 

by Evelyn Waugh, was made into a highly 

successful television miniseries in 1981. The 11-

part series -- written by John Mortimer, produced by 

Granada Television, and starring Jeremy Irons -- was 

praised for its fidelity to Waugh’s novel, particularly for 

its respectful treatment of the Catholic faith. 

Every major character, and the narrative itself, is 

defined by a relationship to the Faith that was 

embraced by the author at age 26 -- and Waugh was 

never shy about pitting his preference for an ancient 

piety over the modernity he despised. 

Another adaptation of Brideshead will be released 

on Friday. Based on the comments of its director, Julian 

Jarrold, and screenwriter, Jeremy Brock, the new 

version presents Catholicism not as the solution to the 

novel’s central dilemma -- an adulterous love affair -- 

but as a problem to be overcome. 

Brock describes the central theme, saying: 

In that tug between individual freedom and 

fundamentalist religion, there’s a story that’s 

opposite for our time. In the modern age that’s 

something we’re all dealing with (emphasis added). 

Jarrold goes on to call Waugh “undemocratic” in his 

treatment of the character Hooper, who takes every 

opportunity to express his contempt for the aristocracy 

and its customs. Hooper, according to Jarrold, is “the 

future of England, and the hope of the 1945 generation, 

and we’ve put a positive spin on him.” 

The phrase “he must be turning in his grave” 

describes perfectly the thought I had when I read that 

comment. Sadly Waugh lived long enough -- he died in 

1966 -- to guess how a future generation might 

desecrate his most famous work. 

Waugh was scornful of Hollywood. He negotiated 

with the studios in 1947 and 1957 to have Brideshead 

and another novel, Scoop, made into films. Too bad 

Jarrold and Brock ignored his 1947 memo to the studio 

about Brideshead: “The novel deals with what is 

theologically termed, ‘the operation of Grace’, that is to 

say, the unmerited and unilateral act of love by which 

God continually calls souls to Himself.” 

The director and writers of the new film version 

were evidently determined to put the human love 

triangle at the heart of their picture, and leave divine 

love alone. But, evidently, some of Waugh’s story of 

grace comes through after all. 

Critics who attended pre-screenings of the new 

Brideshead have been generally favorable; of the 

reviews collected at RottenTomatoes.com, 67 percent 

are positive as of this writing. Reading through the 

reviews, I am led to wonder if the film is better than 

one would expect from Jarrold’s and Brock’s silly 

comments in the New York Times. 

For example, Andrew Sarris, writing in the New 

York Observer, notes: 

Michael Gambon’s death scene as a repentant 

Lord Marchmain encapsulates one of the most 

profound manifestations of the eternal struggle 

between faith and doubt it has ever been my 

privilege to witness. 

Those who can recall the power of the same scene 

with Sir Laurence Olivier in the 1981 version will 

wonder how it could be surpassed. 

Still, given the attitude of Jarrold and Brock, I was 

not surprised to read the critic for the Hollywood 

Reporter, who praises Emma Thompson’s portrayal of 

Lady Marchmain, say, “She instills the heart and soul 

B 

http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0083390/
http://www.aquinas-multimedia.com/stjoseph/biography.html
http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0412536/
http://www.nytimes.com/2008/07/20/movies/20lyal.html?_r=2&oref=slogin&oref=slogin
http://www.guardian.co.uk/film/2004/may/22/classics.film#down
http://www.rottentomatoes.com/m/10009457-brideshead_revisited/
http://www.observer.com/2008/arts-culture/brideshead-revisited-revisited-lush-southern-wedding-throws-me-loop
http://www.hollywoodreporter.com/hr/film/reviews/article_display.jsp?JSESSIONID=3hnGLGJfW4L00VnSXH5JvybVmsdHqTQQfZM0fZv3hNCyZF6ZHB3P%21-1055493989&&rid=11446
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that the rest of this production seems to have lost 

somewhere along the way to the big screen.” 

Then there is Ella Taylor, writing for the Village 

Voice, who appears to share the view of screenwriter 

Brock about Catholicism as a “fundamentalist religion.” 

Taylor expresses horror at Lady Marchmain, a “rigidly 

controlling figure” who destroys her son, Sebastian. 

Taylor blames the Catholic faith for the deficiencies 

of Lady Marchmain: 

But the truly malevolent power of Brideshead 

Revisited is his identification with what she stood 

for -- a literal reading of the Vatican texts, the 

preservation of ancient tradition, and keeping her 

snooty class free of contamination by interlopers 

like Charles. 

The most intriguing comment I have read thus far 

comes from Rex Roberts in Film Journal International. 

Noting Jarrold’s focus on the love triangle between the 

main characters, Roberts argues, “The screenwriters 

might as well have converted the reluctantly religious 

Flytes from Catholicism to Scientology. With Waugh, 

attitudes and themes are nonnegotiable; you take him 

as his curmudgeonly, contrarian, conservative self, or 

you leave him alone.” Exactly. 

