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Another Faithful Catholic Jumps into the Political Ring 
Deal W. Hudson | Column 

12/8/08

s Republicans regroup in the days and months 

following the November election, some new 

faces have begun to emerge in the GOP. Among 

them is Rob Wasinger, a staffer for Sen. Sam Brownback 

for more than twelve years, the last four of them spent 

as Brownback's chief of staff. A Catholic convert since 

his sophomore year at Harvard, Wasinger became 

known on Capitol Hill as a highly effective expert on tax 

issues, human rights, human cloning, and human 

embryonic stem cells.  

Wasinger, a political veteran at age 36, has already 

thrown his hat into the ring for the 1st Congressional 

District seat in Western Kansas, where he was born and 

raised. He has moved back to Kansas, and his family will 

be joining him in a few weeks. 

Moving the Wasinger family is no small feat, given 

nine children, ranging in age from 3-and-a-half months 

to 14 years. Three girls and six boys have graced the 

lives of Rob and his wife, Meg, whom he married his 

senior year in college. Meg, a cradle Catholic, attended 

St. Thomas More College in Merrimack, New 

Hampshire. 

Two years before his marriage, Wasinger entered 

the Catholic Church after "facing on campus a lot of the 

social problems you see in the world at large." In the 

midst of the battleground of ideas at Harvard, Wasinger 

was "tested about what I really believe."  

A reading of Augustine's Confessions, among several 

other Catholic classics, gave him the spiritual bearings 

that would soon lead him to become a pro-life advocate 

as a staffer to Brownback. Wasinger wrote the Human 

Cloning Prohibition Act, cosponsored by Brownback and 

introduced in March 2007 (the bill is still pending). 

  

The 1st Congressional District in Kansas encompasses 

67 counties in Western Kansas and is one of the most 

dependable GOP districts in the nation. Rep. Jerry 

Moran (R-KS), who has held the seat since 1997, won 

the last election with 81 percent of the vote (he is 

vacating the seat at the end of his term).  

The primary will not be held until August 2010, 

followed three months later by the general election, 

but Wasinger and his primary challengers are already 

raising money for their campaigns. "Running for 

Congress is a full-time job, and that's what I will be 

doing until the election," he told me.  

Wasinger says the economic climate has serious 

implications for his potential constituency: "The 

candidate who represents this district will have to be 

dedicated to bringing economic prosperity to rural 

America, especially to our farmers and livestock 

producers." 

He's optimistic about the future of the GOP in spite 

of the past election results. "The lesson we learned 

from the last election cycle is that our issues win. 

When marriage is on the ballot, marriage wins, but 

people have lost confidence in some of our elected 

leaders to deliver on their promises." 

Wasinger sees himself as part of a new generation 

of Republicans who will be dedicated to the basic 

principles of a strong defense, low taxes, less 

government spending, and the defense of the family. 

"We have to get back to the basics of the party, and 

we need new, principled leadership to get there."  

The pro-life movement is in good shape, according 

to Wasinger, even after the Obama victory. "After all 

the public debates over life issues, especially the 

Partial Birth Abortion Act, there is a greater 

understanding and appreciation of life in all its stages. 

We have a pro-life majority in the country that 

understands life is a pure gift that needs to be 

protected."  

A 

http://www.govtrack.us/congress/bill.xpd?bill=s110-1036
http://www.govtrack.us/congress/bill.xpd?bill=s110-1036
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When asked again about the political climate he 

faces over the next two years, Wasinger admits it's "a 

tough environment, an uphill battle, but we have to 

keep fighting and continue making our arguments 

based upon the core principles that once made 

Republicans the majority in the Congress." 

If Wasinger secures the nomination, he is a sure bet 

to follow other pro-life Catholics from Florida and 

Louisiana who were recently elected to their first terms 

in Congress. 

 

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). 

http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=2720&Itemid=48
http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=4934&Itemid=48
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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Liberal Protestantism and Liberal Catholicism 
David R. Carlin | Column 

12/8/08

atholic liberals (by which I mean theological 

liberals, not political liberals) never cease to 

amaze me. On the one hand, they appear to 

have a sincere devotion to their religion. On the other, 

they campaign for moral and theological changes that, if 

carried into effect, would tend to destroy their Church. 

Why do I say this? Because the history of 

Protestantism has made it perfectly clear what happens 

when a Christian church turns liberal or modern. Unless 

a Catholic is quite unfamiliar with the sad history of 

liberal Protestantism, he would not call for the 

theological liberalization or modernization of 

Catholicism. 

In America, liberal Protestantism has always had 

three characteristics: (1) It is an attempt to find a 

compromise or via media between traditional 

Christianity and the fashionable anti-Christianity of the 

day. (2) In seeking this compromise, it drops certain 

traditional Christian beliefs as so much excess baggage. 

(3) To atone, so to speak, for this weakening of 

doctrine, it intensifies its moral commitments. 

Three great "moments" in the history of American 

liberal Protestantism illustrate what I mean here. The 

first was the emergence of Unitarianism in the first 

quarter of the 19th century. The fashionable anti-

Christianity of the day was Deism -- as found, for 

instance, in one of the writings of Tom Paine (The Age 

of Reason). So Unitarianism, in pursuit of a via media, 

dropped the Trinity, the Divinity of Christ, Original Sin, 

and a few other Christian doctrines. To make up for 

these discards, it strongly committed itself to the anti-

slavery cause. 

The second moment was the emergence of 

Modernism at the close of the 19th century and the 

opening of the 20th, at a time when the fashionable 

form of anti-Christianity was Agnosticism (e.g., Herbert 

Spencer and Thomas Henry Huxley in England, and, in 

the United States, that skeptical windbag Robert 

Ingersoll). Modernistic Protestantism did not, like the 

earlier Unitarians, openly reject traditional doctrines so 

much as it affirmed its beliefs in these doctrines in an 

equivocal way. For instance, your modernistic 

Protestant would claim to believe in the Trinity, the 

Divinity of Christ, the Resurrection, etc.; but when you 

carefully examined what he meant by these beliefs, 

you would find that he didn't really hold them at all. 

Instead, he believed in something else, but he twisted 

the meaning of the traditional Christian phrases so 

that they would apply to his new and very non-

traditional beliefs. (Many liberal Protestants --Marcus 

Borg, for example -- do the same thing today.) To make 

up for this casting off of doctrine, the modernist had a 

strong commitment to the "social gospel." 

The third moment was the response to the Sexual 

Revolution in the 1960s and 1970s. This Revolution 

was the then-fashionable form of anti-Christianity, and 

it remains the fashion today. Liberal Protestantism, 

searching as ever for a via media, gave its conditional 

blessing to premarital sex, unmarried cohabitation, 

abortion, homosexuality, and -- more recently -- same-

sex marriage. I say "conditional" because, instead of 

giving a blanket endorsement to these practices, as 

anti-Christians did, liberal Protestantism said it would 

endorse them only when those undertaking them did 

so in a thoughtful, prayerful, and loving way. In this 

third moment, the intensification of moral 

commitments no longer has to do with corollaries of 

Christian morality -- as in the earlier cases of 

abolitionism and social justice -- but with a strong 

commitment to elements of an anti-Christian sexual 

morality. 

  

Liberal Protestants of any one generation have always 

said something like this: "We'll discard elements A, B, 

and C of traditional Christianity, but no more; we'll 
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stop there." But the next generation says: "If our 

parents could drop ABC, we'll drop DEF -- but we'll stop 

there." Of course, it never stops. Once the "right to 

drop" is embraced, eventually everything will be 

dropped. 

For the better part of 200 years, then, liberal 

Protestantism has been emptying itself of Christian 

content. First it got rid of Christian doctrinal content; 

more recently it has got rid of Christian moral content. 

Of course the liberals will claim that they have got rid of 

the inessential "over-beliefs" of Christianity and have 

boiled the religion down to its essential content, namely 

love of neighbor. That this love of neighbor largely 

consists of tolerating and encouraging what Christianity 

has always counted as serious sin is a reductio ad 

absurdum of that claim. 

Who can be surprised, then, that the Protestant 

denominations that have been seriously infected with 

liberalism (the so-called "mainline churches") are 

rapidly declining in numbers, not just in relation to the 

national population generally but even in absolute 

numbers? 

And who can be surprised that American 

Catholicism, many of whose members turned in a 

theologically liberal direction after Vatican II, is also 

declining? The Catholic decline, to be sure, is masked by 

the sloppy way in which American Catholicism counts its 

members. You're counted as a Catholic if you were 

baptized Catholic. That means that millions and millions 

of people are counted as Catholic who are quite 

indifferent, and in many cases downright hostile, to 

Catholicism. If, more realistically, we count as Catholic 

only those who continue to be somewhat serious about 

the religion -- for example, by going to church once a 

week -- we'll see that there has been a steep decline. 

Those Catholics who are not ignorant of the history 

of liberal Protestantism cannot, if they are honest with 

themselves, favor the theological liberalization of 

Catholicism. But, of course, some historically well-

informed people are not honest with themselves, 

while vast numbers of Catholics -- including many 

Catholic priests and more than a few Catholic bishops -

- are immensely ignorant of the history of liberal 

Protestantism. And so Catholicism in America 

continues to slide downhill. 

 

David R. Carlin is the author of The Decline and Fall of 

the Catholic Church in America. 

http://www.sophiainstitute.com/productdetails.cfm?PC=277
http://www.sophiainstitute.com/productdetails.cfm?PC=277
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The Few, the Proud, the Damned 
John Zmirak| Column 

12/9/08

ne way I teach my students to work with 

language is by showing them how to play with 

it -- just as a psych professor teaches future 

therapists and ex-wives how to play with people’s 

minds. Sometimes I combine the methods proper to 

both disciplines -- for instance, when I keep a straight 

face explaining to my classes the following little known 

facts about the English language: 

¶ The proper pronunciation of “comeuppance” 

hews close to its medieval French cognate. 

Hence, it’s “kom-ooh-PAHNS.” 

¶ “Misled” is scientific jargon dating from World 

War II, and is correctly pronounced as “MY-

zeld.”  

¶ The word “moustache” derives originally from 

“mustard,” which used to get caught in the hair 

of the upper lip, before the invention of hot dog 

buns.  

¶ Pig Latin was developed by oppressed Roman 

swineherds, as a code their masters couldn’t 

understand.  

¶ “Gullible” isn’t in the dictionary. 

All of the above will appear in questions on the final.  

It’s amazing what you can get away with thanks to 

the authority conferred by a Ph.D. – and, more 

importantly, a lectern.  

The deadly sin I’m addressing this week offers 

similar opportunities for creative verbal nonsense. In 

fact, there are so many different meanings and 

emotional nuances that go with the simple word 

“pride,” that you might well despair out of making a sin 

of the thing. It’s as if we can’t decide what we think 

Pride means, so we use it almost randomly -- the way 

college students employ the specific, historical 

adjective/noun “fascist” to describe everything from 

professors who mark off for grammar, to pants that fit 

too tightly. (Want to have fun at a campus coffee shop? 

As you’re leaving, raise your voice and finish your final 

sentence with this phrase: “I just think that’s really 

fascist -- in the negative sense.” Make your way calmly 

but quickly to the exit, before all those heads explode.) 

A mother holding her newborn is invariably called 

“proud,” just as her child is always “adorable.” Now, if 

you wanted to get pedantic, you could parse all that 

and ask: “Does mama really partake in the deadly sin 

that goaded Lucifer to rebellion? Do we really ‘adore’ 

her child? Then why aren’t we kneeling and swinging 

incense in front of him?” There’s a word for people 

whose advanced education drives them to say things 

like this around women pale from labor. That word 

rhymes with “fast moles.” 

