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What the Pope Should Know about Nancy Pelosi 
Deal W. Hudson | Column 

2/16/09 

his week, Speaker of the House Nancy Pelosi (D-

CA) will meet with Pope Benedict XVI in the 

Vatican. With the debilitating illness of Sen. Ted 

Kennedy (D-MA), Pelosi has become the de facto leader 

of dissident Catholic members of Congress.  

It's only appropriate that Pelosi should take 

Kennedy's place. When she became Speaker in January 

2006, she chose Rev. Robert Drinan, S.J., as the 

celebrant of the Mass held in her honor. The late Father 

Drinan, a longtime professor of law at Georgetown 

University, had been the architect of the arguments 

now used as cover by Catholic politicians who wish to 

dodge the abortion issue. This effort began in 1964, 

when Father Drinan was among a small group of 

theologians who visited Hyannis Port, Massachusetts, to 

school the Kennedy clan on how to finesse the abortion 

issue in politics. 

Pelosi's 100 percent voting record on abortion, 

according to NARAL, is commonplace among Catholic 

Democrats in the House, but Pelosi is, perhaps, the 

most vocal among them. For example, millions of 

dollars for contraceptives were cut from the first 

version of the stimulus package; 0nly Pelosi, rather 

incoherently, defended the funding. 

In August, she made such outrageous comments 

about the Church on Meet the Press that she single-

handedly endangered President Barack Obama's 

outreach to Catholic voters. When, to support her pro-

abortion stance on when life begins, she asserted, 

"Over the centuries, the doctors of the Church have not 

been able to make that definition," Pelosi elicited a 

rebuke not only from her ordinary, Archbishop George 

Niederauer of San Francisco, but also from dozens of 

other bishops. 

Thus, the news that Pelosi will meet with Benedict 

spread like wildfire through the Catholic blogs last 

Thursday. Many Catholics, disgusted with her rabid pro-

abortion politics, were outraged that the pope would 

agree to meet with her at all. They forget that the Holy 

Father is a head of state and regularly meets with 

political leaders from every nation, regardless of their 

positions on issues important to the Church.  

It's a good idea for Benedict to meet with Pelosi, 

because one can never underestimate the impact of 

being in his presence. It's also worth remembering 

that, if the protocol of past meetings remains the 

same, the Holy Father will make formal remarks in 

front of the media before any private meeting. 

Benedict will very likely make comments criticizing the 

Obama administration for ending the Mexico City 

Policy and warning the new Congress against passing 

the Freedom of Choice Act. 

When Pope John Paul II, meeting President George 

W. Bush for the first time in July 2001, made mild 

remarks critical of his position on embryonic stem cell 

research, the media talked about nothing else. It will 

be interesting to compare the media reaction to 

anything Benedict may say about Pelosi and Obama.  

  

Just as important as Pelosi's meeting with the Holy 

Father is all that will surround her visit to the Vatican. 

Will she attend Mass? Will she receive communion? 

How many from the media will be present? How 

widely will the photos and videos of her reception be 

spread around the world? How many of her fellow pro-

abortion Catholics will be at her side?  

You can be sure that Pelosi will choreograph her 

visit to get maximum exposure of her Catholic identity 

-- down to a photograph of her entering St. Peter's 

Basilica in a veil, no doubt. 

Pelosi, of course, should be denied communion, 

but it is unlikely to happen. Any priest who celebrates 

Mass with Pelosi present will be carefully chosen 

T 

http://www.washingtonpost.com/wp-dyn/content/article/2009/02/11/AR2009021103957.html
http://www.lifesitenews.com/ldn/2007/jan/07012910.html
http://online.wsj.com/article/SB123086375678148323.html
http://www.ontheissues.org/CA/Nancy_Pelosi_Abortion.htm
http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=5308&Itemid=80
http://www.lifesitenews.com/ldn/2008/aug/08082601.html
http://www.zenit.org/article-23558?l=english
http://www.americancatholic.org/News/StemCell/pope_to_bush.asp
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beforehand in order to avoid embarrassment to the 

Speaker and her entourage. But I wouldn't rule out 

some sort of protest from orthodox Catholic students 

and seminarians studying in Rome.  

Given the publicity Pelosi will receive during this 

trip, Archbishop Niederauer should issue another public 

statement reiterating his criticism of her position on 

abortion -- and that, furthermore, if she presents 

herself for communion, he will deny it to her. If he were 

to remain silent, he would experience the 

embarrassment of having other U.S. bishops responding 

to Pelosi, in his place, on behalf of the Church.  

Rev. Tom Euteneuer has already taken a bold stand, 

expressing his belief that Pelosi should be publicly and 

formally excommunicated. Unfortunately, his public 

statement makes it less likely to happen: Bishops don't 

want to appear to do what they are told by the head of 

Human Life International, or any other Catholic 

apostolate for that matter. But our good friend at HLI is 

right on the mark. 

 

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.zenit.org/article-23558?l=english
http://www.lifesitenews.com/ldn/2009/feb/09021306.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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The Practical Power of Public Prayer 
Rev. Dwight Longenecker | Column 

2/9/09

 had just boarded the late afternoon train from 

Paddington Station headed west to Bristol. 