New Yorker critic Shauna Lyon put it bluntly: 

The screenwriters, Andrew Davies and Jeremy 

Brock, took many liberties with the book, altering 

not only plot points but also the main thrust of 

Charles’s spiritual journey: instead of turning from 

an agnostic into a Catholic, he starts out an atheist 

and, seemingly, remains one. This change lends 

nothing to the film, a torpid version of a classic that 

is ultimately and unjustly devoid of passion. 

To strip Charles Ryder of his faith is to extract the very 

conviction that drives the story of Brideshead Revisited 

through all its chapters. No wonder Lyon calls it 

“devoid of passion”; the director and writers behind 

the film have stripped it of inwardness. There is 

nothing greater than the social acceptance or rejection 

that Charles must weigh over his love for the married 

Julia. 

In spite of these bleak prospects, I will be in the 

theater on Friday for Brideshead Revisited, if only to 

report whether Waugh’s masterpiece has been 

desecrated or resuscitated. 

 

Deal W. Hudson is the director of InsideCatholic.com 

and the author of Onward, Christian Soldiers: The 

Growing Political Power of Catholics and Evangelicals 

in the United States (Simon and Schuster, March 2008). 

http://www.villagevoice.com/2008-07-23/film/julian-jarrold-s-brideshead-revisited
http://www.filmjournal.com/filmjournal/reviews/article_display.jsp?vnu_content_id=1003828007
http://www.newyorker.com/arts/reviews/film/brideshead_revisited_jarrold
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1416524428/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1416524428/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1416524428/insidecatcom-20
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The Well-Sheltered Catholic 
Steve Skojec | Column 

7/24/08

n 1971, a group of distinguished individuals -- 

artists, writers, musicians, intellectuals -- sent an 

appeal to Pope Paul VI requesting that he preserve 

the classical Roman Rite of the Mass. This group, 

composed of Catholics and non-Catholics alike, had as 

their aim not the maintenance of a particular 

theological mode of worship so much as the source and 

summit of much of the best of European culture. In 

part, the appeal read: 

The rite in question, in its magnificent Latin text, 

has also inspired a host of priceless achievements in the 

arts -- not only mystical works, but works by poets, 

philosophers, musicians, architects, painters and 

sculptors in all countries and epochs. Thus, it belongs to 

universal culture as well as to churchmen and formal 

Christians.  

There were 57 signatures, and some were 

surprising. While there were prominent Catholics on the 

list, such as Graham Greene and Malcolm Muggeridge, 

others, like the flamboyant homosexual writer and 

dilettante Harold Acton, unrivaled soprano Dame Joan 

Sutherland, and former British poet laureate (and one 

time Communist) Cecil Day Lewis, had no particularly 

religious axe to grind. Anglican novelist Agatha Christie, 

in fact, has long had her name associated with the 

request, because (according to a popular anecdote) it 

was Christie's name that Paul VI took note of, being an 

admirer of her stories. 

It is no secret to the historian that the rich spiritual 

and human tapestry of Catholicism that so infused the 

Western world has served as the inspiration for more 

art, architecture, and music than any other subject. 

From Mozart's Coronation Mass to the sacred art of 

Michelangelo, Bernini, and Caravaggio, to the 

cathedrals of Chartres, Cologne, St. Vitus, and St. Peter's 

itself -- Europe is teeming with art that that draws its 

substance from the Faith. Even Hollywood had a tryst 

with Catholicism, producing movies like Bells of Saint 

Mary's, It's a Wonderful Life, Ben Hur, Come to the 

Stable, and The Song of Bernadette.  

  

Can anyone imagine the Catholic Church inspiring art in 

a similar fashion today, or a coalition of artists, 

musicians, and actors clamoring for the restoration of 

this or that liturgy or custom? Rather than finding a 

common cultural muse in the Church, contemporary 

artisans have rebelled against its teachings and 

severed their work from its traditions, and Catholics -- 

also subject to the forces of the zeitgeist -- have lost 

their own moorings, and have all but given up on the 

arts. 

We see pockets, of course. There's been a small 

resurgence in fiction written by Catholic authors, and 

The Passion of the Christ was a masterpiece, but unless 

there is some great renaissance lying in wait beneath 

the surface of postmodern secularism, it appears we 

have conceded the fight.  

In an interview published recently in Lay Witness, 

Barbara Nicolosi, Catholic blogger and founding 

partner of the Act One program designed to help 

Christians break into the movie business, lamented this 

loss of Christian artistry. She noted that while the 

Church used to be considered the patron of the arts, 

we have by and large lost our sense of the beautiful, 

both inside and outside of our parishes. We see it not 

only in the ecclesiastical sphere -- liturgies and 

architecture and music -- but in our general failure as 

Catholics to engage and uplift the culture by helping to 

shape it: 

I'm very sad that we have had so few Catholics go 

through the [Act One] program. I have gone to 

these schools -- the Catholic schools, the special 

Catholic schools -- I've gone to them all several 

times and spoken there and pleaded, and what I 

I 

http://www.cuf.org/laywitness/LWonline/mj08nicolosi.asp
http://www.actoneprogram.com/
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find there is that kids do not have any apostolic 

drive. After getting these great Great Books 

educations, what they want to be is maybe a DRE in 

a small country parish in the backwoods where 

nobody will notice them and they can just shut the 

world down and out. You know, there's nothing 

apostolic in that. St. Paul could've done that -- the 

Church would be nothing if we had done that. We 

have not received a mandate to head for the hills. 