The Marines, who call themselves “the few” and 

“the proud,” clearly mean something different from 

the principle of angelic insubordination. Can you really 

imagine Lucifer and his angels submitting to Basic 

Training -- with St. Michael as their drill sergeant 

barking insults and giving them female nicknames -- 

responding “Saint, yes Saint,” like a scene from 

Kubrick’s Preternatural Jacket? The “pride” a warrior 

takes in obeying legitimate orders is clearly a horse of 

a different feather.  

Then there’s Black Pride. Gay Pride. White Pride. 

Each of those combinations, I’ll venture, gives the 

reader a different feeling. Some Yale conservatives in 

the 1990s, too clever by half, responded to the 

school’s Gay Pride initiative by printing up t-shirts that 

went through each of the other deadlies -- as in “Gay 

Envy,” “Gay Sloth,” et cetera. I’m not sure what point 

they were trying to make, and I pity the SAT-champion 

who drew the short straw and had to walk around all 

week in a shirt that read, “Gay Lust.” Indeed, there are 

so many Gay Pride events across the country that the 
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very word “pride” has begun to take on that 

association. Perhaps our grandchildren, hearing the 

story of Satan’s fall, will think he stormed out of Heaven 

in a hissy-fit provoked by “creative differences.” 

  

St. Thomas Aquinas found himself so flummoxed by 

the different meanings the mind can give to Pride that 

he broke the concept down into usable pieces. There’s 

Superbia, the outsized, metastasizing self-love and 

willfulness we associate with two-year-olds and Lucifer. 

St. Thomas saw this dark tendency in the soul as the 

root of every evil, so he removed it from the list of the 

Seven Deadly Sins, sequestering it in a category all its 

own, under 24-hour lockdown.  

Then comes Magnanimitas, or greatness of soul -- 

which we display when accepting proportionate praise 

for a job well done, and which drives us to strive after 

greatness. (For instance: Q: “Those shoes are so great!” 

A: “They better be -- they cost me a month’s salary.”) 

Refusing to take any credit for good deeds we’ve done, 

to gratefully acknowledge our natural gifts, or to 

graciously accept a compliment can turn someone who 

misunderstands humility into a cringing, obsequious 

toady -- the sort of Christian one would gladly feed to 

the lions, except he might make the lions sick. St. 

Thomas’s term for this condition was Pusillanimity, 

smallness of soul. It’s as widely prized among many 

modern Christians as its sickly ethical sister, Misguided 

Compassion.  

It’s hard for the human race -- we’ve fallen, and we 

can’t get up -- to strike the healthy balance between an 

honest awareness of the good we have achieved and 

the temptation to preen and strut over gifts we have 

received. When we do that, we’re caught up in a sin the 

great Dominican called Vana Gloria, or Vainglory. We 

are literally proud of nothing. It is this tendency St. 

Thomas listed as one of the seven capital sins, and he 

no doubt saw plenty of it in his day -- feudal lords who 

vaunted the lands they had inherited as if they’d laid 

the tectonic plates themselves, ladies whose fleeting 

beauty turned them into tyrants, and mystics who 

used their revelations as a means of wielding power or 

making money. In other words, nothing has changed in 

700 years.  

C. S. Lewis did the best job of defining humility 

when he summed it up as honesty applied to the self. 

Anything that distorts our intellectual apprehension, or 

gut response, to our own nature and moral state is 

dangerous. It is truth that sets us free, not smarmy 

self-deprecation or hype-driven self-esteem. All the 

rest is manipulation, even if we’re only doing it to 

ourselves. And as the Irish priests used to tell the boys, 

“Leave yourselves alone! Don’t you know your body is 

a temple?” 

 

John Zmirak is author, most recently, of the graphic 

novel The Grand Inquisitor and is Writer-in-Residence 

at Thomas More College in New Hampshire. He writes 

weekly for InsideCatholic.com. 

http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=4990&Itemid=100
http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=4990&Itemid=100
http://www.takimag.com/blogs/JZmirak/
http://www.amazon.com/Grand-Inquisitor-Crossroad-Book/dp/0824524357/ref=sr_1_5?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1219633304&sr=1-5
http://www.thomasmorecollege.edu/
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The Christmas Fire 

Rev. James V. Schall, S.J. | Column 

12/9/08

everal years ago, I was given a very handsome 

Platinum Press edition of Stories for Christmas by 

Charles Dickens. This book has 478 pages, so 

Dickens had much to say about this wonderful, wonder-

filled feast. I recall Chesterton saying somewhere that 

the ceremony surrounding the English-speaking 

Christmas is practically invented by Dickens.  

We Americans, in addition to Dickens and Yule logs, 

also have elements of the Italian, Spanish, German, 

Polish, Slavic, Irish, and other traditions in our 

Christmas. We hear a lot about the decline of 

Christmas, the substitution of all sorts of things for the 

centrality of the Christ child and what He means and is. 

We wonder, nonetheless, about the heart of Christmas, 

about its essence. 

It does not take much reading in Dickens to arouse 

a Christmas mood in our souls. I have read somewhere, 

and have often experienced it myself, that simply 

reading the first lines of a novel or short story is enough 

to set us off, to make us want to know what happens 

next. The "once upon a time" is often enough. We are 

beings who want to know the whole story. 

So I found in this collection a Dickens tale called 

"The Poor Relation's Story." It is a Christmas scene, a 

19th-century family gathering. The story begins: "He 

was very reluctant to take precedence of so many 

respected members of the family, by beginning the 

round of stories they were to relate as they sat in a 

goodly circle by the Christmas fire . . . ." The "he" in that 

passage is, of course, the poor relation of the title.  

On Christmas, I suppose, not a few "Christmas fires" 

still burn among us. But I rather doubt that many a 

"round of stories" before "goodly circles" can still be 

found in the land. Yet, the mere reading of such a 

sentence keeps alive in our souls a tradition that we 

may not directly know. Belloc indeed said that, often, 

writing about what happened in our home county is 

almost the only way to preserve it as we knew it. We 

would be better off, I suspect, if, instead of watching 

television we told one another "goodly stories" at 

Christmastide. I recall that one of the charms about the 

Tolkien yarns was precisely when, after a wonderful 

supper, all gathered in the great hall to hear the 

stories. 

  

Is Christmas a "story," then? Certainly, much of the 

"once upon a time" element hovers about it. Most of 

us can narrate its central drama -- the Decree of Caesar 

Augustus, the manger in Bethlehem, the shepherds, 

the angels on high, peace on earth, good will to men, 

Joseph, Mary, the Child.  

Two kinds of story exist, those about something 

that never happened and those about something that 

did. There is truth in both kinds. We are told by not a 

few exegetes that Christmas is but a story. What we 

read never "happened" -- the donkey and all that. The 

story, as it stands, is intelligible enough to us. We know 

there was a Roman census. Bethlehem, Jerusalem, and 

Egypt were real places. Every detail of the Nativity 

narrative has been doubted by someone.  

At Midnight Mass in St. Peter's Basilica in 2006, 

Benedict said: "The Child lying in the manger is truly 

God's Son. God is not eternal solitude but rather a 

circle of love and mutual self-giving. He is Father, Son 

and Holy Spirit." He is "true God and true man." 

"Why is this important?" we might ask, about who 

Christ is. Actually, not very many people really do ask 

this question. We have developed a protective habit of 

not asking important questions. We are pretty sure 

that the answers to the questions will not be to our 

liking. So we figure out other explanations -- more 

comforting ones, as we like to think, though it is 

S 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1879582414/insidecatcom-20
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difficult to imagine anything more comforting than the 

Nativity, in its truth.    

If we think about it, it is not too difficult to believe 

in or understand the arguments that suggest that God 

exists. The real dividing line, even today (especially 

today), comes with the "Who" of this Child in 

Bethlehem. The last lines of Romano Guradini's book, 

The Humanity of Christ, read: 

In the midst of creation in its sinful state, a centre 

was born which the Son of God drew into his own 

being. It is there now -- the starting-point of new 

life. This starting-point cannot be explained in terms 

of this world, but its rays light up the whole world. 

From this point the Logos reaches out and takes 

hold of the world, bit by bit -- or else the world 

shuts itself up against him, is thereby judged and 

falls back into darkness. 

These are solemn words among "men of good will."  

The Christmas fire, the circle gathered around it, the 

tales, the rays of light. God is not eternal solitude. The 

Logos reaches out bit by bit. The world shuts itself 

against Him to create a solitude of its own that is not 

found in the Godhead. "The Light shineth in the 

darkness, and the darkness comprehendeth it not." We 

are beings who want to know the whole story. 

 

Rev. James V. Schall, S. J., teaches political science at 

Georgetown University. His latest book, The Mind That 

Is Catholic, is published by Catholic University of 

America Press. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0813215412/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0813215412/insidecatcom-20
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Why I Wrote 'Charity vs. Dhimmitude' 

Mark P. Shea | Column 

12/10/08 

uch bustle here at Inside Catholic last 

week, as well as on my blog. Lots of people 

wanted to know why I was so adamant 

about defending the UK bishops' suggestion that 

Muslim students be given a prayer room and other 

accommodations. 

To reiterate: I'm not particularly adamant about 

defending the bishops' dubious idea. I can think of 

several reasons it is an imprudent move. The problem is 

that most people are not really focusing on those 

reasons. Instead, they are making impassioned -- and 

bad -- arguments that are rooted in theological and 

moral rationales that have already led to disaster in the 

Church's past. The point of my article was not so much 

to defend the bishops' suggestion as to keep reaction 

against that suggestion from devolving into nonsense. 

Because, like clockwork, devolve it has. 

Here's an especially devolved quote from the 

comments on the article that summarizes the craziness 

of the thinking I oppose. It is one of several attempts by 

various readers to declare that the Church is in error 

when she teaches of Muslims (and Jews) that "together 

with us they adore the one, merciful God, mankind's 

judge on the last day": 

The fact that Jews worship One God, and Muslims 

worship One God, and Christians worship One God 

does not automatically and necessarily mean that 

they all worship the same One God, even if there is 

only one God. 

I leave the reader with the task of decoding 

that. Meanwhile, other readers have written me on my 

blog, here, and elsewhere to sneer that Nostra Aetate 

ignores the Bible, or to declare that if we listen to 

Nostra Aetate, we are shallow simpletons who are 

ignoring all Church teaching before Vatican II. The 

bottom line of this argument: Non-Trinitarian 

monotheism is not worship of the God of Abraham at 

all, whatever the fools who write Nostra Aetate may 

say. 

But the logical response here is really fairly simple. 

It does not in the slightest involve us in saying that 

"Christians, Jews, and Muslims are really all saying the 

same thing." It merely involves the acknowledgement 

that they are saying one thing in common. One thing. 

There is one God, the God of Abraham. That's it.  

One can, if one wants, mention a few other points 

of commonality as well. Morally, the traditions have 

various other things partially in common: a recognition 

at some level of the natural law. Prayer, fasting, 

almsgiving. Stuff like that. Acknowledging that is 

common sense -- and not the same as denying that 

there are also enormous differences, beginning with 

Trinitarianism and going to the extremes of things like 

"love vs. kill and hate your enemy" (though we 

Christians often tend to regard that "love your 

enemies" thing more along the lines of an "ideal" than 

as something we, you know, do.)  