Commuters were jostling for places, bags were being 

stashed, and those of us who managed to find seats 

were settling down with a book or a sandwich for the 

journey, when suddenly a voice came over the 

intercom. It was a sweet-sounding, melodious accent of 

an Indian man. "Welcome," he said, "to the InterCity 

125 service from London Paddington to Bristol Temple 

Meads. This is your train operator speaking." 

No one paid much attention; every journey from 

Paddington begins with the courteous reminder of 

which train you're on, and how long the journey would 

take. But then the driver continued: "As we begin our 

journey together, I would like to ask all of you to bow 

your heads with me and join in a word of prayer." There 

followed a very nice extemporaneous prayer by a man 

who was clearly a sincere and joyful born-again 

Christian. 

My fellow travelers were bemused, befuddled, 

aghast, and amused. It got conversation going among 

the normally reticent Englishmen, and the atmosphere 

in the carriage lifted for a few moments from the usual 

weary commuter boredom. It was as if a bird had 

entered the room where a party was taking place -- 

everyone is delighted, but no one is quite sure what to 

do about it. 

Public prayer, which used to be so much taken for 

granted, has now become an oddity in our shared life. 

But it was not so long ago that everyone's school day 

began with prayer. Prayers were offered at the 

beginning of public meetings, sports events, and civic 

celebrations. Grace was returned at the beginning of 

banquets, and pastors were invited to offer the 

invocation at public school graduations. 

"What was the good of it?" one might ask. Surely 

they were mere formalities -- formal words by a priest 

or pastor that did not mean much to anyone. Isn't it 

better that such traditions have died out? Surely it 

wasn't right to foist religion on everyone. 

Then there is the multicultural question: We really 

mustn't have Christian prayers lest we offend the 

Muslims, the Jews, or whomever else. When there are 

formal prayers, we must make sure that we pray to all 

the gods so none of their devotees will be hurt. If we 

invite Pastor Rick Warren to pray at the inauguration, 

then we must make sure we also invite Bishop Gene 

Robinson to pray to "the god of our many 

understandings." It is all too complicated and 

troublesome, so in the end we bow to the bullying of 

atheists who insist that all public prayers be banned. 

The believer will say that prayer does something. 

He believes God answers prayer. He thinks God will 

give him and his people many blessings because of 

prayer. But let us play devil's advocate for a moment 

and put aside the idea that prayer actually affects any 

supernatural transaction. Let us say that prayer does 

not actually accomplish anything in the spiritual realm. 

Then what is the good of it? Is it worth anything at all? 

  

There is actually much practical power in public 

prayer. The public prayer confirms an underlying 

shared belief system that binds society together. "But 

we are not all Christians!" the skeptic will cry. Perhaps 

not, but all who are believers believe in God and 

believe in prayer, and any public prayer will at least 

bind theists together in a shared worldview -- the one 

that includes the Almighty in some form or other. It is 

true that the atheists will be excluded, but will they 

care that much? If they think prayer is just meaningless 

chatter, why do they make such a fuss? Surely they 

ought to smile and humor us believers, as one does an 

idiot child. 

I 
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Secondly, public prayer has a soothing and calming 

effect. On the train that day in London, people's hearts 

were lifted for a moment. You could see it on their 

rubicund English faces. Prayer shifts our attention -- 

even if we are unwilling -- to another realm. We are 

forced (unless we are totally calloused brutes) to stop 

for just a tic and observe a moment's silence -- a 

moment when our world may expand, our hearts might 

be widened, our perception opened up, and the door to 

the other world cracked, even if only a tiny bit and for a 

brief moment in time. Surely any activity that shifts our 

focus away from ourselves, even for a few seconds, is a 

worthy thing? 

Thirdly, public prayer has a beneficial effect on 

public morality. For that moment, even the unbeliever 

might stop to consider that his life has a larger 

dimension and that he may be a player on a more 

cosmic stage than he thought; and if this is so, it might 

just prompt a better and nobler sentiment within him. 

The beneficial moral effect of public prayer was 

illustrated by a comment I received on my blog recently. 

I had written on the moral and social decay in modern 

Britain, and an Englishman responded, 

When I began in banking almost 40 years ago, the 

head of our Investment Banking division each morning 

gathered his staff together and began the day with a 

prayer! This division was responsible for investing the 

bank's money. The prayer was not that they would 

make a "killing" or rack up great profits for the bank. 

Rather it was that they would properly care for the 

bank's assets and discharge their duties responsibly. 

This man, like the train driver leaving Paddington, 

was not a national leader offering the invocation at a 

civic event, but an ordinary layman with a simple faith 

who took his responsibilities seriously. He was 

courageous enough to lead his people in prayer and had 

enough faith to believe that what he was doing was 

worthwhile. Indeed, it was worthwhile: Putting aside 

the question of whether or not his prayer influenced 

the Almighty, the prayers influenced the people in the 

investment department. At the beginning of each day, 

they were reminded of the moral dimension to their 

seemingly inconsequential jobs as bank clerks. Their 

superior leading them in prayer helped them to keep 

the filthy lucre they were dealing with in a 

proportionate place. If every Wall Street firm and every 

investment bank did the same every morning, would we 

now be in financial meltdown? I doubt it. 