While Nicolosi might overstate her case, her point is 

valid: While we certainly need DREs in backwoods 

parishes, we cannot be satisfied with that. If our most 

faithful schools are creating isolationist Catholics with 

bunker mentalities, how can we ever hope to speak to 

the world? The Mystical Body is made up of many parts; 

surely we need directors and writers and musicians and 

artists nearly as much as we need religion teachers and 

catechists and priests. When the two are separated, the 

result is a Catholic ghetto, rather than a culture with 

Catholicism at its heart. Nicolosi identifies the problem: 

There is something wrong in a Church in which we 

are preparing kids to only play in the Catholic 

subculture. [whispers] There was never supposed to 

be a Catholic subculture! You know what disciples 

do in the Catholic subculture? They have 

personality fights and power struggles. 

For many Catholics -- especially those with children -- a 

retreat from the world seems at times the only option. 

Overwhelmed and surrounded by a secular, hedonistic, 

over-sexualized culture that grows increasingly 

antithetical to the faith, it becomes a constant battle to 

shelter our families. But in doing so, we risk losing touch 

with the very world in which we are meant to be the 

leaven.  

  

If the popular culture is an unhealthy environment for 

Catholic families, so too are echo chambers filled only 

with the ideas we like and agree with. This can 

transform into fantasy, a microcosm where -- as my 

friend and Catholic journalist Hilary White recently 

described -- Catholic enclavists  

have gone off into the woods to create a happy and 

comforting little Catholic world, well insulated from 

Outside. The kids are homeschooled, the women 

commonly wear the trademark shapeless plaid 

jumper/white t-shirt and sneakers combo, the men 

work at home, the books on the shelves are all from 

Ignatius or Angelus press, the jokes are clean and 

not very funny, conversation is always holy, the 

horrors of the squelching, seething pornographic 

world Outside are clucked at primly and the 

introduction of ironic humour is a wild and 

somewhat scandalous sensation. 

This is precisely the sort of mentality that is incapable 

of confronting the culture. Rather than trying to bring 

the light of the Church into a hostile world, such 

people find it safer to keep the light under a bushel 

basket. The reasons for doing so are noble, no 

question: We parents will stand before God and 

account for the formation of our children and want 

only what is best for their souls. But what also of the 

souls entrusted to our care? What of those individuals 

in society who, lost and needing a lifeline, find that all 

help has been withdrawn and they are alone? 

  

Those of us who have been blessed with a Catholic 

education and who wish to avoid being contaminated 

by a sinful culture may wish to consider the wisdom of 

the venerable John Henry Cardinal Newman, who 

famously wrote in his Idea of a University, "It is a 

contradiction in terms to attempt a sinless literature 

about a sinful man." Understanding that what we want 

man to be is something loftier than what man is, 

Newman believed that engaging the world meant 

understanding the reality of it. He continued: 

If then a University is a direct preparation for this 

world, let it be what it professes. It is not a 

Convent, it is not a Seminary; it is a place to fit 

men of the world for the world. We cannot 

possibly keep them from plunging into the world, 

with all its ways and principles and maxims, when 

their time comes; but we can prepare them against 

what is inevitable; and it is not the way to learn to 

http://anglocath.blogspot.com/
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swim in troubled waters, never to have gone into 

them. 

And those troubled waters are ripe with possibilities, 

though we won’t see them if we avoid them out of fear. 

I’ve watched tremendous “R”-rated movies, found 

brilliant satire in shows like The Simpsons and Family 

Guy, heard poetic Christian allegory and a pining for 

salvation in the dark rock ballads of U2, been soothed 

by the tragic voice of Amy Winehouse, and seen 

gripping accounts of dystopic consumerist futures in the 

writings of William Gibson.  Critical consumption 

combined with a Catholic worldview allows us to 

recognize artistry even when the artist falls short or the 

message misses the mark. Art is both an inspiration for 

and a reflection of the culture it derives from, and 

where it fails to inspire, it cannot help but provide 

insight (even if only to shed light on what is broken in 

the heart of postmodern man).  

At its best, it can also be a lot of fun. 

We can try to avoid all of this in the interest of 

avoiding danger, but thereis no guarantee of safe 

passage in this life. If we do not bring Christ to the 

world, who will? We alone have the sacraments, and 

the rich intellectual and cultural and moral tradition of 

the Catholic Church. What we can learn about artistry 

from the master storytellers of our age, we can infuse 

with the hope of the greatest story ever known. 

Of those who are willing to speak to the world 

through culture and the arts, it must be conceded that 

their message is often the last thing the world needs to 

hear. That's why it's so important for the faithful to 

once again inspire and create culture, not only in an 

explicitly religious sense, but through the wider lens of 

the Catholic worldview. This is the worldview that 

encompasses both sinners and saints, that professes 

belief in a God made Man who ate with tax collectors 

and prostitutes, and died on a cross. Catholicism 

encompasses the breadth of human experience, from 

the height of ecstasy to the darkness of death. We 

have something to say because our Faith does not find 

hope in the notion of sinless man, but in the 

recognition of fallen man redeemed.  