Ah! But Islam also has a lot of very distorted moral 

teaching. Yep! Sure does! And there is a huge and 

growing threat of radical Islamic violence that I in no 

way deny. I think it's ridiculous when the media re-

brands rioting Muslim thugs as "youths." I think it 

contemptible when the New York Times sanitizes the 

radical Islamist butchers of Mumbai as generic 

"extremists." I'm acutely aware of the fact that Islamic 

holy texts themselves provide the basis for the 

thousands and thousands of acts of violence we have 

seen from the Islamosphere. I regard Islam as a 

manmade aggregation of some ideas ripped off from 

Judaism and Christianity and then reworked by a 

seventh century literary and military genius who may 

or may not have been influenced by demons, but who 

did a spectacular job of perverting real revelation. 

M 

http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=5004&Itemid=48
http://www.markshea.blogspot.com/
http://boycottnyt.com/in-coverage-of-mumbai-ny-times-still-cant-say-m-word-or-i-word/
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So please: All you folk who have been writing to 

inform me that Islam is a menace can desist. I'm really 

aware of that. I haven't been living in a cave since 

September 10, 2001. 

 

All that said, just as we do not fight evil with more evil, 

so we do not fight false religions with nonsense. And it 

is nonsense to say that religious truth ripped off from 

Judaism and Christianity ceases to be true in the mouth 

of non-Jews and non-Christians. When Socrates or 

Mohammed acknowledge that there is one God and He 

is just, they are talking about the only God there is, and 

they are right. It is mad to reply with incoherent 

nonsense like, "The fact that Jews worship One God, 

and Muslims worship One God, and Christians worship 

One God does not automatically and necessarily mean 

that they all worship the same One God, even if there is 

only one God." 

Now, it would merely be a theological curiosity if 

Christians just vented stuff like this and went to bed. 

However, my concern is that, historically, the whole 

"there's the one merciful God we worship, and then 

there's the other one merciful God they worship" thing 

has quickly meant (in the case of the Jews) things like, 

"Jews don't worship God at all! They are an alien and 

subversive element in our culture! They murder 

Christian children and make matzoh out of their blood!" 

Now we are living in a time where the same cluster 

of ideas and feelings that was once directed against 

Jews is now directed against all Muslims by some 

Catholics.  

All Muslims? Well, yeah. Recall that the proposal 

was, after all, about a bunch of British schoolkids. But 

the reaction in the comboxes was of this tenor: 

Give a Muslim an inch and he will take a mile -- after 

he takes your head. These people understand only 

two things: war, and more war. Ask the dead, 

tortured Jews in Mumbai if Muslims should be 

allowed to have prayer rooms in synagogues. Our 

answer should be their answer: not just no, but f**k 

no. 

It's an understandable emotion, given Mumbai, Bali, the 

Twin Towers, and other achievements of the Religion of 

Peace. But it's nothing other than that: an emotional 

reaction. As a basis for policy, it means that we are to 

assume that every British Muslim schoolkid -- in reality, 

every single Muslim who has ever lived -- is the Enemy 

Within, and he wants nothing less than to kill us all.  

Which brings us to the biggest and most dangerous 

part of the hysterical reaction to the UK bishops' 

dubious idea. In the course of my discussion with 

readers, what kept coming up was the attempt to say 

that the theological rationales being put forward for 

regarding all Muslims as the Enemy Within would not, 

surely, logically justify treating Jews exactly the same 

way.  

But the reality is, they logically do. 

If non-Trinitarian monotheists called Muslims don't 

worship God, then neither do non-Trinitarians called 

Jews. If we try to claim that we should never allow 

Muslims to pray on Church property because they are 

not Christian, then Pope Pius XII should never have 

allowed Jews to celebrate their rites when he was 

hiding them in the Vatican and in other church 

properties. No hijab for Muslim kids, but strict 

adherence to Catholic dress codes? Very well then, no 

yarmulkes for Jewish kids at Catholic schools. No five 

minutes set aside for Muslims to say their prayers? 

Great! Then no time off allowed for High Holy Days for 

Jewish kids. 

 

My reader, good man that he is, is no anti-Semite. So 

he responded with a note that covers most of the 

themes that prompted my interest in the matter and 

reflects a lot of the disagreement with my piece last 

week. Since I cannot answer all my readers, I give his 

note and my reply as a way of responding to all the 

readers who objected to what I wrote: 

Mark, these two situations are not the least bit 

comparable. For one thing, the Jews are our 

forebears in the Faith, our elder brothers. Our 

Mass is the fulfillment of the promise of their 

http://www.haloscan.com/comments/chezami/2661479885687457999/#951298
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Passover meal. Their Scriptures and many of their 

prayers -- we use them too. 

I know that and you know that, thanks to Vatican II and 

40 years of catechesis. But for close to 2,000 years, Jews 

were largely regarded by the ordinary Catholic as the 

sinister internal enemies of Christian civilization -- just 

like Muslims are now seen. Instead of automatically 

linking all Muslims to the crime of Mumbai, the 

medieval Catholic mind tended to link all Jews to the 

crime of the Crucifixion and to numerous episodes of 

persecution of Christians. And so, Christians periodically 

forbade their rites as subversive of the Christian civil 

order, or decided that if they did not convert, it could 

only be because they basically agreed with the 

murderers of Jesus that He got what He deserved.  

The horrors of the 20th century did much to 

chasten Christians about this attitude, and the teaching 

of Vatican II and the popes of the past 40 years have 

done much more. Now Catholic anti-Semitism is 

relegated to a tiny minority of kooks who long for the 

old days when Archie Bunker could gripe about "Christ-

killers" to his buddy over a beer at the bowling alley. 

But Archie Bunker didn't live in the eleventh century. He 

has only been gone for a heartbeat in the life of the 

Church. So the question is: Why didn't Christians, until 

very recently, make the obvious connections between 

Judaism and Christianity that you are making here? We 

will return to that question in a moment. You write: 

Muslims are not refugees seeking asylum from a 

brutal oppressor. 

Really? None of them? We know this for a fact? All 

Muslims in Britain and the West come from happy 

lands, and they just felt like moving? I'm highly 

skeptical. Especially since we read about Muslims 

fleeing to the West precisely to escape radical Islamic 

barbarism. Indeed, if one is faced with a choice 

between a foaming Bronze Age Radical Islamist and a 

westernized Muslim who would like to be a bottle 

blonde, wear jeans and makeup, have a boyfriend, and 

fit in with mainstream Western culture, which one do 

you suppose is more likely to be the kid at the British 

Catholic school? And would it be wiser to tell that 

student, "You people understand only two things: war, 

and more war," or to extend charity to her and suppose 

that she's, well, a kid with an awful lot on her plate and 

not somebody bent on global conquest? Indeed, might 

it not be the case that young Muslims who are highly 

conflicted about their identity might respond like this 

guy if they are treated with respect? 

But all this discussion about whether they are 

oppressed or not is irrelevant. The simple fact is this: If 

the Pope can let one set of foreign rites be observed on 

Catholic property out of respect for the human dignity 

of Jews, there is no iron law forbidding the UK bishops' 

to do the same for peaceful Muslims in the UK. 

More often than not, they are the brutal 

oppressors -- and to be fair they treat their own 

people nearly as bad as they treat non-Muslims. 

Wait. You just said Muslims were not being brutally 

oppressed.  

I do not blame Muslim schoolchildren for how 

Muslim adults run Muslim countries or what 

imams say in mosques, but Muslim schoolchildren 

in Catholic schools are not refugees either. 

1. You know this how? 

2. This matters why? 

You seem to be suggesting that Catholics only 

need respect the dignity of humans if they are 

refugees. That makes no sense. 

And Muslims are not our elder brothers in the 

Faith. Islam is a Christian heresy, and a particularly 

sick and perverse one at that. 

And now we come to the heart of it. For (returning to 

my point) this was precisely the argument used in the 

Middle Ages against Jews.  

  

Remember: for most of the Church's history, though 

Muslims were seen as heretics, Jews were seen as 

even greater heretics. They were regarded as the first 

http://mauricepinay.blogspot.com/2008/04/benedict-meets-in-cabal-pharisees.html
http://personals.nydailynews.com/archives/opinions/2001/09/30/2001-09-30_islamic_states_fail_the_peop.html?print=1&viewall=1
http://personals.nydailynews.com/archives/opinions/2001/09/30/2001-09-30_islamic_states_fail_the_peop.html?print=1&viewall=1
http://www.amazon.com/Ten-Things-Hate-About-Me/dp/0545050553
http://www.ncregister.com/site/article/14547
http://www.ncregister.com/site/article/14547
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and most impenitent rebels against the revelation of 

Christ, who were far more gravely guilty of their 

rebellion than any Muslim could ever be. After all, said 

the medieval Christian, Christ came to them, they 

rejected him, and they have gone on rejecting him 

down to this very day. Indeed, (the logic continues) they 

aren't our elder brothers all (something Vatican II-

resistant Catholics continue to maintain). No, said 

medievals, they are the original heretics. They are 

"those who say that they are Jews and are not, but are a 

synagogue of Satan" (Rev 2:9). The Church is the real 

"Israel of God," as St. Paul calls it. So the Fathers 

considered the Church, grafted onto Old Testament 

Israel, as the main trunk of revelation and the real 

continuation of the revelation.  

Medievals typically saw contemporary Jews as the 

branch that was broken off, rebels who were far more 

culpable than Muslims because, as Christians thought, 

Jews actually had the revelation of God and threw it 

away rather than submit to Christ. Medieval Christians 

saw their Jewish contemporaries as simply continuing 

the rebellion of their fathers. That's why Christians until 

not very long ago commonly spoke as though Jews are 

accursed, and that's why they would periodically lock 

them in towers in York and demand that they repent 

and be baptized or burn. It's why Shakespeare sees the 

forced baptism of Shylock at the end of The Merchant of 

Venice not as a tragedy but as a happy ending to a 

comedy. Any Elizabethan would have said, "Ha! The 

lovers are married, Antonio is saved and even the 

cunning old accursed Jew gets mercy he never 

deserved. Everybody wins!"  

We rightly recoil in horror from this. But for long 

centuries, Christians took this picture of our relationship 

with Jews as axiomatic. In comparison, they regarded 

the poor benighted Mohammedan as a second-class 

heretic: Since he began as a pagan Arab who had never 

had the advantages of the Jew, his fall was not seen as 

anything like so terrible as theirs. 

This is but one reason I am so grateful for Vatican II. 

And it is why I am so alarmed by the reckless language 

being trotted out to condemn acts of charity to 

Muslims. The acts of charity may or may not be 

prudent. But when we start to argue against them using 

the same premises and logic that once supported 

Christian persecution of Jews, it opens the door to all 

sorts of evils. So, for example, I can think of several 

good reasons not to give Muslim kids a room for prayer 

and facilities for ritual ablutions in a Catholic school 

without ever having to say: 

Christian charity is Christian charity, and I will 

always stand up for a person's basic rights and 

dignity, regardless of his religion, as best as I'm able. 

But allowing Muslim prayer rooms in Catholic 

schools is not charity. It's craven cowardice. 

Because "craven cowardice" implies that the kids are 

enemies we must defeat in battle, as does the 

suggestion that they are somehow implicated in the 

outrage at Mumbai and all they understand only war 

and more war. In short, it presupposes all Muslims are, 

by nature, the enemy who seek our destruction in 

precisely the way that Christians spent centuries 

presupposing that all Jews are, by nature, the enemy 

seeking our destruction.  

  

Are there lots of Muslims who hate Christians? Sure! 

There have also been Jews who hate Christians. A 

medieval was well-stocked not only with evil legends 

like the blood libel but with plenty of true stories of 

Jewish persecution of Christians. A reading of Eusebius 

gives us lots of tales of Jews cooperating in the 

sufferings of the early Church. And even in the Middle 

Ages, Jews were not all quietly suffering degradation 

without protest. Many made their contempt for 

Christians and their faith quite clear to their Christian 

neighbors. And their Christian neighbors responded in 

exactly the way that many Christians respond today. 