A fourth practical benefit of public prayer is that it 

grants to all those who participate a new kind of dignity. 

The bankers who prayed with their division chief were 

thought worthy to pray with. The chief took them 

seriously. Furthermore, their jobs also had a new 

dimension of seriousness and dignity. They mattered, 

and their jobs mattered -- not only to their boss in 

business boss, but also to the Big Boss. 

Think how society would change if every business 

started the day with prayer. What if the workers at 

Starbucks or Burger King or the local factory started 

their shift by praying with the boss? What if they 

prayed for each of their customers? What if they 

prayed for each other? Think of the benefits to the 

whole of society: We cannot stay angry long at a 

colleague with whom we have prayed. We cannot 

cheat for long a boss with whom we have prayed. We 

cannot provide poor customer service for a person for 

whom we have prayed. 

  

I am not for one moment suggesting that the only 

benefits to prayer are the practical benefits in the 

public square. Prayer is much more. When we pray, 

heaven opens. God's goodness comes to earth. 

Nevertheless, there is a practical power to public 

prayer, and those of us who have the chance, by virtue 

of our position, should dare to pray more openly and 

with those who are part of our world. Whenever I have 

had the chance and the courage to say, "Let us pray 

together," I have never had anyone refuse. 

Embarrassment there may be, shuffling of feet and 

awkward bowing of heads with the odd giggle or two, 

but never objections and never refusal. Afterward I 

have only ever been thanked. 
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We shouldn't take for granted the practical power 

of public prayer. Let's stand up a bit more often, open 

our hearts and our mouths, and risk a little 

embarrassment -- and, like that sweet man on the 

London train, say, "Let us all pause for a moment and 

have a word of prayer." 

 

Rev. Dwight Longenecker is chaplain of St. Joseph's 

Catholic School in Greenville, South Carolina. Visit his 

Web site for archived articles, links to his blog, and 

podcast homilies from St. Mary's, Greenville. 

http://www.dwightlongenecker.com/
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The Second Commandment 
Mark P. Shea | Column 

2/17/09

xodus" is the Greek name for the second 

book of the Bible. In Hebrew, it is called the 

Book of Names. That's because, like Catholic 

encyclicals, the Hebrew books of the Bible are titled by 

the opening words of the book: "These are the  

names . . . ." 

It is fitting that this title be given to Exodus, since 

Exodus is a book in which names play a huge role, both 

in the way they are emphasized and the way they are 

strategically de-emphasized. Exodus pauses to tell us 

the names of the two earliest pro-life heroines in 

history, Shiphrah and Puah, who saved Moses from the 

clutches of the population planners of the First Cairo 

Conference. It tells us how Moses got his name (a pun 

on the phrase "to draw out," owing to his being drawn 

out of the Nile, which also prophesies his role in 

drawing Israel out of Egypt). It even disses the most 

powerful man on the planet by steadfastly refusing to 

ever name the villain of the piece by anything other 

than "Pharaoh." 

But the most important name we are given comes 

in Exodus 3: the Divine Name. When the Voice speaks 

from the Burning Bush and Moses rather reluctantly 

answers, a perfectly Jewish conversation full of 

wordplay, bargaining, and dickering takes place. What is 

striking about it all is how Moses manages to combine 

reverence and awe in the Divine Presence with a certain 

sort of audacity in daring to try to negotiate and not 

merely cringe before the Power that created him. He 

asks for proof (as if the Voice from the Burning Bush is 

not enough). He talks God into making his brother 

Aaron the spokesman. He wheedles and cajoles and 

asks to be excused. And in the end, he asks, "Who shall I 

say sent me?" It is a question pregnant with a 

significance that is lost on moderns, because we do not 

understand what names signified to the ancient Hebrew 

mind. 

In ancient Israel, the name was a deeply sacred 

thing. It was not just a label slapped on a thing so that 

we could call it something besides a thingamajig. A 

name -- and especially a person's name -- somehow 

expressed the essence of that person. To know 

someone's name was to know them. To name, or 

rename, someone was to effect and reflect a 

fundamental change in who they were. When God 

reveals His Name, He is revealing Himself. We 

experience a tiny glimpse of that intimacy when some 

figure we have known or revered as an august adult 

presence ("Mr. Smith, the Math Professor") turns to us 

and says, "Call me 'Jim.'" We sense it in a negative way 

when somebody who should know our name forgets it. 

It's hard to escape the sense that he or she has 

forgotten us. 

God's self-revelation of His Name is, therefore, an 

invitation to intimacy. It is also a profound revelation 

of who He is. Other "names" given to God in Scripture 

are basically titles that tell us some of His attributes. 

But "I AM WHO AM" tells us who God is in His essence. 

God did not have to reveal it, and Moses certainly had 

no power to make Him do so. God does it out of sheer 

gratuitous love and, in so doing, enters into a 

relationship with Moses and Israel whereby His people 

can "call on his Name." 