 

Steve Skojec is a columnist and blogger for 

InsideCatholic.com. He writes from Northern Virginia. 

Visit his blog at www.steveskojec.com. 

http://www.insidecatholic.com/
http://www.steveskojec.com/
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Message Refused: Humanae Vitae, 40 Years Later 

Russell Shaw | Column 

7/25/08 

 know a woman ς and, in fairness, I must say that 

she's a truly good Catholic woman -- who's slightly 

bonkers on the subject of birth control. I suppose 

there are people like that on both sides of this 

argument, but this woman happens to be bonkers on 

the pro-contraception side. You can't help noticing it. 

Whenever the subject comes up in conversation -- and, 

not infrequently, even when it doesn't -- she lets 

everybody within earshot know that the Church is flatly 

wrong about birth control and absolutely, 

unquestionably, and incontrovertibly must change its 

position without further delay.  

Poor lady. She may be in for a hard time of it in the 

next several weeks. Today is the 40th anniversary of the 

publication of Humanae Vitae, Pope Paul VI's encyclical 

reaffirming the Church's teaching against artificial 

contraception; and although, among those taking note 

of the occasion, some will undoubtedly join this good 

Catholic woman in rapping the document and calling for 

change, many others just as certainly will praise the 

encyclical as not just true but even prophetically so. 

Pope Benedict XVI got in the first licks a little while back 

when he spoke to a group meeting in Rome to celebrate 

the anniversary.  

"What was true yesterday is true also today," 

Benedict said. "The truth expressed in Humanae Vitae 

does not change . . . . The transmission of life is 

inscribed in nature and its laws stand as an unwritten 

norm to which all must refer. Any attempt to turn one's 

gaze away from this principle is in itself barren and does 

not produce a future." 

Unfortunately, the gaze-turning of which the Holy 

Father speaks has been going on for four decades now 

and gives no sign of being at an end. Birth control is a 

subject a lot of people just can't leave alone, including 

many Catholics who disagree with the Church. Like the 

woman mentioned above, these folks say they're 

absolutely certain contraception is okay, yet they keep 

bringing it up obsessively as if they weren't quite sure 

and needed the approval of the Church to be at peace. 

Which suggests to me, among other things, that after 

40 years, there are still lots of unsettled consciences out 

there. 

Before someone tells me I'm being presumptuous, 

let me hasten to add that I don't question anyone's 

good faith. God knows about things like that; I surely 

don't. My point is not that anyone in particular who 

goes on and on about how wrong the Church is in this 

matter is insincere. It's simply that all these people 

together manage collectively to give the impression of 

not being all that sure. And that stands to reason – 

since, after all, they're wrong. Those of us who see 

how wrong they are need to give them a hand. 

  

Ten years after Humanae Vitae appeared, Rev. 

Charles Curran, the most highly publicized of the 

American dissenters, made an extremely important 

point. At the time the document came out, he said, 

"'the conservatives' saw much more clearly than 'the 

liberals' of the day that a change in the teaching on 

artificial contraception had to recognize that the 

previous teaching was wrong." But if the Church was 

wrong about birth control, then of course the Church 

could be, and no doubt was, wrong about much else. 

As Father Curran pointed out in 1978:  

Catholic theologians frequently deny the existing 

teaching of the hierarchical magisterium on such 

issues as contraception, sterilization, artificial 

insemination, masturbation, the generic gravity of 

sexual sins. Newer approaches have recently been 

taken to the question of homosexuality. 

[Remember, this was 1978. The dissenters have 

gone far beyond "newer approaches" since then.] 
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All these questions in the area of medical and 

sexual morality are being questioned today. 

Aside from the reference to the "teaching of the 

hierarchical magisterium," a common rhetorical ploy by 

dissenters indicating their dismissal of doctrine they 

disagree with as only the teaching of the pope and the 

bishops in union with him, this was a very honest 

remark. Since it was made, Father Curran and people 

like him have moved on from individual moral questions 

to matters of moral principle and moral methodology. 

For centuries, the teaching of the Church was based on 

the conviction that there are absolute, exceptionless 

moral norms -- some actions always and everywhere 

are wrong in all circumstances.  

Now, not a few moral theologians deny that. 

Adopting relativistic moral theories with names like 

"proportionalism" and "consequentialism," they 

proceed on the assumption that the morality of an 

action is always determined by circumstances; in the 

end, nothing can be ruled out in principle before the 

fact. 

Pope John Paul II brushed all that aside in Veritatis 

Splendor (1995), his admirable encyclical on morality, 

when he said: "The negative precepts of the natural law 

are universally valid. They oblige each and every 

individual, always and in every circumstance." As any 

dissenting moral theologian worth his or her salt will be 

quick to point out, however, that's only the hierarchical 

-- or, in this case, papal -- magisterium talking. 

  

With spectacular timing -- good or bad, depending on 

how you look at it -- Humanae Vitae arrived on the 

scene smack in the middle of the sexual revolution of 

the 1960s. Many Catholics joined that revolution then, 

and many have joined it since. The consequences of the 

sexual revolution are clear by now in statistics on things 

like abortion, out-of-wedlock births, cohabitation, 

divorce, and HIV/AIDS.  