Only instead of saying, "If you've seen one 

Mohammedan you seen 'em all," medievals tended to 

say "If you've seen one Christ-killer, you've seen 'em 

all."  

Now, as I say, there are several reasons I can think 

of why the bishops' suggestions are imprudent and 

inadvisable. But a general hubbub of shouts like 
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"Ignore Nostra Aetate!" or reckless charges of "craven 

cowardice" or "surrender to the Enemy" or leaping to 

the hysteria of saying that accommodating British 

schoolkids is like accommodating Adolf Hitler is 

nowhere within a thousand miles of a serious 

argument. 

Which is why I wrote the piece. My issue is not with 

defending the bishops' prudentially dubious suggestion. 

It's with rebutting the many bad and dangerous 

arguments being presented against their suggestion, 

because they compromise the integrity of the Faith and 

because they endanger our relationship with all non-

Catholic religions, not just with Islam. Similarly, my 

point is not to argue that Islam is not a huge danger, not 

a manmade religion, and not arguably humanity's 

greatest mistake. Nor is it to say that there is no 

difference between Trinitarian monotheism and the 

monotheism of Jews and Muslims.  

It is to say that it's not smart to fight Islam by laying 

the intellectual groundwork for contempt for all non-

Catholics, and most especially for Jews. I recognize no 

commonality of spirit between the hysteria and 

frequent contempt for Nostra Aetate, Vatican II, 

Muslims and Jews that I'm seeing in a lot of the combox 

commentariat and the generous, thoughtful, and 

fruitful work being done by Pope Benedict XVI in his 

dialogue with Muslim leaders. It would well behoove 

Catholics who are serious about the Church's 

engagement with Muslims of good will to imitate him, 

rather than to simply issue sweeping denials that there 

is any such thing as a Muslim of good will or to heap 

scorn on Nostra Aetate. The pope is there to teach us. 

Let's learn from him.  

 

Mark P. Shea is a senior editor at 

www.CatholicExchange.com and a columnist for 

InsideCatholic. Visit his blog at 

www.markshea.blogspot.com. 

http://www.haloscan.com/comments/chezami/2661479885687457999/#951332
http://www.haloscan.com/comments/chezami/2661479885687457999/#951332
http://www.catholicnewsagency.com/new.php?n=14259
http://www.mcpriests.com/10_fr_ragheed2.htm
http://www.catholicexchange.com/
http://www.markshea.blogspot.com/
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The Failure of the Pro-Life Leadership 

Brian Rooney | Column 

12/10/08

 recently attended a meeting of pro-life leaders 

from around the country, called in order to 

formulate a national strategy on how to defeat the 

promised Freedom of Choice Act (FOCA). During the 

2008 presidential campaign, President-elect Barack 

Obama infamously stated, to much applause, "Well, the 

first thing I'd do as president is, is sign the Freedom of 

Choice Act. That's the first thing that I'd do."  

The intent here is to codify the decision in Roe v. 

Wade, preventing future politicians (and courts outside 

the Supreme Court) from giving any more power to the 

states to place limits on abortion. In doing so, FOCA 

actually goes beyond Roe, calling abortion a 

"fundamental right" guarded by the Equal Protection 

Clause of the Constitution (and not just the illusory 

"right to privacy" created in Griswold v. Connecticut, 

with Roe being part of its progeny).  

The call to action in the meeting was admirable, but 

in the final analysis, it spoke volumes about the pro-life 

leadership in our country today: It is a group completely 

on the defensive and has accepted Roe as a framework 

to work within, rather than a fight to overcome. 

Choosing to operate within Roe's strictures has proven 

to be a failed strategy, bringing us to the point where 

there is a real possibility of FOCA being visited upon our 

nation.  

The parade of horribles (and they are truly horrible) 

that would follow as a result of FOCA include:  

¶ nullifying the 2003 Partial Birth Abortion Act;  

¶ repealing the Hyde amendment;  

¶ allowing abortions at military hospitals;  

¶ nullifying informed consent laws, parental 

notification laws, waiting periods, and born-

alive infant protection acts; 

¶ forcing Catholic hospitals to perform abortions 

or close their doors;  

¶ ridding rights of conscience in various states; 

and much more.  

Those concerned pro-life leaders from the 

aforementioned gathering -- as well as the bishops at 

the recent USCCB meeting -- are right to speak out 

loudly against the bill. But there remains a hitch: What 

we are most likely to see from Congress is not a clean 

bill, but one debated and compromised. That is what 

Congress does, and that's where the real danger is. 

Catholics who imprudently voted for the most pro-

abortion candidate in history may also be fooled into 

supporting a "revised" FOCA. 

For example, what if a revised FOCA has an 

exemption for religious institutions like Catholic 

hospitals? Would that make the bill more palatable? 

What about a FOCA that allows the Hyde Amendment 

or the Partial Birth Abortion Act to endure? Will there 

still be vigorous opposition if we come to see a 

compromised version of FOCA? Or will we hear the 

same tired claims made by some pro-lifers that a 

compromise FOCA may actually lead to fewer 

incidences of abortion (and since Roe is here to stay, 

they say, FOCA might be a good thing from the 

Catholic perspective). 

No matter what form FOCA takes in its final 

version, it must be defeated. Retreat or compromise 

would only further cement the notion -- among the 

general public, and even many pro-life leaders -- that 

Roe is here to stay. In whatever form FOCA takes, it 

marks the end of the "incremental approach" to 

combating abortion that has been espoused by many 

mainstream pro-life leaders and organizations for the 

last decade or so as the only way to combat abortion. 

These are the same leaders who advised bishops 

against trying to overturn Roe, saying we did not have 
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the votes on the Supreme Court. This "one way only" 

approach has led not just to the very real threat of 

FOCA, but to an incoming president who promises to fill 

our courts with pro-abortion judges. If this isn't the right 

time, the next couple of decades will surely be no 

better.  

Pro-life leaders must reconsider the failed 

"incremental steps only" strategy that has done nothing 

to stop Roe. Their call to "wait" has produced the 

expected "never."  

 

Brian Rooney is an attorney and spokesman at the 

Thomas More Law Center. 
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Catholic Politicians Funded by Abortion Lobby 
Deal W. Hudson| Column 

12/11/08

isa Correnti is a San Diego mother of seven 

children. But like many other Catholic mothers, 

she has engaged in politics in order to defend the 

basic values of her faith. For several years she has 

quietly built her Web site, 

www.onenationundergod.org, into a goldmine of up-to-

date information on the performance of Catholic 

politicians. 

In the midst of compiling information on political 

donations, Correnti noticed large amounts of money 

being regularly accepted by Catholic politicians from the 

pro-abortion lobby. She decided to uncover the total 

amount of campaign donations given to Catholic 

members of Congress by organizations such as Planned 

Parenthood, Emily's List, NOW, and NARAL Pro-Choice 

America.  

In the end, Correnti found that a number of the 162 

Catholics currently in Congress have taken money from 

pro-abortion groups -- to the tune of more than $9 

million. 

House Speaker Nancy Pelosi has accepted nearly a 

quarter-million dollars -- $244,113, to be exact; Sen. 

John Kerry (D-MA), $205,768; the "pro-life" Sen. Bob 

Casey Jr. (D-PA), $327,914; Sen. Patty Murray (D-WA), 

$1.04 million; Sen. Claire McCaskill (D-MO), who 

assumed office only in January 2007, has accepted 

$986,619. (For a complete list of donations to Catholic 

members of Congress since 1990, click here.) 

Correnti was alarmed by her discovery and called 

me. She knew that I directed a program, called the 

Catholic Advocate, that sought to encourage authentic 

Catholic involvement in politics. We discussed what 

could be done and decided to bring the situation to the 

attention of the bishops by sponsoring a petition drive 

among concerned laity. 

Thus, Correnti and I have joined forces to gather at 

least 100,000 signatures on a petition to be sent to the 

president of the USCCB, Francis Cardinal George, to call 

upon all Catholic politicians to no longer accept 

campaign donations from pro-abortion groups. (To read 

and sign the online petition, click here.) 

Correnti's reason for her effort, presented on her 

Web site, is straightforward: 

With 54 percent of self-identified Catholics 

supporting a presidential candidate with an 

extreme abortion record it became evident that 

Catholics are not clear on their responsibility to 

safeguard life through just public policy and 

electing moral leaders to public office. 

She expressed confidence that a joint effort with 

Catholic Advocate would make the petition drive more 

effective. "Catholic Advocate has been holding these 

'Catholic' politicians accountable by giving national 

exposure to their hypocrisies. Working together with 

our bishops, we can create the necessary awareness 

among Catholic citizens to stop the acceptance of 

abortion money." 

Our petition quotes Pope John Paul II in 

Evangelium Vitae, where he says that "abortion and 

euthanasia are crimes that no human law can claim to 

justify," and that for lawmakers "it is therefore never 

licit to obey it or to take part in a propaganda 

campaign in favor of such a law, or vote for it." 

Cardinal George has already made a powerful 

public statement warning Catholic politicians of 

possible excommunication if they support FOCA. Why 

shouldn't this warning apply to politicians who call 

themselves Catholic but accept money from 

organizations whose professed mission is to spread as 

far as possible what the Church calls an "intrinsic evil"?  

L 

http://www.onenationundergod.org/
http://www.onenationundergod.org/ftm_catholic_politicians_abortion_money.html
http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_magazine&func=show_magazine&id=6&Itemid=31
http://www.onenationundergod.org/petition.html
http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_myblog&show=Cardinal-George-Warns-Catholic-Members-of-Congress-About-FOCA.html&Itemid=99999999
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The most recent, and most outrageous, example 

comes from Planned Parenthood of Indiana, presently 

marketing a program of gift certificates to "give an 

abortion for Christmas." How could any Catholic 

politician accept a donation from such a group?  

It should come as no surprise that the vast majority 

of Catholics in Congress have abysmal voting records on 

the life issues. When a Catholic accepts a campaign 

contribution from NARAL or Planned Parenthood, he or 

she is declaring an intention to support their pro-

abortion policies. With the Freedom of Choice Act 

looming on the horizon, you can bet these groups are 

looking for a return on their investment. 

Please take a moment to read our petition and 

consider signing it. 

 

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). 

http://www.lifenews.com/state3669.html
http://www.onenationundergod.org/petition.html
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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Death and Punishment 
Alice von Hildebrand | Column 

12/11/08

 must have been three or four years old when I was 

first acquainted with death. My parents had a 

summer home at the Belgian seashore; enchanted 

as I was by the dunes and the wild flowers, I was 

roaming about when, to my delight, I found a bird's nest 

hidden in a bush. The artistry of those small twigs 

admirably entwined into one another was a thing of 

beauty. 

But upon coming closer, I saw, lying next to a 

broken shell, a dead chick. My response of horror and 

dismay was such that I ran to my mother for comfort: 

The sight of this small corpse made me understand in a 

flash that death is a terrible punishment. It is so fearful 

because life is such an incredible gift. 

When I entered grammar school, the nuns told me 

that death was the punishment inflicted upon our first 

parents for their sin, and I grasped more deeply how 

terrible it is. That this penalty was justified in no way 

erased the impression of dread that I had experienced a 

few months before. But it made me understand the 

gravity of sin, for it must be dreadfully serious to call for 

such a fearful chastisement.  

To be born knowing that our bodily existence ends 

with extinction, and that every single minute brings us 

closer to our end, is a thought that we should never lose 

sight of, and one that can lead us to despair if there is 

no promise of resurrection. Is it possible to truly love 

someone who is condemned to total annihilation? Can 

one love what tomorrow will be "a handful of dust"? It's 

a question that atheistic materialists would be hard-put 

to answer, and probably do not dare to raise. 