  

Indeed, that's the entire point of God's revelation to 

Moses at the Burning Bush. God's purpose, which will 

not be thwarted, is not merely to bring Israel out of 

Egypt but into a covenant relationship with Himself at 

Mt. Sinai. A covenant is more than a contract; it is a 

bond of sacred kinship. To make a covenant is to 

become family. And so when God reveals His Name to 

Israel, He is permitting them to call upon Him as friend, 

ally, and protector. It is a very significant step in a long 

process of graciously making Himself vulnerable. Nor is 

"E 
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that process concluded at Sinai. For God means to make 

Himself so vulnerable to us that it will ultimately lead to 

scourging, a crown of thorns, the buzzing cloud of flies 

around His naked and beaten body, and the sound of 

mocking taunts in His ears as He struggles to gasp for 

breath against the excruciating bolts of pain in His 

wrists and feet. Sinai is a major step forward in the 

drama, but it won't really be over until the redemption 

wrought in Christ brings the last redeemed soul into 

heaven. 

Because Sinai is a provisional covenant pointing 

forward to the New and Everlasting Covenant in Christ, 

certain cautions must apply. God is making a covenant 

with a desperately dangerous species who will never fail 

to misuse every good gift He gives them, including the 

gift of His Name. So He commands us: 

You shall not take the name of the Lord your God in 

vain; for the Lord will not hold him guiltless who 

takes his name in vain (Ex 20:7). 

To use the Name of God was a solemn thing and not to 

be taken lightly. To swear in His Name falsely was to call 

the Truth Himself as a witness to a lie. To invoke the 

Name in a curse against the innocent was to call Him 

who is Justice to be unjust, and Him who is Life to be 

death. Scripture is adamant that to do this is an 

extremely dangerous violation of the covenant. 

Likewise, to treat the Divine Name as a sort of lucky 

rabbit's foot or abracadabra is likewise to gravely insult 

the covenant, because God is God and not a genie who 

must make us rich or beat up our enemies at the 

services of our greed or anger. The Divine Name is given 

to us so that we may know Him. He will not let us make 

use of it merely so that we can become more ignorant 

of our own concupiscence. 

These days, of course, the name of God and Jesus is 

taken lightly every day. Much of this is inculpable, since 

so many people have not the slightest idea that they are 

involved in a covenant with God (assuming they are 

baptized). Many people think that because no 

thunderbolt strikes people dead when they do so, the 

sacredness of names is just an ancient superstition. But 

it's not so. The warning still holds, and the judgment 

still obtains. The judgment on a culture that takes 

God's name lightly is that it becomes a lightweight 

culture, fit only to be taken lightly, as ours so 

emphatically is.  

Today, take God's Name seriously, as He takes you 

seriously. 

 

Mark P. Shea is a senior editor for 

www.CatholicExchange.com and a columnist for 

InsideCatholic. Visit his blog at 

www.markshea.blogspot.com. 

 

http://www.catholicexchange.com/
http://www.markshea.blogspot.com/
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Mr. Lewis and Mrs. Moore 

Alice von Hildebrand | Column 

2/17/09

iterature offers us a rich panorama of marriages 

in which the woman is a shrew and the husband a 

victim. Not every male is a Petruchio and can 

"tame" his conjoint. But while not a marriage, the 

mysterious partnership between the great C. S. Lewis 

and Janie King Moore, which lasted half of Lewis's life, 

bears some profound similarities. How is one to 

describe the strange bond between a divorcee of more 

than 40 and a young man who was not yet 20 at the 

time the relationship began? 

"Jack," as Lewis was known to his family, enlisted 

during the First World War while still a teenager. While 

undergoing training, he befriended a young man named 

Paddy Moore, who had a divorced mother and younger 

sister, Maureen, back at home. The young men 

promised each other that if one of them were to be 

killed in combat, the other would look after his friend's 

parent. (Jack's father was a widower.) 

They were both sent to France, but soon afterward, 

Jack was wounded and was for a while hospitalized in 

France before being sent back to England to complete 

his recovery. The young Moore never came back. 

When back on British soil, Jack notified his father 

that he was hospitalized, but Mr. Lewis -- a slave to his 

profession -- informed his son that he was too busy to 

visit him. But Mrs. Moore, who was also apprised of 

where Jack was, made a point of constantly visiting the 

young man. Those of us who have tasted the purgatory 

of a prolonged hospital stay know how vulnerable one 

is, and what it means to meet a person who surrounds 

one with affection.  

And the young Jack was an ideal prey: He had been 

emotionally deprived as a child after his mother's death 

when he was eight years old. His father sent him to a 

boarding school, where the boy was very unhappy. 

Finally he was put in the hands of a private tutor -- an 

atheist -- who gave the young man a remarkable 

intellectual formation, but one totally deprived of any 

spiritual or religious food. By 17, Jack was adrift: 

suffering from a typical hypertrophy of the intellect and 

an atrophy of the heart. 

Mrs. Moore, being an "experienced" and "mature" 

woman, perceived the young man's psychological 

needs and made it her mission to cater to them. The 

starting point was their common mourning over the 

death of her son, Jack's friend. Moreover, Jack felt 

bound by his promise that he would take care of his 

friend's mother. It was the beginning of a relationship 

that would last for more than 30 years. 

  

No doubt, the young man was deeply moved by Mrs. 