As for Catholics, in the last four decades, the 

number of Catholic marriages in the United States -- not 

the rate of marriage, mind you, but the absolute 

number of marriages -- has fallen by half, and this at a 

time when Catholic population was surging 30 million 

higher. In one recent survey, more than half the young, 

unmarried Catholics in the country saw no reason to get 

married in the Church. 

The central Christian metaphor for marriage is in 

Ephesians, where the relationship of husband and wife 

is likened to the relationship of Christ to the Church:  

No man ever hates his own flesh, but nourishes it 

and cherishes it, as Christ does the church . . . . For 

this reason a man shall leave his father and mother 

and be joined to his wife, and the two shall 

become one flesh. This mystery is a profound one, 

and I mean in reference to Christ and the church 

(Eph 5:29-32).  

It is not a rational argument against contraception but 

more like an intuition, both moral and aesthetic, to say 

there'd be something very nearly blasphemous about 

likening the relationship of Christ and the Church to a 

contraceptive relationship between a man and 

woman. As metaphor, it just doesn't work. 

The reason it doesn't work has to do, among other 

things, with the fact that contraception depersonalizes 

the other -- it turns the partner into an object, while 

focusing narcissistically on the gratification of the self. 

Sex becomes an essentially solipsistic activity rather 

than a relational experience of self-communication 

and mutual giving. This is the kind of thinking John Paul 

II develops to good effect in his well-known theology 

of the body.  

People like the good Catholic woman who believes 

so strongly that the Church is wrong about birth 

control ought to think about it. Forty years after 

Humanae Vitae, the question is how to get her and the 

rest to do that. 

 

Russell Shaw, a writer and journalist in Washington, 

D.C., is author of the newly published Nothing to Hide: 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1586172182/insidecatcom-20
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Secrecy, Communication, and Communion in the 

Catholic Church (Ignatius Press) and 19 other books. 
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Angels without Wings 

Danielle Bean | Column 

7/25/08 

 like to think of myself as a seasoned mom.  But 

even a seasoned mom sometimes meets her match. 

It's in our most trying motherly moments, I have 

found, that God graces us with the gift of humility -- by 

opening our eyes to our helpless dependence upon 

others. 

One warm spring Saturday morning a few years ago, 

I imagined that taking six kids along to the florist to pick 

up First Communion flowers and then delivering these 

to the church would be a simple errand to run. 

But that was my imagination. 

My reality was that, not ten minutes into our family 

road trip, I heard a small voice call from the back of my 

loaded van. 

"The baby!" someone shrieked. "She's throwing 

up!" 

Was she ever. Eleven-month-old Gabrielle gagged, 

spat, and kicked in her car seat as the older children 

recoiled in horror. Hurriedly, I pulled over to the side of 

the road, leaped over the front seat, and made it to 

Gabby's side just in time to catch her final heaving -- in 

my hands. 

This is what we mothers do. We catch our babies' 

vomit in our bare hands, as if the very act of doing so 

will bring them some measure of comfort in their time 

of need. Truly it does not, and yet we do it nonetheless. 

I grabbed a nearby sweatshirt to wipe my hands, 

the car seat, and my now screeching baby's face and 

lap. Then, abandoning all hope of a trip to the florist, I 

rushed back to the driver's seat, intent upon hurrying 

my sick baby home. 

But this too was my imagination. 

Here in New Hampshire, in addition to the usual 

four, we have a little known fifth season -- Mud Season. 

And I had parked in it. When I pressed the gas pedal, my 

tires only whirred and then sank. 

I was stuck. With six kids, in a giant van, on a busy 

road, with no phone to call for help, I was stuck. 

I handled this crisis as any grown woman should: I 

lay my head down upon the steering wheel and I cried. 

But only a moment passed before I heard a tap on 

my window. 

"Ma'am?" A man holding a cane interrupted my 

sob-fest. "Do you need help?" 

Glancing in the mirror, I saw a black pickup truck 

parked behind me. I rolled down the window and 

spilled out something that might have sounded a bit 

like this: 

"I was driving (sob-sob) to pick up flowers (sniffle) 

and my baby threw up all over (gasp) and the van got 

stuck in the mud (whine-whimper-sob-sob) and what 

am I supposed to do noooooow?" 

"First things first," my new best friend replied 

calmly. "Are you and the kids okay?" 

I nodded. And maybe sniffled just a bit. He placed 

a hand on my shoulder, gave me a confident nod, and 

then, cane in hand, he hobbled toward the road to flag 

down a tow truck, of course. One that just happened 

to be passing by at that particular moment on that 

particular Saturday morning. 

"Jake!" he shouted (of course he knew the tow 

truck driver). "Can you help us out?" 

Jake said that he could indeed help us out. He 

pulled over in front of my van, hopped from his truck, 

glanced only briefly in my direction, and then set 

immediately to work. 
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I sat dumbfounded in the driver's seat while he 

attached a winch to the front of my van and hopped 

back into his truck. In a matter of seconds, my van was 

extracted from the mud and its grateful tires kissed the 

pavement.  