My paternal grandmother died when I had just 

turned twelve. Deeply moved, my father -- a devoted 

son -- brought me to her bedroom where this strong 

woman, for whom I always had a certain degree of fear, 

was lying on her bed. Her handsome face had a deadly 

pallor; her eyes were closed, her body was limp and 

cold -- the soul had left it. The contrast between the 

strong woman I had known since my birth and this 

corpse, once again, shattered me. By then, I knew by 

heart the words of the Ash Wednesday Liturgy: 

"Remember that you are dust." 

  

When people run for president and blather endlessly 

to try to convince a gullible public of their eminent 

qualifications to solve all the problems of the world, I 

cannot help but wish that someone would whisper in 

their ears that death is always at the door. All wise 

spiritual guides have made a point of meditating on 

death as a powerful incentive to "care for our soul," 

which, Socrates tells us, has the mark of immortality.  

How many people have I known in my life who 

were strong, healthy, and powerful on Monday, only 

to be cadavers on Tuesday. Victims of a freak accident: 

Thomas Merton (Father Louis) was electrocuted in his 

room while attending a conference. A heart attack can 

end our lives in seconds. Crossing the road is not 

without danger, and driving in a society where so 

many people are drunk or on drugs is a constant 

threat. 

How wise Holy Church is to include the following 

request in the Litany of all Saints: "From a sudden 

death, deliver us O Lord." Death is the most important 

moment of life, and therefore, wisdom tells us that we 

should never lose sight of our mortality, while refusing 

to let this awareness prevent us from doing what God 

calls us to do at a particular moment. 

It is related in the life of St. Aloysius Gonzaga that, 

during a recreation, the spiritual director asked the 

following question to the novices under his guidance: 

"If you were to know with absolute certainty that you 

will all die within a half hour, what would you do?" 

Most of them said they would rush to Confession, or 
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run to the chapel and pray. Not St. Aloysius -- he said 

calmly that he would remain where he was for that was 

where God wanted him to be at that very moment. 

Clearly the consciousness of his mortality did not 

prevent him from being fully "present" to the tasks 

given him. 

This is one of the paradoxes of Christian life: Man's 

constant awareness of his mortality, while directing his 

thoughts to the hereafter, do not prevent him from 

attending to the "theme of Christ" at that particular 

moment. This young saint saw all things sub specie 

aeternitatis -- time gains its full value when seen against 

the background of eternity.  

Indeed, we know neither the day nor the hour. How 

well can one understand the fears that Keats expressed: 

"When I have fears lest I should cease to be..." To have 

tasted the sweetness of existence and realize that our 

mortality is constantly threatening us -- that should 

poison the lives of those who believe death has the last 

word.   

In our society, men try to live longer and longer 

while knowing less and less about the meaning of their 

lives. An endless, meaningless life is no "life" at all. 

  

Looking at one's address book, one is shattered to see 

how many names of friends and acquaintances have 

been crossed out: They are no longer there. The older 

one gets, the longer the list grows.  

But when one loses the person that one loves most 

deeply, death opens another dimension of horror. This 

was already experienced by Augustine, who, as a 

teenager, had a deep friendship with another boy. 

When the latter died, Augustine tasted despair. He 

could not imagine how he could continue to live now 

that his friend was a corpse. He went through a severe 

crisis, but later, after his conversion, and reliving this 

episode, he wrote in his Confessions: "Oh! the madness 

of those who do not know how to love men as men 

should be loved." When a creature becomes one's god, 

and one loses him, the only possible solution is suicide -

- that is, to choose to marry death. Romeo and Juliet, 

and Tristan and Ysolde come to mind: Death unites 

them. 

When Augustine entered the Holy Arch, he found 

the recipe that enables us to love creatures as they 

should be loved; he dubbed this amare in Deo -- that is, 

to partake of Christ's love for his creatures. For, he tells 

us, it is not possible "to love more than God those we 

love in Him." 

Christianity does not destroy natural love: It purifies 

and deepens it. This is proven by the fact that it has 

produced a rich crop of holy marriages and holy 

friendships. They are beacons of hope -- promises that 

human love is not only pleasing to God, but through 

His grace, can be healed of the wounds inflicted upon 

us by original sin. 

Gabriel Marcel -- whose thought is very much 

centered on human relationships -- spoke about a very 

deep bond between husband and wife. He wrote that, 

when one of them loses the other, he experiences it as 

his own death: "Your death is my death." Even though 

it is obvious that the act of dying is always a personal 

experience that nobody can do for another person, the 

French philosopher touched upon a deep truth: When 

two souls become one, their physical separation is and 

should be experienced as a sort of death. 

But Marcel complemented the thought by adding 

that love's very essence contains a promise of 

immortality: "To love someone is to say to him: Thou, 

thou shalt not die" (Le Mort de Demain). He who has 

once experienced a deep love knows intuitively that 

the beauty that he has perceived in the loved one is 

not a temporary illusion: It points to another world 

where Love has the last word.  

  

That life is a most precious gift is deeply inscribed on 

the human heart. This is why murder is condemned in 

all societies. But because of the tragic human situation, 

there are, alas, instances when to take another life -- 

while always deplorable -- is nevertheless permitted 

(in cases of legitimate self defense, for example). If 

someone is brutally attacked, or if those confided to 
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his care are threatened, it is legitimate for this person 

to use violence, even if it leads to death. But, if possible, 

he should try to incapacitate the attacker rather than 

killing him. If taking his life is the only possible option, 

this act is not murder, though it should be regretted. 

Killing and murdering are two different acts. 

The same applies to legitimate self defense in the 

case of war. This has always been the teaching of the 

Church -- though it would be beyond the scope of this 

article to turn to the hot topic of legitimate and 

illegitimate wars. 

There are also cases in which a person freely 

chooses to sacrifice his life for the sake of a noble 

cause, or to save the lives of people dear to him. 

Euripides' Alcestis comes to mind. Her husband, King 

Admetus, had been informed that he would suffer a 

speedy death unless he found someone willing to die in 

his stead. Petrified by the prospect, he turned to his 

parents and friends: None of them was willing to take 

his place. But Alcestis herself was and her heroic action 

was so highly esteemed by the gods that they brought 

her back to life. It's a pagan presage of Christ's words at 

the Last Supper: There is no greater love than to offer 

one's life for one's friends. 

It would take us too far afield to address the Biblical 

story of Abraham's willingness to sacrifice his son to 

God -- a request far more onerous than to sacrifice his 

own life. The same goes for the sacrifice par excellence: 

Christ dying to save us. But it does shed light on the fact 

that life is the gift par excellence. Let it only be said that 

Christ is life itself, and that He promises eternal life to 

those who follow Him. 

This brings us to the hard case of suicide, which is 

most often triggered by despair: Overwhelmed by 

suffering, a person views life as a curse and freely 

chooses to end it. Be it unbearable physical torments, a 

feeling of failure or meaninglessness, bitter 

disappointments, betrayals by "friends," or the 

conviction that one is not loved, there comes a point 

when "to end it all" seems the only possible solution. 

This conviction inevitably blurs a person's vision and 

diminishes his responsibility in performing the terrible 

act. Suicide is a war on life. The suicide hates life and 

wishes all life to be extinguished. This is powerfully 

expressed by Chesterton in Orthodoxy: "The suicide is 

ignoble because it has not this link with being; he is a 

mere destroyer; spiritually he destroys the universe." 

One remark, however, is called for: In the world in 

which we live, where the temptation to become God 

without God is endemic, suicide can also have roots 

other than plain despair: namely, resentment. C. S. 

Lewis relates that, when he was an atheist, he resented 

the fact that he had been given life without his 

permission -- a permission hard to obtain from a non-

existing being. There are men who, resenting the fact 

that they cannot conceivably give life to themselves, 

take their metaphysical revenge by deciding for 

themselves the day, hour, and cause of their death. 

They thereby escape being at the mercy of "the master 

of life and death." There is something of this brashness 

in Kirillow's suicide in Dostoyevsky's The Possessed.  It 

is an act of defiance and a bitter consolation for one's 

incapacity to give life to oneself. The devil always 

caricatures God. 

 

In the light of what we have said, the horror of 

murder receives its full significance. To choose to 

extinguish in cold blood a life given by God to another 

person, to reduce to dust and ashes the body of a 

human being made in His image and likeness, should 

make us shudder. A thief, when repentant, can 

restitute the object stolen. But if man kills another, he 

cannot bring his victim back to life: The most bitter 

tears, the deepest repentance cannot resuscitate the 

corpse. The horror of murder is already depicted at the 

beginning of Genesis: Cain, out of jealousy, murders 

his own brother, and the blood of the latter cries for 

vengeance to heaven. The history of the world is a sad 

one indeed: Throughout centuries, millions and 

millions of people have been murdered (though it was 

always acknowledged to be a crime). 

The fearful change that has taken place in our 

"civilized" world is that millions no longer understand, 

and for this reason no longer respect life. We have 
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legalized the murder of the innocents -- the unborn 

baby. The most helpless of all helpless creatures is, with 

the collaboration of the one to whom this new life has 

been confided, "professionally" and scientifically 

dismembered. 

The terrifying thing is that once a crime is legalized, 

the feeling of guilt is put to sleep -- no punishment, 

therefore no crime. The abortionist is a criminal; the 

mother freely collaborates in this crime, and the absent 

father shares in their guilt. Abortionists are the 

murderers of maternity, and as maternity is God's 

tenderness, the crime of abortion cuts man's heart from 

the source of all goodness. 

When maternity is killed, the sun sets on a society: 

Unless the West wakes up to the enormity of this crime, 

it is doomed. Let us hear the angels' voices urging us to 

convertere, convertere ad Dominum. 

 

Alice von Hildebrand is professor emerita of philosophy 

at Hunter College of the City University of New York and 

the renowned author of many books, including The Soul 

of a Lion (Ignatius, 2000) and The Privilege of Being a 

Woman (Veritas, 2002). 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/%20089870801X/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/%20089870801X/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/097061067X/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/097061067X/insidecatcom-20
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We Should Be Afraid 
Simcha Fisher | Column 

12/10/08

 New Hampshire jury must decide whether to 

sentence Michael Addison, a convicted cop 

killer, to execution. 

He is a terrible man who bragged about his plans to 

shoot a cop, if he needed to, while committing his many 

crimes. His defense team is concentrating on his 

unhappy childhood. The picture that emerges is of a 

self-serving jerk who grew up to be cold and evil, and he 

isn't sorry now.  

My husband argues that the Church's teaching on 

the death penalty -- that it must be reserved for cases in 

which it is necessary to protect the community -- can 

apply in cases like this: If people who shoot policemen 

are not executed, then we are tolerating the murder of 

policemen, an intolerable crime. The safety of the 

community depends on criminals' knowing that they 

will not get away with killing a cop. 

I don't know if he's right or not. It may be so. Either 

way, the problem terrifies me. 

Many years ago -- when I was a new mother, the 

world was black and white, and the subtleties of Dr. 

Laura Schlessinger guided my thinking more than any 

other intellect -- we had an upstairs neighbor who was a 

drug addict. 

She was a mess. She was clearly high most of the 

time. Her hair was chopped and frazzled, her skin and 

mouth were a wasteland, and she could hardly string 

two sentences together. She stumbled up and down the 

stairs past my door, not knowing if it were day, night, or 

the end of the world. 

The only thing she could communicate clearly was 

that she had just had a baby girl, and she was always 

looking for a ride to go visit her tiny little one at the 

hospital. The baby was, of course, sick. She was very 

premature, probably addicted to crack herself. 