Moore's affection. To taste the sweetness of devotion 

was, to him, like an elixir, and he became very 

attached to her. They decided to live under the same 

roof; young Jack, appointed tutor at Oxford, was to be 

the provider. He was living on the meager stipend he 

was getting for his tutoring, supplemented by the 

small allowance his tight-fisted father would send him. 

(Jack, wisely, did not inform his father of this bizarre 

arrangement, knowing full well that Mr. Lewis would 

not give his approval. The older Lewis -- nailed to his 

desk -- never visited his son. He remained ignorant of 

the relationship to the end of his life.) 

A strong bond had clearly developed between Mrs. 

Moore and Jack. Lewis was an atheist at the time, and 

Mrs. Moore fully shared his views. But grace was 

working in the soul of someone who would one day 

become an outstanding Christian apologist. Reading 

Chesterton while hospitalized in France had planted 

seeds that would blossom later. That initial discovery 

was deepened and enriched by reading George 

MacDonald and John Henry Newman's famous "The 

Dream of Gerontius." Reading Dante's Divine Comedy 

ultimately shattered his atheistic stand. However 
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reluctantly, Jack became a believer. But Mrs. Moore 

remained an atheist, and living in close daily contact 

with a woman who was both loud and outspoken about 

her convictions certainly created an unenviable and 

thorny situation.  

Later, another member joined the trio: Warren, the 

older and beloved brother of Jack. At first he was 

moved by the devotion that Mrs. Moore showered on 

Lewis. But soon, he realized that this affection was a 

façade: In fact, Jack was a prisoner, caught in the nets of 

a ruthlessly domineering and possessive woman. 

Cracks in the façade began to show in Lewis's The 

Screwtape Letters. This little book, a masterpiece of 

literature, made him famous, and rightly so: It 

admirably sketches the various techniques that the Evil 

One uses with little effort and great success to steal 

victims from what the demon Screwtape calls "THE 

ENEMY." 

One of the "clients" of the younger devil, 

Wormwood, is an elderly lady, "a positive terror to 

hostesses and servants." One of her very many 

weaknesses is "the gluttony of Delicacy": Whatever 

is offered to her is never to her taste. Her requests 

are so very modest, but are never met: All she 

wants is "a cup of tea properly made, or an egg 

properly boiled, or a slice of bread properly 

toasted." Neither maid nor friend is ever capable of 

satisfying her. There is always something lacking, 

something not well done. She has therefore every 

reason to be disgruntled; she asked "for so very 

little," but even this "very little" is not met. 

The whole work is loaded with golden psychological 

remarks, and there are passages that trigger mirth, but 

those who know a bit more about Lewis's life will 

inevitably read the book with some grief. Now, 40 years 

after his death, it is well known that some of these 

letters were inspired by bitter personal experience. For 

some 30 years, Jack lived under the same roof with a 

woman who, while passionately attached to him, 

"tortured" him in the most subtle and refined way, to 

the despair of Warren, the helpless witness of this tragic 

scenario.  

This "attachment" turned out to be a form of 

slavery. Warren was both upset and baffled: How could 

his beloved brother -- clearly his icon -- subject himself 

to this psychological slavery? One day, having had his fill 

of frustration, he ventured to question Jack about this 

bizarre servitude. Jack's answer was so sharp and 

abrupt that Warren understood the topic was taboo. He 

never raised it again. 

  

The dimensions of the drama under Mrs. Moore's 

roof are now well known, thanks to Warren's diary, 

published as Brothers and Friends. In his introduction 

to The Letters of C. S. Lewis, he writes: "She . . . 

interfered constantly with his work, and imposed upon 

him a heavy burden of minor domestic tasks." And 

later: 

Over-worked he certainly was; not only by the 

burden of routine work as tutor and lecturer, not 

only by the domestic tasks laid on him by Mrs. 

Moore ("He is as good as an extra maid in the 

house" she would say complacently to visitors), 

but also by the extent and depth of his own 

reading the creative effort of original work both 

scholarly and religious. 

It's a theme that continues to come under Warren's 

pen: He wrote in his diary, "What between back work 

and domestic service at the Kilns [their home] he gets 

very little time for original work." His beloved brother 

was living like a slave.  

Once, while visiting a zoo, Jack had to stay outside 

the gate holding Mrs. Moore's dog that she had taken 

along. To take her dog on walks "became an 

obsession," according to Warren, and one wonders at 

the amount of time that her victim -- Jack -- wasted 

while performing this task. Warren counted that five 

whole months of his brother's life were devoted to it. 

Even Mrs. Moore's daughter, Maureen, was 

shocked by her mother's domination over the young 

man. "Like everyone else, she is chronically indignant 

at the slavery in which M. keeps J . . . ." One of Jack's 

friends is supposed to have said, "Cursed be the day 



 

in
si

d
e
ca

th
o
lic

.c
o
m

 

11 

 

that thou fell into the hands of the Moore." Warren 

gave vent to his frustration and constant irritation by 

confiding in his diary. He writes: 

It fills me with both admiration and irritation to see 

how completely the whole of J's life is subordinated 

to hers -- financially, socially, recreationally: the pity 

of it is that on his selflessness her selfishness 

fattens . . . . 