Jake removed the winch from my van, gave me a 

quick nod, hopped back into his magic tow truck and 

sped away.  

My cane wielding new best friend didn't stick 

around for thanks and accolades either. He waved away 

my thanks with one hand as he gave my arm a pat with 

the other. 

"You're all set," he told me, and I watched him 

hobble away in the rear-view mirror. 

Not all of God's special helpers are angels with 

wings, I told my kids as we raced toward home. Some of 

them limp with canes. Some of them wear their hair 

long and have more than their fair share of tattoos. 

Some of them wear jumpsuits with names embroidered 

over the left breast pocket. Some of them drive magic 

tow trucks and look quite different from most of the 

people whom we call friends. 

But they are friends, and they are angels in their 

own right. And God bless them for that. 

 

Danielle Bean, a mother of eight, is senior editor of Faith 

& Family magazine and author of My Cup of Tea: 

Musings of a Catholic Mom (Pauline 2005) and Mom to 

Mom, Day to Day: Advice and Support for Catholic 

Living (Pauline 2007). Visit her blog at 

www.daniellebean.com. 

 

http://faithandfamilylive.com/
http://faithandfamilylive.com/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848379/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848379/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848557/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848557/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848557/insidecatcom-20
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The Devil Went Down to Gotham 

Joseph Susanka | Review 

7/19/08 

he Batman franchises have long struggled to 

find the correct balance between good and evil. 

In the original Batman, Tim Burton's love for the 

visually (and emotionally) bizarre, combined with Jack 

Nicholson's apparent inability to control himself, 

produced a film whose focus quickly shifted from 

Michael Keaton's mildly-tormented title character to 

Nicholson's wildly over-acted Joker. As the franchise 

moved from Batman to Batman Returns, from Batman 

Forever to Batman and Robin, the villains began to play 

a larger and larger role in the creation and marketing of 

the films, while the plastic suit-filling hero grew 

increasingly bland. (Warner Brothers' inability to retain 

their stars throughout the series almost certainly 

contributed to this blandness; the 

Keaton/Kilmer/Clooney tag-team sounded good on 

paper, I'm sure. But it failed miserably on celluloid.) 

When English-born director Christopher Nolan was 

given the daunting task of restarting Warner Brothers' 

signature franchise, he produced the refreshing Batman 

Begins -- a superhero flick that took its hero seriously, 

fleshing out Batman's motivations, emotions, and 

backstory in a compelling and convincing way. Yet in 

this cinematic version, a very different imbalance arose: 

Somehow, the villains got lost along the way. In the 

Burton and Schumacker films, they stole the show, but 

in Nolan's first attempt, they were either too 

insignificant in the overall scheme of things (Carmine 

Falcone), too effeminate to hold their own onscreen 

with Bale's growling menace (Dr. Jonathan Crane), or 

too absent for much of the film for the audience to care 

(the confusing Ra's Al Ghul/Henri Ducard combo). 

Despite the power and depth Christian Bale brought to 

the Bat Suit, the balance was still not right. 

In The Dark Knight, Nolan has discovered the 

combination that eluded the franchise for so many 

years. In an interesting (and inspired) departure from 

Burton's original film, he gives us absolutely no account 

of the Joker's back story. There are no horrific factory 

accidents, radioactive insects, or otherworldly minerals 

to bring a measure of understanding to his condition, 

nothing that would cause the audience to feel 

sympathy. No, this Joker is as profoundly evil, and as 

terrifying as any villain that has ever graced the screen. 

His shocking brutality and violently unpredictable 

behavior captures the irrationality of evil in a way I 

have not experienced this side of Lewis's That Hideous 

Strength. At last, we have a villain malevolent enough 

to stand up to our hero. 

This conflict between Batman and the Joker -- 

between Gotham's Dark Knight and the self-

proclaimed Bringer of Chaos -- serves as the core of 

the film's story. As Batman Begins comes to a close, 

Bruce Wayne enlists the help of Lieutenant James 

Gordon in his efforts to clean up the city of Gotham. 

And as The Dark Knight begins, they receive support in 

their undertaking from an unexpected quarter: the 

town's young, idealistic district attorney, Harvey Dent. 

Dent, whose constituents have dubbed him Gotham's 

White Knight -- an unsubtle jab at Batman's secretive 

modus operandi -- is not only an unwitting competitor 

for the hearts and minds of Gotham's citizens, but for 

the affections of Batman's life-long sweetheart as well, 

the charming (and prudently recast) Assistant DA 

Rachel Dawes. Wayne struggles to put this awkward 

little fact behind him during the planning of a 

coordinated attack on the few crime syndicates 

remaining in the city. Feeling their hold on the city 

gradually slipping away, the mob bosses turn to a 

peculiar fellow who inexplicably arrives upon the 

scene: a man known only as The Joker, with "a taste 

for the theatrical," and a most unusual calling card. 

Desperate to stop the onslaught of Gotham's 

"knights," the syndicates promise him half of their 

entire fortune if he will simply find a way to halt the 

dreaded Batman, unwittingly opening a Pandora's box. 