Miraculously, the child survived, and her terrible 

mother became almost radiant as she reported the 

baby's progress to me. Soon the baby would be able to 

leave the hospital, she told me -- but I didn't believe 

her. 

Then the day came. The baby was strong enough 

to be discharged. My neighbor fell into my apartment, 

half-undressed, sobbing with a terrible sound. "They're 

going to take my baby away from me!" she cried. 

"They're taking her away!"  

Well, of course they were. I couldn't believe that 

she didn't know it would happen. This woman didn't 

even know whether she was wearing clothes or not, 

and she expected the nurses to release a fragile, sick 

preemie into her care. 

It was terrifying. It was absolutely necessary that 

this thing be done -- that the baby be taken away from 

her mother. The mother clearly deserved it, and the 

poor baby deserved it, too. But it was the worst thing 

in the world. You should have heard that mother cry. 

 

Here is another short story: My grandmother died last 

month. She was 89 years old, and she had been 

diagnosed with Alzheimer's disease 19 years ago. It 

was like watching a sand house torn away by the tide -- 

she just dissolved. 

She had been a rock-hard, funny, sarcastic, 

boundlessly generous visiting nurse, and now she was 

a quivering collection of wasted limbs and a ghastly 

vacancy where her mind used to be. Everyone 

suffered. She did; her husband did, before he died; and 

my mother, who cared for her for years, suffered very 

much in many different ways, and it went on and on 

and on. 

A 

http://www.unionleader.com/channel.aspx/News?channel=2af17ff4-f73b-4c44-9f51-092e828e1131
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When my grandmother died, it was a relief for 

everyone. We were so glad for her release from the 

dark and fearful cell her mind had become. My sister 

said that she felt that Nana had been out of touch with 

us for so many years, but now that she was dead, she 

had been given back to us. We could talk to her again. 

At the funeral Mass, it wasn't hard to stand there 

and remember these things -- her baptism, the Last 

Rites, the tender mercy of God. The Resurrection.  

It was only at the end, when the undertakers braced 

their hands against the smudgy shroud that covered her 

coffin and began to heave this burden down the aisle of 

the church, that it became a terrible thing. She was 

leaving.  

As a Catholic, I know what happens after death. And 

yet I do not know. They began to sing that drippy hymn 

"Be Not Afraid," and suddenly I was afraid. It was right 

that I should be. 

All we really know is separation. We try and hope, 

but what do we know? We do the best we can to deal 

with the enormous, shattering burdens of life. But we 

should be afraid. There is much to hope for, and we 

trust God. But in the moment, unless we are already 

dead ourselves, there is much to fear. 

So now the jury must decide if this terrible man, this 

unrepentant murderer Michael Addison, should be 

killed. Maybe it's the right thing to do. Maybe no one 

will even miss him. He deserves it. It's the way life goes, 

and sometimes these terrible things need to be done.  

But I hope that, when we do it, we are afraid. 

 

Simcha Fisher is a homeschooling mother of seven who 

lives in New Hampshire. 
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An Oxonian Father Brown 
Edward Short| Review 

12/6/08 

 
Was Jesus God? 
Richard Swinburne, Oxford University Press, 192 pages, $24.95 
 

n 1942, Robert Lowell wrote his good friend, the 

storyteller Peter Taylor,  

The Catholic Church almost always makes great 

pragmatical claims so that one might almost say 

that common sense is impossible without faith in 

Christ. However, neither books nor letters nor talk 

will convert you, but only prayers principally your 

own with God's grace. Read Hopkins's letters, he 

says this to Bridges who wrote that before joining 

any religion he would have to be intellectually 

convinced -- a stubborn and typically late Victorian 

bit of irrationality. 

To a degree, Lowell was right: If we mean to be truly 

converted, we cannot expect reason to do the hard 

work of faith, nor neglect prayer. But he was wrong to 

slight the considerable role reason plays in faith. The 

great Thomist Etienne Gilson, whose books were 

instrumental in converting Lowell (briefly) to Roman 

Catholicism, would certainly not have considered the 

later Victorians "irrational" for requiring to be 

"intellectually convinced" of the claims of Christianity, 

though he would have agreed with Hopkins that a more 

expedient way to foster faith in Christ is to give alms. 

Why? "It changes the whole man," Hopkins assured his 

skeptical friend, "not his mind only but the will and 

everything."  

Since philosophers of religion can help form minds 

to appreciate the vitality of alms, as well as the claims 

of faith, it is heartening to encounter one who is at once 

skillful and devout. In Was Jesus God?, Richard 

Swinburne, the former Nolloth Professor at Oxford, 

adroitly marshals the evidences of natural theology to 

affirm the cogency of the Christian faith. A leading light 

in the philosophy of religion, Swinburne has also written 

an acclaimed trilogy defending Christianity. His latest 

book serves as a popular coda to that extended work. 

Swinburne observes that most people get their 

faith in God from deep personal experience or from 

the testimony of others. Apropos religious experience, 

he says, "If we did not believe that what . . . we are 

experiencing (perceiving or feeling) is really there, 

when there are no good reasons for doubting that that 

thing is really there, we couldn't believe anything." As 

to testimony, "If we didn't believe what others told us, 

for example, about history or geography, until we had 

checked it for ourselves, we would have very few 

beliefs." It follows from this, Swinburne argues, that 

"most people need positive arguments in favour of the 

existence of God if they are to have good reason to 

believe that there is a God, but they also need grounds 

to believe that arguments against the existence of God 

do not work."  

Here, he clearly has in mind the philosophers 

Daniel Dennett, A.C. Grayling, Michael Onfray, Sam 

Harris, the biologist Richard Dawkins, and the 

journalist Christopher Hitchens, all of whom have 

recently attacked religion as irrational, barbarous, and 

evil. The purpose of Swinburne's newest book, 

however, is not so much to answer the objections of 

this newest batch of atheists as to defend the 

doctrines encapsulated in the Nicene Creed, which he 

calls the "central doctrines of Christianity, common to 

virtually all Christians."  

Roman Catholics might very well counter that the 

"central doctrines of Christianity" are only defined and 

embodied in the Roman Catholic Faith. They might also 

balk at Swinburne's reference to what he calls "the 

Church," which he defines "as the Apostolic Church 

founded by Jesus." The logician in Swinburne must 

I 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0199203113/insidecatcom-20
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recognize that defending this Protestant fiction lands 

him on shaky ground.  

He makes his ground shakier still when he claims 

that "there is no need for me, when considering the 

truth of these doctrines, to face the difficult issue of 

what are the boundaries of the Church, that is, which 

one or more ecclesial bodies constitute it." Of course, in 

speaking of "the Church," one can only be referring to 

the Roman Catholic Church: It is entirely illogical to 

imagine that God would have founded more than one 

"one, Holy, Catholic, and Apostolic Church. 

"Nonetheless, even Catholics can benefit from 

Swinburne's witty defense of the Trinity, the 

Incarnation, the Atonement, the Resurrection, the 

Ascension, and the Four Last Things.  

Apropos the Trinity, Swinburne follows Richard of 

St. Victor in arguing that "the love of the Father for the 

Son must include a wish to cooperate with the Son in 

further total sharing with an equal; and hence the need 

for a third member of the Trinity, whom, following the 

tradition, we may call the Holy Spirit, whom they will 

love and by whom they will be loved." He follows 

Augustine in holding that "a solitary God would have 

been an ungenerous god and so no God." From this, 

Swinburne concludes that "the Father and the Son 

would have been less than perfectly good unless they 

sought to spread their mutual love of cooperating in 

further sharing with an equal"; hence, the Holy Spirit. 

He might also have cited Irenaeus, who describes the 

different but related functions of the three persons 

thus: "The Spirit prepares man for the Son of God; the 

Son leads man to the Father; the Father gives man 

immortality;" or Gregory of Nyssa who sums up, with 

epigrammatical élan, how the three persons relate to 

one another: "Nor must you be surprised, if, as if 

speaking in riddles, we produce the new and 

paradoxical conception of a united separation and a 

separated union."  

  

Swinburne appeals to common sense to defend the 

reasonableness of the Virgin Birth: 

Since [Jesus] had, to all appearances, normal human 

bodily characteristics, he presumably had a full set 

of chromosomes and so genes such as normal 

humans derive from two parents. . . . But it would 

not have taken a very large miracle for God to turn 

some of the material of Mary's egg into a second 

half-set of chromosomes, which, together with the 

normal half-set derived from Mary, would provide a 

full set. 

But what would be the point of Jesus having a human 

mother? Swinburne's explanation is rather muddled: 

It would mean that Jesus came into existence as a 

human on earth partly by the normal process . . . 

and partly as a result of a quite abnormal process. 

It would thus be a historical event symbolizing the 

doctrine of the Incarnation, that Jesus is partly of 

human origin and so has a human nature, and 

partly of divine origin and so has a divine nature. 

To say that Jesus was "partly human" and "partly 

divine" mutilates the mystery of Christ, who, as the 

Nicene Creed states, became fully human and was yet 

"true God of true God." That Swinburne should be so 

unclear about Christ's relation to Mary is attributable 

perhaps to his having been brought up in the Anglican 

tradition, which has always neglected Our Lady.  

Swinburne sensibly sees only unacceptable 

objections to the reasonableness of eternal 

damnation. God could, of course, endow the wicked 

after death with good desires,  

but that would impose on them a character which 

they had persistently and knowingly chosen not to 

have. . . . But if he is to respect humans as people, 

if he gives them a choice of character, he must 

respect that choice and permit them permanently 

to reject him and all he stands for. Otherwise in 

creating humans God would be like a puppet 

master who ensures that in the end every human 

does what [God] wants, and has no ultimate 

freedom to determine the sort of person they are 

to be. 
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Conversely, "if we come to have a good character God 

will give us the wonderful life of Heaven. Christianity 

thus offers us salvation from the guilt of the past and 

from wrongdoing in the present, in order to live a holy 

life for ever in the future."  

  

In considering the question of whether Jesus is God, 

Swinburne sounds like a good detective -- a sort of 

Oxonian Father Brown.  

It is not merely the case that Jesus is the only 

serious candidate in human history about whom we 

have evidence that he lived the right kind of life which 

ended with divine signature. Jesus was both the only 

prophet in human history about whose life there is 

good historical evidence of the first kind (evidence that 

he or she lived a perfect life with much suffering, 

claimed to be divine, claimed to be making atonement, 

gave plausible moral and theological teaching, and 

founded a Church to continue his work), and also the 

only prophet about whose life there is good historical 

evidence of the second kind (evidence that his or her 

life ended with a miracle recognizable as a divine 

signature). Not merely did Muhammad or the Buddha 

not give the right sort of teaching (they did not claim to 

be God Incarnate etc.), but their lives ended in 

altogether non-miraculous ways. . . . This shows that the 

coincidence of the two sets of evidence about one 

prophet that his or her life exhibited both features 

would be very improbable in the normal course of 

things. It would be very improbable unless God 

arranged it. And . . . it would have been dishonest of 

God to arrange evidence of this kind unless that 

prophet was indeed God Incarnate. And in virtue of his 

perfect goodness God would not do that. Hence, the 

coincidence of the two kinds of evidence does not 

merely make it very probable that, if there is a God, he 

became incarnate in Jesus, but it makes it much more 

probable than it would be otherwise that there is a God.  

Reading this, one can only imagine the howls of 

exasperation it will provoke in the likes of Dawkins and 

Hitchens. But Swinburne has unpalatable things to say 

to those in his own camp as well. Having left the 

Anglican for the Eastern Orthodox Church, he will not 

endear himself to his current co-religionists with this.  