Mrs. Moore was reveling in the comfortable 

consciousness that Jack was in her debt.She seemed to 

have the uncanny talent of torturing men in the most 

refined fashion, while maintaining a perfectly clean 

conscience. Warren lamented: 

If her curiously insincere character, which seemed 

to me rather a casual collection of random 

prejudices than a character, was sincere in 

anything, it was her absolute conviction of her own 

perfection. 

It probably never occurred to her that -- for some 

mysterious reasons beyond our comprehension -- Lewis 

chose to carry a cross that would have broken the back 

of most men.  

Understandably, Warren became more and more 

outraged at Mrs. Moore's behavior, but he soon 

realized that the situation was without solution. It was 

only with Mrs. Moore's death in 1951 that ended "the 

mysterious self imposed slavery in which J has lived for 

at least thirty years." 

  

Mrs. Moore was, according to Lewis's friends and 

family, a typical virago who is not a literary invention, 

but a creature of flesh and blood whom the Greeks 

would have called a fury. And yet the fact remains that, 

for half of Jack's life, he freely accepted to be enslaved 

by a woman who abused his kindness and generosity.  

Our concern is not to try to solve the "riddle" that 

preoccupied Jack's friends for years. While we may 

marvel at his subservience, we should respect Jack's 

silence on the matter; he knew why he chose not to 

share his reasons.  

There is a French proverb that says, "A good mill 

changes everything into flour." It is conceivable that the 

purgatory in which Jack lived for so many years acted 

both as a penance and a spiritual purification, 

deepening both his faith and his religious life by 

teaching him the meaning of suffering. As all things 

serve the good of those who love Him, it might 

indirectly have been a source of inspiration in many of 

his works. 

That Jack suffered intensely is clear from a 

statement that he wrote after Mrs. Moore's death to a 

lady who had rhapsodized about the idyllic situation in 

which he must have lived:  

I have lived most of it (my private life) in a house 

which was hardly ever at peace for 24 hours 

among senseless wranglings, lyings, back bitings, 

follies and scares. I never went home without a 

feeling of terror as to what appalling situation 

might have developed in my absence. Only now 

that it is over do I begin to realize quite how bad it 

was (Brothers and Friends, emphasis added).  

We might wish that Mrs. Moore had met a Petruchio. 

She might have needed more than one.  

 

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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Blood from a Stone 

John Zmirak | Column 

2/18/09 

his has been a tough month for Catholics. I'm 

keenly aware of the time, because I have been 

straining at the leash wanting to write about the 

Legionaries of Christ. In lieu of articles, I've subjected 

my friends on the phone to fully formed paragraphs of 

commentary till they cried uncle -- and devoured the 

excellent coverage to be found at the American Papist, 

helpfully linked from InsideCatholic. 

But I couldn't take the time to write. I had to take a 

month off from both my weekly columns in order to 

finish a 1,000-page book I edit -- the snarky, snooping, 

informative Choosing the Right College (see funny 

promotional animation here), a bible for conservatives 

sifting schools for themselves or their kids. Okay, it's not 

really a bible (although the entry on Wesleyan 

University does bear an eerie resemblance to portions 

of the Apocalypse); it's more like the Syllabus of Errors 

(the really fun one, Pius IX's). In it, our reporters reveal 

what they've heard whispered by student and faculty 

contacts about their dumbed-down and multiculturated 

curricula (Toni Morrison shoves out Shakespeare), the 

latest "sex workers" symposium for Valentine's Day, or 

the tambourine-banging Newman club chaplains 

wearing Chia vestments for Earth Day. (Try to guess 

which one of those outrages I made up. Go ahead, try.) 

Of course, we print good news as well, like the rise 

of schools such as Wyoming Catholic and Southern 

Catholic colleges; the increased theological focus at 

"niche" schools like the funky, artsy, orthodox place 

where I teach writing; and the Romeward movements 

occurring at "establishment" schools such as Notre 

Dame and Boston College. But face it -- good news is 

dull. Accentuate the negative, I say. If it bleeds, it leads. 

I can't really complain about a job where I get to title 

the entry on Holy Cross "Give us Barabbas!" and the 

one on Georgetown "Ignatius wept." Who could? 

It requires a certain schadenfreude to edit such a 

book, lest I trade in my job as a writer for that of a 

sniper. Some people are scandalized to hear that; I 

answer that it's a healthy defense mechanism that 

every decent person has the right to call upon, to fend 

off despair and avoid being "perpetually scandalized, 

forever a child" (Flannery O' Connor). 

But to muster schadenfreude concerning the 

Legionaries of Christ would take a more cynical, hard-

boiled cuss than me. I know hardcore fans of Malachi 

Martin who greeted the passing of Joseph Cardinal 

Bernadin by dancing around and singing, "Ding Dong, 

the Witch is Dead!" Even they're not laughing now. 

Too many good people have suffered and will hang 

on a kind of cross for months or years. Old colleagues 

and friends of mine are being forced, at spiritual 

gunpoint, to reexamine the works and inspiration that 

consumed their lives for decades. They must face the 

fact that they formed their consciences and spiritual 

lives according to the words of a hypocrite, a liar, 

perhaps a sociopath. 

Even I can't make that funny. 