T 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0743234928/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0743234928/insidecatcom-20
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As one might expect from a work that deals so 

effectively with the ongoing struggle between Good and 

Evil, there are symbolic meanings aplenty. The finale, in 

particular, is packed with symbolism, and the way 

viewers interpret those final moments will have a 

profound impact on the way they understand the 

picture. That ending, as well as a number of other 

unexpected twists and turns, makes it a bit difficult to 

discuss the film's story without veering into spoiler-

heavy territory. And this is a film that one should 

definitely see unspoiled.  

Heath Ledger's untimely death has been the focal 

point of much of the public interest in the film, and that 

is a shame. His performance deserves to be appreciated 

on its own merits, no matter the circumstances that 

may surround it. It is truly a tour-de-force, and Ledger 

dominates every scene except for the ones he shares 

directly with Batman. In those moments, he and Bale 

play off one another beautifully, ratcheting the level of 

intensity up to an almost unbearable pitch. One 

sequence in particular, which takes place in the 

interrogation room of a Gotham police station, must be 

seen to be appreciated. I have no doubt that his Joker 

will be long remembered as the glue that holds The 

Dark Knight together. Without him, it would be a fine 

bit of cinematic craft; with him, it is unforgettable.  

  

The technical aspects of the film are so well done as to 

be completely transparent. The fight scenes are 

breathtaking, and as critics of Batman Begins's fights 

will be glad to hear, Nolan appears to have found the 

proper blend of disorientation and information. The 

action sequences are every bit as spectacular as the 

original, and the supporting performances are 

universally superb. Unlike Nolan's first Batman effort, 

which seemed to bog down as it neared the finish line -- 

gradually descending into a confusing, clichéd, action-

heavy finale -- this one will keep you riveted until the 

final bitter-sweet moment. The film is just short of two 

and a half hours, but don't bother to bring a watch. You 

won't be needing it. 

A word of warning: the movie lives up to its title. It 

is very, very dark -- at times viciously so. The tension is 

as relentless as any film in recent memory. This is not 

easy viewing, by any means, but the reward is well 

worth the effort. (The fairly obvious double-meaning of 

the title would make for a fascinating discussion, as 

well. At one point, the Joker mocks Batman's stubborn 

insistence on the basic goodness of humanity, saying: 

"We battle for the soul of Gotham, and I'm not ready 

to give it up yet." Not quite the meaning intended by 

St. John of the Cross, perhaps, but not unconnected, 

either.) 

With The Dark Knight, Nolan has worked a miracle, 

successfully combining two things nearly always found 

separately in the world of film: the complex themes 

and messages present in the finest indie films, and the 

sheer cinematic power and exuberance displayed in 

the best of Hollywood's tent-pole offerings. This is not 

an art house film masquerading as a superhero flick. 

Nor is it a summer blockbuster hiding behind a facade 

of pseudo-seriousness. This is a great story, pure and 

simple -- wonderfully written, confidently directed, 

artfully shot, and masterfully performed. It is truly a 

delight to watch, and an experience that will leave you 

wondering what Nolan can possibly do to top it. 

 

Joseph Susanka writes from Lander, Wyoming. 
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Listening to the Children of Gay Parents 

Marjorie Campbell | Review 

7/25/08 

 
Out from Under: The Impact of Homosexual Parenting  

Dawn Stefanowicz, Annotation Press, 245 pages, $14.95 

 
s a clinical law professor in 1986, I represented 

six-year-old Tiffany in a proceeding to terminate 

her mother's parental rights. It was a heart-

breaking and difficult case because the mother-

daughter bond was strong -- and hugely inappropriate. 

My little client's mother, it seemed, had not let her 

beloved daughter out of sight, even when turning the 

tricks of her trade as a prostitute. This otherwise 

normal-appearing child had acquired shockingly explicit 

language and sexual behaviors sitting on the edge of 

mommy's bed; Tiffany could not function in school 

because of her aggressive sexual advances toward other 

children.  

Back then, broad consensus existed that early 

sexualizing of children constituted grave harm, even 

abuse, warranting state intervention to protect the best 

interests of the child. That, of course, was back then -- 

and in the context of heterosexuality and well-

developed notions of sexual perversion. Now, 

everything's different: The Culture of Adult Desire has 

filled and overflowed mainstream pursuits, pushing 

aside even simple safeguards for children, such as 

protecting them from explicitly sexual environments.  

The classic consensus that young children should 

never, under any circumstances, consume sexually 

explicit material or witness sex acts or demonstrations 

has open challengers, such as the well-advertised 

attendance of children at the "world's largest leather 

event," the Folsom Street Fair in San Francisco 

(featuring nudity, sadomasochistic and fetish dress, and 

public masturbation), the access to pornography in 

public libraries, and the mandatory education in some 

public schools on homosexuality as early as 

kindergarten. What is "appropriate" sexual 

development for a child has, not surprisingly, come 

under debate as communities that identify themselves 

primarily by their gender orientation and sexual 

practices seek to raise children in their often sexually 

charged environments. 

Dawn Stefanowicz's Out from Under takes on gay 

parenting from one child's perspective. It is her candid 

account of life growing up "under" an exploitative 

father whose same-sex attraction blasted his life and 

the life of his wife and three children like a hurricane. 