The observance of prayer, fasting, and almsgiving, 

with a proper attitude of humility before God and 

avoiding these as a means of acquiring a good 

reputation on earth, are also evident themes of Jesus's 

teaching. So too is honesty, and thus the avoidance of 

hypocrisy. It is, he taught, more important to show 

love to those in need than to conform to exact details 

of ritual.  

Was Jesus God? is an entertaining, bracing, 

compelling book and welcome proof that not all of our 

academics have turned their backs on what Hopkins 

once called "the fine delight that fathers thought."  

 

Edward Short is finishing work on his book about 

Cardinal Newman and his contemporaries, to be 

published by Continuum in 2010. 
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Going Native 
Benjamin D. Wiker | Classic 

12/12/08 
ot long after we moved onto our country 

property, I thought I'd amble over and see Fred 

Number Two. We had just bought the property 

from Fred Number one, and I thought it best to get to 

know both Freds, since they were our new neighbors 

and being neighborly was, of course, one of the 

hallmarks of country folk. 

So when I saw Fred Number Two fixing his fence, I 

ambled over the road to introduce myself. I'd been 

practicing ambling for several weeks now and had, if I 

might say so, quite gotten the hang of it. Men in the 

country don't walk like city folk and are suspicious of 

those who do. A real country man walks slowly and 

deliberately, as if he just got back from a long ride on a 

horse wearing too-tight jeans (on the man, not the 

horse). 

"Howya doin'? M'name's Ben. Jes' moved in," I said 

in my best attempt to mimic the dialect of the natives. 

Fred looked up from rewiring the fence that had 

come undone through the efforts of his ornery black 

stallion and gave a slight but cautious howdy-nod. He 

looked a bit nervous, so I thought I'd reel off a few 

pleasantries. 

"Sure is beautiful here. My daughters just love 

watching your horses," I said, forgetting to play 

provincial. 

Fred straightened up and smiled a bit. "Yep. I seen 

'em out there lookin'. I'm tellin' ya' now, y'oughta keep 

them kids away from th' road. Don't wannum t'git hit." 

I gave a cordial laugh. 

"They, uh, they said you was a perfesser," he 

hadded, seeming a bit tongue-tied. 

"Yea," I said, narrowing my eyes and looking off 

through the air of superiority now rising around me. 

Poor fellow, I thought. Obviously he's a little in awe of 

my education and station in life. "I used to teach full-

time, but I only do it part-time now. I quit so that I could 

write full-time," I added, glancing to see what effect my 

even more majestic status as a writer would have upon 

him. Professor and writer! No wonder he's acting the 

sheep! "Got a book coming out soon," I couldn't resist 

adding. 

"Hmph," he grunted, raising his eyebrows in 

admiration. 

Well, we talked a bit more, said our see-ya'-laters, 

and parted ways, I to my humble abode and he to his 

fence. Quite forgetting to amble, I strutted back over, 

inflated with a glowing sense of self-importance. I did 

not as yet see the various falls, each in its own season, 

that would soon goeth after my pride with a 

vengeance. 

  

Spring 

The good Lord sent the first pin to begin the painful 

process of deflation in the form of a riding lawnmower. 

A riding lawnmower is the horse of the modern 

country dweller, and the large yard is his perpetual 

summer grazing trail. Young men learn to ride early 

and to tear apart and rebuild, with loving pleasure, 

these great machines, treating them with an affection 

that, in a previous age, was lavished on the family 

steed. 

I didn't want to get one. I had always used an old-

fashioned motorless push mower on principle -- 

actually, on two principles. First, as far as technology 

goes, I'm a bit of a Luddite, preferring for the sake of 

living a simple life to cling to the lowest mechanical 

rung. Second, motors of any kind are, to my 

unmechanical mind, terra incognita rather than terra 

firma. Blessed with an acre-and-a-third of grass, 

however, I knew I had no choice but to throw such 
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principles to the wind. So I bought a rather lugubrious 

looking used Cub Cadet at an auction and led it home to 

graze my fast-growing pasture. 

The next day, I filled her with gas, gave her a 

reassuring pat on the withers, saddled up, and turned 

the key. Black smoke curled out from the steed's teeth, 

and I was off, putting her through the paces, riding and 

humming a tune. Three times around the lawn, and the 

wretched machine coughed, backfired, and died. No 

amount of coaxing or suppressed cursing could bring 

her to life. Within minutes, dark clouds of insult, which 

had blown in from the north, began to rain on my 

injury. I called my son, put the mower in neutral, and 

we pushed it through drenching sheets of rain the 

length of the lawn back to the shed. 

"Looks like the perfesser got himself a push 

mower," I imagined Fred saying as he gazed happily out 

his front window. 

The next day, after the rain dried sufficiently, I led 

the insidious nag out of the stable and started her up 

again. Jamming her into gear, I roared out of a cloud of 

black smoke and attacked the unbitten grass at full 

speed. Three times round the yard, and she sputtered 

to silence. 

I de-saddled and lifted the hood. Just as I feared: 

parts, and lots of them. I bent over the engine, hoping 

to find something clearly marked, "Put me back in that 

slot," or better, matching color-coded pieces, one 

brightly colored set of which had rattled loose. To my 

evident distress, there was just an indiscriminate scree 

of grease-smeared tanglements, tubes, and whatnots. I 

poked around disconsolately, waiting for inspiration. 

"Stallin' out on yuh, is't?" 

It was Fred Number One. Sensing that I was 

drowning in my own ignorance, he had materialized to 

see if he could throw me an anchor. 

"Yea," I drawled, forcing a smile out through my 

embarrassment. 

"Sounds t'me like the car'brater's chokin'. Did yuh 

check the sed'min pan? M'be yuh shud spray out yuh 

valves, or m'be it's jes th' fuel lahn or filt'r. I know 

som'times ittle drag back th' car'bn intuh th' filter, and 

then ittle sputter out on yuh like that." 

I blanched as I tried to follow this incomprehensible 

stream of mechanical wisdom, my manhood draining 

out of me like oil from a bad gasket. I emitted a pensive 

sounding "Hmmm" to buy time as I scanned the engine, 

hoping to hear a "Psst, buddy, over here! I'm the 

carburetor." 

Feeling the hot mordant of humility fixing my 

reddening cheeks, I remonstrated myself inwardly: 

"What man does not know what a carburetor is? Art 

thou not a man? Apparently notteth. Nay, thou art a 

merest boy. Oh sickly, feckless waif, where shalt thou 

find feck? Whence did thou . . ." 

"Well, did yuh check th' car'brater and th' sed'min 

pan?" Fred said, interrupting my hidden inner turmoil. 

"Yuh better check th' fuel filt'r, too." 

Time dilated as I tried to cobble some manful 

answer. In my frantic imagination, I leaped upon the 

seat of the Cadet. "Frederick, you perhaps are not 

aware that nearly half of my dissertation was in Greek, 

and the other half was in even more impenetrable 

English. I have translated the Latin convolutions of that 

inestimable orator and statesman Cicero, I have waded 

valiantly through Immanuel Kant's Critique of Pure 

Reason, I have dwelled in the solemn and sacred inner 

recesses of Euclid, and I have followed Dante from the 

depths of cold and unrepentant hell to the spiraling 

glories of Paradise. These things have I done, and 

more. Not once, in all this, did I ever encounter a 

carburetor, and I have been the better for it." 

But time deflated just as quickly, as my 

imagination was doused by the cold reailty that I 

publicly failed question No. 1 on the country test for 

manhood. "To tell the truth, Fred," and, oh, how 

humiliating a truth it was to confess, "I don't know 

what a carburetor is." 



 

in
si

d
e
ca

th
o
lic

.c
o
m

 

30 

 

"Here, lemme show yuh. This here's th' car'brater." 

He began his lesson with a barely suppressed smile, 

enjoying the pathetic, whining sound of hot air being let 

out of the perfesser. So I became a child, for every boy 

in the country learns early on the great mysteries of 

motor repair, and I had come, by country standards, 

about 35 years late in life to my lesson. 

  

Summer 

The second lesson in humility was administered in 

several painful doses at the local feed store. Now I do 

know a thing or two about gardening, as my wife and I 

have had a little garden wherever we have lived. In 

contrast to my pitiful and unmanly ignorance of 

mechanics, I felt fairly fluent in the language of the 

gentleman farmer. Indeed, we'd been successful in a 

combination of mulching and a French Intensive 

gardening method, so I even considered myself a notch 

above the natives. 

The local feed store in any small, rural town is 

where the real men hang out, and Scroomby's Feed and 

Seed was no exception. Not only did it stock the basics 

for the gentleman farmer and the hardware and tools 

for light household repair, but it had a coffee counter 

up front where the cream of the town's old guard 

gathered for daily ruminations on politics, the weather, 

and the sorry state of the nation. 

Not long after my aforesaid humbling I decided that 

a trip to the feed store for some mulching hay would 

restore some measure of peace to my damaged pride. I 

pulled into Scroomby's unpaved lot, stirring a 

respectable cloud of dust with my Ford F-150, the 

standard truck of the country-dwelling male. I ambled 

slow-like through the open front door, surveyed the 

interior, and nodded my hello to the line of coffee-

soakers bellied up to the counter. 

"How c'n I hep yuh t'day?" asked a rather grizzled, 

flop-hatted man I took to be Scroomby himself standing 

sentinel over the register. 

"Oh, jus' thought I'd bed down my garden," I said 

carelessly, acting the native as best I could. "How much 

are those bales of hay you got out front?" 

The java-inspired conversation immediately 

stopped, the men turning slowly toward the front, 

looking at me as if I were wearing a diadem, tutu, and 

pink slippers. 

"Hay?!" Scroomby gazed at me, unable to fathom 

how so much stupidity could be condensed within so 

small a frame. "We hain't got no hay. That's straw." 

I nervously adjusted my faux pearl diadem and 

hiked up my tutu a bit. "Yea, uh, how much is a bale of 

straw?" I asked, trying to force a masculine tone out of 

my tightening throat, unhappily causing my voice to 

sound instead like Truman Capote on helium. 

"Three dollars a bale," said Scroomby, scratching 

his craw. 

"I'll take four." I handed him my money, bid a 

hasty and defeated adieu, loaded the bales, and drove 

off determined not to suffer such a scorching again. 

Now every country boy knows the difference 

between hay and straw. As a lad, I had sung about 

turkeys, some of which were, for reasons that 

presently escape me, in the hay while others preferred 

straw. Unfortunately, this hadn't been enough to bring 

out the subtle difference between the two. I didn't 

dare ask the Freds, either, so I took an academic tack 

instead: 

hay (hā) n. *ME. Hei < OE hieg (akin to G. heu) < 

base of OE. Heawan, to cut (see HEW)] 1. Grass, 

alfalfa, clover, etc. cut and dried for use as fodder. 

straw (stró) n. [ME Stra < OE. Streaw, akin to 

streawian: see STREW] 1. Hollow stalks or stems of 

grain after threshing, collectively: used for fodder, 

for bedding, for making hats, etc. 

"Ahhh," I sighed with relief, looking up from the 

dictionary. "So that's the difference. 
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Unfortunately, this mere onetime academic 

exercise was woefully insufficient to pound the 

difference into my all-too-forgetful professorial skull, 

and so it was guaranteed that the next visit to 

Scroomby's would reap an even greater harvest of 

embarrassment. 

"I'll take a coupla bales of hay too," I said absently, 

as I shoved an assortment of screws and bolts toward 

Scroomby to be weighed. 

Sudden silence, as Styrofoam cups were lowered to 

the counter. Scroomby looked at me as if I were dressed 

like Carmen Miranda. 