  

Let's be clear and avoid evasions: Rev. Marcial Maciel 

was credibly accused by a group of former seminarians 

of sexually abusing them while they were still 

pubescents. Of claiming that he had permission to 

engage in these perversions from Pope Pius XII. Of 

absolving those with whom he'd sinned -- a sacrilege 

so serious that in canon law it has no statute of 

limitations. (In civil law, only crimes like murder can 

claim the same.) Of invoking the Vicar of Christ to 

seduce young men, then standing in persona Christi to 

absolve them of the sins he had suborned. If true, 

these are not merely "sins of the flesh" but of the 

spirit. Indeed, they suggest the potent influence of one 

spirit in particular: the one who "roams the earth 

seeking the ruin of souls." 

T 

http://www.americanpapist.com/labels/legionaries%20of%20christ.html
http://www.collegeguide.org/animation.aspx
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pN-IzdMJEL8
http://www.papalencyclicals.net/Pius09/p9syll.htm
http://torontoist.com/2005/08/chia.php
http://www.wyomingcatholiccollege.com/
http://www.southerncatholic.org/
http://www.southerncatholic.org/
http://www.thomasmorecollege.edu/
http://www.thomasmorecollege.edu/
http://www.bishop-accountability.org/news/1998_06_18_Likoudis_EpiscopalScandal.htm
http://www.bishop-accountability.org/news/1998_06_18_Likoudis_EpiscopalScandal.htm
http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=4990&Itemid=48
http://www.abc.net.au/rn/talks/8.30/relrpt/stories/s1645847.htm
http://www.abc.net.au/rn/talks/8.30/relrpt/stories/s1645847.htm
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The accusations were clear and specific, the 

accusers sober and sane -- and amazingly, mostly still 

believers and friends of the Church. Given the torrent of 

squalor that has sprayed the faithful, thanks to the 

negligence of their bishops, we had every reason to 

believe them. What convinced me, among many others, 

to discount the likelihood that these stories might be 

true?Is the question really what? Or is it, rather, who?  

I've never seen anything inspiring in Father Maciel 

himself. (Has anyone read his books who isn't ordered 

to, under religious obedience? His 14 or so volumes of 

correspondence?) Friends of mine who spent years in 

Legionary seminaries -- where the only lectio divina 

permitted them, they said, were the Bible and the 

works of the Founder -- complained how derivative and 

dreary his writings were. If he offered any special 

insights into the spiritual life, they haven't filtered out 

to the rest of the Church. His genius, if he had one, was 

organizational. He was good at getting younger, 

impressionable people to trust him and follow his 

orders. At building an organization, and motivating 

followers to engage in a common work -- despite the 

objections of their families, the contrary winds of a 

culture, and the temptations and distractions of a 

turbulent time in the Church. He was very, very good at 

keeping control of an organization and keeping it 

focused and disciplined, responsive to his commands. 

These talents can come from and be used in the 

service of God: St. Ignatius had all of them. In Father 

Maciel's case, they attracted earnest Catholics who saw 

the Church subjected to persecution from without and 

within. Mexicans who remembered their governments' 

slaughter of the Cristeros flocked to his standard. So did 

Americans in the 1970s and 1980s -- a time when 

Modernists in mitres were backing apostate 

organizations like Call to Action, when the "Lavender 

Mafia" routinely purged seminaries of heterosexuals, 

and pious folk who preferred the Latin Mass were 

treated like biblical lepers. Remember all that? If you 

don't, you need to read back issues of The Wanderer, or 

better yet, Ann Roche Muggeridge's The Desolate City -- 

and say a prayer of gratitude for the work Pope John 

Paul II did in cleaning up the American church, slowly 

enough not to provoke a schism that might have lasted 

for hundreds of years. 

The Legionaries, as I remember the saintly Rev. John 

Hardon, S.J., telling me and a high school friend, were 

the "one religious order I feel really comfortable telling 

young men to investigate." How many other holy priests 

like Father Hardon told young men to eschew the local 

(corrupt and corrupting) seminary and look into the 

Legion? For two decades at least, the Legionaries 

seemed to be virtually the only game in town. In places 

with terrible, borderline heretical bishops -- and Pope 

Paul VI's late, unlamented papal legate Archbishop 

Jean Jadot made sure that they covered most of our 

map -- the manly Legionaries in their swirling cassocks, 

with their firm grasp on the essentials of the Faith and 

their refusal to engage in gossip or sniping at Church 

authorities, seemed like emissaries from a Church that 

had almost disappeared. I remember comparing them 

to Edmund Campion and Robert Southwell, the Jesuits 

who snuck into England to keep alive the Faith when 

apostate clergy were leading the effort to snuff it out. 

So the Legionaries collected, by default, many of 

the best vocations in the country. Many of these men 

were ordained, and I can't think of one who isn't an 

excellent priest. Their lay groups drew thousands of 

earnest lay Catholic men and women -- who have 

founded exemplary families, who do pro-life and 

apostolic work we all admire. There are schools like 

the Institute for the Psychological Sciences, and papers 

like the National Catholic Register (where I worked for 

over three years), and dozens of lower-profile projects, 

from Theology on Tap chapters to campus ministries. 