Stefanowicz's early, explicit, and continuous exposure 

to sex-obsessed gay subculture generated the subtitle 

of her chronicle, "The Impact of Homosexual 

Parenting."  

With an amazing, faith-driven charity, Stefanowicz 

offers explanation, even understanding, for the 

lifestyle her father imposed on the family: 

In many ways, he seemed as stubbornly wedged in 

the confusion of early adolescence as I was. He 

was never content with himself and was constantly 

trying to improve his appearance. He was often 

narcissistic, self-absorbed, and very needy for male 

affirmation and affection. His ideal sexual partner 

was someone who would be very subordinate to 

his demands without being effeminate. He used 

power in these relationships, often with men ten 

years his junior. . . . He carried a lot of unresolved 

anger . . . and had numerous and anonymous 

sexual partners . . . involved in many different 

kinds of sexual behavior, including group sex. So, 

of course, there would be jealousy and hurt 

feelings from time to time . . . there was that 

A 
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legion of spurned ex-partners who would no longer 

come around. 

Various partners, we learn, lived with, visited, and 

traveled with the family, with no significant resistance 

from the author's mother, a woman who was "primarily 

a reactor and hadn't been the ultimate source of our 

family's misery," a woman who "lacked the strength of 

character" to risk her husband's rejection, anger, and 

violence. In her teen years, her father increasingly 

included her in his evenings of cruising, encouraged her 

to experiment sexually, and emphasized his own 

economic success as a model for her to follow.  

Only after his death from AIDS, and with the help of 

intensive therapy, did Stefanowicz come to accept that 

satisfying her life-long yearning for his unconditional 

love and nonsexual affection was never possible, and to 

heal the confused sexual identity that her father 

imposed upon her: "What makes it so hard for a girl to 

grow up with a gay father is that she never gets to see 

him loving, honoring, or protecting the women in his life 

. . . [and] being a woman was part of who I am." That 

part, her authentic feminine identity, was rejected and 

oppressed in service to her father's sports-like approach 

toward sexual activity, with its breathtaking disregard 

for the emotional and physical impact of the pursuit.  

  

The author's traumatic experience with gay parenting 

fairly raises the challenge to discuss -- as openly and 

charitably as the author does herself -- whether children 

can be raised healthily within subcultures that promote, 

support, and celebrate same-sex sexual behavior as the 

primary source of adult identity. Will such subcultures 

inevitably expose children to levels of sexuality long 

considered immoral and deleterious to the 

development of children, and certainly proven to be so 

by experiences reported in Out from Under?  

Some gay parenting advocates will claim that their 

family environments need be no different than a 

functional heterosexual family. They might well point to 

the developing body of children's books that present 

families with same-sex parents as loving, stable, and 

supportive. My Daddy's Roommate, published in 1991 

as a picture-book for two- to five-year-olds, opens with 

one father's divorce and his toddler's narrative "Now 

there's somebody new at Daddy's house," his 

roommate Frank. Daddy and Frank, we learn from the 

child, do all the same things together that mommies 

and daddies do. So far so good, but is such a portrayal 

of the "two Daddy" household more wish or reality? 

More honestly, gay parenting offers a challenge to 

the classic paradigm that protects children from adult 

sexuality and left my little client Tiffany without a 

mother, in the care of the state. In Tiffany's case, the 

judge easily ruled that Tiffany's viewing of her mother 

having sexual intercourse with men constituted 

adequate grounds for terminating her mother's 

parental rights. Similar rulings, no doubt, still occur 

across the United States -- bolstered by a strong, 

Supreme Court-approved federal anti-child 

pornography law (U.S. v. Williams, May 19, 2008). 

But the consensus has clearly collapsed -- as the 

nation witnessed and winked at photos of two-year-

old, bottle-sipping, dog-collared twins Zola and 

Veronica with the bare-bottomed, leathered, fetish 

revelers at the Folsom Street Fair last year. The girls' 

two daddies told reporters, "Every parent has to 

decide for themselves what is right for them. And we 

decided that this is right for our children." 

 Gender radicals and free-speech enthusiasts like 

Judith Levine (Harmful to Minors: The Perils of 

Protecting Children from Sex) and Marjorie Heins (Not 

in Front of the Children: Indecency, Censorship, and the 

Innocence of Youth)offer a growing body of literature 

to support these dads' exposure of young children to 

adult sexuality. And the strong trend within the gay 

male community to redefine marriage as a non-

monogamous living arrangement further portends 

mixing of adult sexual behavior into the lives of young 

children, like that chronicled by Stefanowicz.  

All of which underscores the importance of 

Stefanowicz's brave and balanced voice. Zola and 

Veronica cannot -- and may never be able to -- speak 

for themselves and describe to legislators, politicians, 
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and social experimentalists the horror of being collared 

and dragged to watch men masturbate in public. But 

Stefanowicz has done so, without bitterness and with 

that endearing love girls so often hold for their fathers, 

no matter how dysfunctional and selfish their parenting. 

The question remains, will anyone listen? 

 

Marjorie Campbell is an attorney and speaker on social 

issues from a Catholic perspective. She lives in San 

Francisco with her family and blogs at 

www.dealwhudson.typepad.com. 
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