"Hay?!" he winced, pained at my invincible 

ignorance. "We hain't got no hay. That's straw." 

"Straw, I mean," I said in woeful defeat, realizing I 

had come intellectually unprepared. I paid, adjusted the 

fruit basket on my head, and slunk out, careful not to 

catch my heels on the door ledge and vowing through 

clenched teeth never to make that mistake again. 

Luckily, I happened upon a plan as I bounced over 

the back roads to home. I am, I confess, not altogether 

ungifted in regard to waxing poesy; indeed, as far as 

poesy goes, mine is some of the waxiest. Give me a few 

words, the slimmest inspiration, and I can toss together 

a sweatless rhyme in three barks of a doggerel. By my 

very wits, I would make sure never to be caught haying 

straw again. 

The muses did not disappoint: Even before I pulled 

into my own driveway, they poured an admirable 

mnemonic ditty into my soul: 

When aphids crawl in heat of spring, 

And garden's straw henceforth ye bring, 

Do not seek hay at Scroomby's Feed 

Let this be your manful creed. 

 

Marvelous! Foolproof! I would simply practice this 

delightful quatrain until it was carved upon the walls of 

my soul. 

We had a rather large garden, and a fresh mulching 

between the rows meant that I was soon enough ready 

for a trip to Scroomby's -- a triumphant trip, I wagered. I 

sang the lines over and over, as I bounced down the 

road in the Ford. Light of heart, I pulled into the gravel 

lot and ambled straight in, fairly dripping with 

confidence. 

"Hey, bud! How'r ya' doin' t'day?" asked Scroomby 

cheerfully as I approached the counter. 

"Hey there!" one of the coffee-soppers added. 

"Hey, what's up?" a second and third chimed in. 

"Huh?" I clouded over, the sun of my confidence 

eclipsed by unforeseen confusion. I fumbled about in 

my febrile brain for the lifelines of my poem. "Uh . . . I 

need a couple of bales of . . ." 

They all sat there like cats, waiting with their tails 

twitching for the mouse to move. Unnerved, I suddenly 

gushed out: 

Hew the hay, and strew the straw 

When aphids of the leafies crawl; 

Scroomby's has your every need, 

Hay's the one without the seed. 

 

I looked down the line of men at the counter and 

watched in slow motion as eyebrows raised and heads 

gave a barely perceptible shake. White cups were 

lifted as eyes politely shifted away from the carnage at 

the counter. 

Scroomby gazed at me thoughtfully for a half-

minute, tracing the telltale phrenological lines of 

insanity on my sweating forehead. "So . . . what'll you 

have?" he asked, breaking the torture of silence. 

I watched in horror as I pushed the word "hay" 

over my teeth and out of my mouth. 

"Hay?!" Scroomby leaned forward. "We hain't got 

no hay. That's straw." 

Disconsolately, I paid, put my money back in my 

petticoat, tightened the strings on my bonnet, 
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gathered my skirts, and shuffled out. "A thousand 

curses on the gift of the muses," I muttered ungratefully 

as I loaded the bales. 

  

Autumn 

Long before we actually made the move to the country, 

I had decided that I was going to have no part of a chain 

saw. I hated the horrid noise, and to be quite frank, I 

was also afraid of its savage, unforgiving teeth. No such 

noisesome beast for me. I would seek the simple life, 

sawing wood the old-fashioned way, with a most 

marvelous piece of pure engineering: the two-man 

crosscut saw. 

I leafed through my Lehman's Old-Fashioned 

catalog, filled with visions of zizzing meditatively with 

my strapping son, effortlessly slicing off log after log as 

we drank in the pure forest air. And there it was, on 

page 47, item number 3357. I eagerly read the 

description, a convert before even a word was 

preached. 

"A hand saw is a lot slower than a chain saw, but it's 

also a lot quieter, lighter and there are no noxious 

fumes." Exactly. "It runs on the power you generate, 

not some gas guzzling engine. Listen to the sounds of 

the woodlot while you cut!" 

Precisely! Yes, I could see that the catalog and I 

were of one placid mind. Wasting no time, I called right 

up to place my order. 

"So, how frequently do you have to sharpen these 

things?" I asked the man on the other end. 

"Oh, about every time you go out, depending on 

how much you cut," came the reply. "But, I'll tell ya'. 

Lotta folks get this saw, and use it a coupla times, then 

it's back to the chain saw, if you know what I mean." 

"Ha!" I unleashed a derisory snort. This man 

obviously didn't know to whom he was speaking. "Don't 

worry. That won't happen to me," I informed him. 

The saw came in about a week, a marvel of 

engineering. Glorious rows of keenly beveled cutter 

teeth, interspersed with ingenious rakers designed to 

clear the chips from the gash. I gazed over the manual, 

the cover of which showed old-time loggers -- men with 

serious mustaches, mind you! -- leaning in cross-armed 

confidence against a half-vanquished trunk. I pictured 

myself among them, felling prodigious timbers as we 

cleaved the air with hearty laughs and filled the woods 

with manly working songs. 

My son and I got up early the following Saturday. 

After a breakfast fit for such loggers as we, we headed 

out, sporting our new saw, to give our mettles a test. 

We planned to cut a thin slice off a fallen locust to use 

as a base to hold our Advent candles. After that, I 

thought we'd keep sawing a while, accompanied by 

the mellifluous sounds of the woodlot, until we had 

about a truckload for the woodstove. 

The late autumn air was sharp. Just the right bite 

of cold for such delightful work. As we unsheathed the 

great weapon, the words of the salesman seemed to 

drift in on the wind, curl around my confidence, and 

whisper, "Lotta folks get this saw, and use it a coupla 

times, then it's back to the chain saw, if you know 

what I mean." 

"Ha!" I returned the challenge. "Ha, I say, Ha! Ha, 

to the west wind! To the east, Ha! To the north and 

south, I say again, Ha! You'll soon see who's the 

luftmensch -- if you know what I mean!" Having 

sufficiently ha-ed the doubting whispers into 

submission, I took up the saw, and we commenced. 

Now you city folk are undoubtedly as ignorant 

about the different kinds of wood as I was. There are 

soft woods and hard woods, and everything in 

between. As it turns out, sawing a locust tree with a 

crosscut is more or less akin to trying to hack through a 

steel flagpole with a wedge of cheese (the respective 

sharpness of the cheese notwithstanding). 

After about ten minutes of my son and I dragging 

the blade across the locust, I noticed that my heart 

was actually on the outside of my body, beating like a 
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dancing jackhammer about a cubit in front of what was 

left of my chest. 

"Let's take a rest," I wheezed. As my heart receded 

back to its home, I examined with some chagrin the 

slight nick on the log our labors had yielded. 

"Lotta folks get this saw . . ." a bird chirped as it 

alighted on a nearby branch. 

"Ha," I coughed, and we took up the saw again. 

About an hour later, lathered from cap to boot with 

sweat, I called it quits. With no little regret, I eyed our 

humble pile: one slightly crooked slice, and two meager 

logs for the fire. 

Yet, I would not give up, and my son and I did have 

some success sawing through less adamantine lumber. 

But, humility upon humility, as the weather turned, the 

woodpile disappeared far more quickly than our meager 

efforts could restore. 

I swallowed the bitter prophecy and bought a chain 

saw. 

  

Winter 

Like many first-time homesteaders, our ideas about 

what it meant to live on the land came from reading the 

Laura Ingalls Wilder books. Charles Ingalls, Laura's 

redoubtable, flapless father, was my model of 

countrified manliness. Building a house with his own 

hands, making furniture from slabs of freshly hewn oak, 

tilling the good earth with plough and oxen, playing the 

fiddle as his children drifted off into gentle sleep, and 

always ready to square-jaw any danger and distress 

with cheerful, decisive action. A man's man indeed. 

Well, we did build a log cabin, but my own hands 

were busy typing out a living, and so I was unable to 

hoist even a single precut timber into place. I did strip 

and refinish a cabinet, but the rest of the furniture 

came from yard sales. We were able to put in a garden, 

but the closest I could get to fiddling was humming 

Marian hymns to my newest little girl, as I tried to settle 

her late-night hysteria enough so that my wife could 

nurse her. 

Dangers? There are wild animals all around, but not 

dangerous ones. I redirected a rather inquisitive skunk 

one night. I chucked a rock at a groundhog bent on 

sampling the garden. Nothing to cause the chest to 

swell. 

But quite unexpectedly one cold winter afternoon, I 

was called to duty, a bona fide test -- the kind of thing 

that you read about but that never really happens to 

anyone you know. 

I heard screeching from up in the clearing . . . epic 

shrieking. I looked out the window and saw the dark, 

fleeing form of one of my daughters. Scanning the 

horizon for the cause, I saw two menacing wolves, wild 

dogs, coyotes -- some kind of fiendish canine -- bolting 

after my little girl. Those of you who have never 

experienced such a vision cannot understand how 

horrifying a sight it is to see 50 or 60 yards away one of 

your children pursued by a wild animal. 

Now I confess, I was still more of a professor that a 

homesteader, and that meant my first impulse was to 

think about the situation, taking time to weigh the best 

plan while I put on my hat, coat, and boots. With some 

violence, I beat down this impulse and frantically asked 

myself, "What would Pa Ingalls do?" 

"Idiot!" I answered. "He'd rush without hesitation 

out of the house and into the snow, even if he were in 

his long johns and bare feet, grab the nearest hefty 

stick, give chase to those savage animals, and beat 

them into next Thursday. Then of course, he'd come 

back whistling a restorative kind of tune, carrying his 

daughter on his broad shoulders." So, against every 

ingrained habit, I leaped out of the house as I was and 

went careening down the hill. 

 I soon realized that, unlike Charles Ingalls, I 

happened to be wearing my fluffy house slippers at the 

time. Thus, instead of manfully galloping after the evil 

creatures, I whooshed spastically down the hill, 

spinning and waving my arms like a drunken ice skater 

shot out of a howitzer. After flapping ungraciously to 
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the bottom, I desperately searched the ground for a 

stout cudgel fit for slaughter. In stories, cudgels always 

lie about conveniently, scooting into position just as 

danger arises. In real life, utterly inappropriate sticks 

and unmanageable logs, sensing desperation, crowd 

around like a flock of pigeons seeking food. 

I seized the best of this bad lot, and sprang up the 

hill ahead, trying to reach my screaming daughter. It 

was in trying to run up an icy hill that I was thoroughly 

introduced to the etymology of "slipper." Most of my 

head of steam was wasted on cartoon-fashion, violent 

running-like motions only slightly more effective than 

crawling. 

Desperately, I looked up from my labors, expecting 

to see that, in my ridiculous delay, the wolves were now 

shredding the life from my daughter as I helplessly 

sought little islands of friction. It was then that I noted 

that the wolves were actually Fred Number One's two 

beagles, who had taken some time off chasing rabbits 

to have some fun running down hapless children. They 

were not exactly bloodthirsty in intent. They just 

wanted to chase something that would scratch them in 

return. I felt like scratching them with my ersatz cudgel, 

but I realized that, in the end, visions of beagle 

bludgeoning arose from the frustrations of my own 

well-dowsed pride. 

So there you have it, friends, the defenestration of 

pride. To speak the truth, I have related only very few of 

the many lessons forced upon me during this year in the 

country -- enough to allow the reader to savor the four 

seasons of humiliation. Painful as the furnace of 

mortification may prove, it's just such searching fires 

the dross of pride needs for the gold of humility to 

appear. And perhaps I shall write a longer work on this 

very subject someday, mindful of course that, as a Mr. 

Franklin once said, "Declaiming against Pride is not 

always a sign of Humility," but hopeful all the same 

that "whoever humbles himself will be exalted. 
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