  

All these good people, all these good works. Whether 

they realize it or not -- and some of them are even now 

wrapping their minds around this monstrosity -- they 

were Father Maciel's other victims. He used them as 

his camouflage. The flowers of faith, hope, and charity 

that they cultivated in the wasteland that was the 

American church were watered by their obedience to 

this man. When we looked at him skeptically, we didn't 

really see Marcial Maciel, the secretive Mexican 

http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=4873&Itemid=48
http://www.epcc.edu/nwlibrary/borderlands/21_cristeros.htm
http://www.cta-usa.org/whobishconference/bishindex.html
http://wdtprs.com/blog/2008/10/holy-see-on-use-of-psychology-in-priestly-formation/
http://www.amazon.com/Desolate-City-Revolution-Catholic-Church/dp/0060660465
http://arcc-catholic-rights.net/Jadot_award.htm
http://arcc-catholic-rights.net/Jadot_award.htm
http://www.ipsciences.edu/
http://www.ncregister.com/
http://www.focusonline.org/
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aristocrat and religious entrepreneur. We saw some 

solid, orthodox priest who gave us wise advice about 

marriage and NFP -- neither lax nor scrupulous, but 

solid. We saw that nice young homeschooling couple 

we'd met at Mass. We saw these folks, and they told us 

they believed Father Maciel, so we believed them. 

We assumed that whatever "charism" could help 

form people like this must be of God. That the system of 

sanctification he had discovered, even if it wasn't to our 

taste, must be legitimate. It had sanctified these people, 

so it must have been real, an original contribution to 

the spiritual treasury of the Church. Which meant that 

the man who'd developed it, who vouched for its 

effectiveness, who'd forged it in the crucible of his own 

prayer life, must be the real deal. Or at any rate, a 

practicing Catholic. 

So we swallowed it, some of us -- right up until the 

moment Pope Benedict XVI silenced Father Maciel. 

Would this pope allow an unjust decision to stand 

against an innocent man? Would any pope willingly 

wound one of the only orders he could rely on? It was 

hard to believe, which is why only men and women 

trained in the Legion and Regnum Christi's rigidly self-

abnegating discipline believed it. They clung to every 

ambiguity in the verdict like White House loyalists 

during Watergate, pretending that the 18-and-a-half 

missing minutes in the tape consisted of Nixon singing 

the Ave Maria. 

The house of holy cards crumbled with the 

revelation that Father Maciel really was a father -- of at 

least one child (maybe more), and that he'd kept a slush 

fund in cash to cover his "extracurriculars." Which 

forced even loyalists to ask themselves: What else was 

he lying about? Suddenly the stories we'd all put out of 

our minds backflushed like a bus station toilet. The 

stomach-churning tales of predatory sodomy and 

sacrilege that rank among of the worst of all the "filth" 

that Pope Benedict bemoaned has infected the 

priesthood. This man, this Maciel, who some had 

ranked alongside saints like Loyola and Escriva, really 

belonged in the company of Paul Shanley and John 

Geoghan. 

Or of two pedophile Latin Mass priests who 

snookered me, Carlos Urrutigoity and Timothy Svea. I 

met both men, and thought each one was surely a saint. 

When I heard Svea speak in New York City, I actually 

said to myself: "This is what St. Paul must have sounded 

like." There is indeed a spirit that can make itself like 

unto an angel of light. I have met this Enemy, face to 

face. 

  

But what explains the Legion's success, all the real 

and tangible holiness that permeates the members of 

an organization founded by such a man? On the 

natural level, the Legionaries were working with 

excellent raw material -- thousands of the best young 

seminarians and Catholic couples to be found in 

America. Many of them had nowhere else to turn, 

given the heresy and scandals that plagued their local 

churches. These people were pretty much 

incorruptible; we are not yet (I trust) in the end times, 

when even the Elect can be deceived. Since the market 

he served was orthodox Catholics, Father Maciel made 

sure he delivered them the goods that they were 

seeking. He didn't transform the Legion into a network 

of pedophiles but kept his vices secret. He plundered 

the heritage of orthodox spirituality to furnish spiritual 

uplift he couldn't practice and didn't understand to 

better Catholics who could and did. 

What is more, from all I have witnessed, he used in 

his lay movements a modern technique mostly 

employed in political groups. I learned of it from a 

book by Douglas Hyde, Dedication and Leadership, in 

which the author (a former Communist converted to 

the Church) sorts out the methods of Leninists, 

searching for those that are morally neutral and highly 

effective, which could serve the Church. (I read this 

book at a right-wing activist camp, so I know that 

others are using it, too.) The key to making people 

commit themselves to a movement, the Communists 

learned and Hyde revealed, was to keep them busy. To 

make them work harder and longer than they'd ever 

thought possible -- even at tasks that don't really need 

to be done. A person's devotion to a cause, Hyde coolly 

explained, is proportionate not to what he gets from it 

http://www.ipce.info/library_3/files/shanley_nambla.htm
http://www.cnn.com/2003/US/08/24/geoghan/index.html
http://www.cnn.com/2003/US/08/24/geoghan/index.html
http://www.renewamerica.us/columns/abbott/040719
http://findarticles.com/p/articles/mi_m1141/is_19_38/ai_84307001
http://www.amazon.com/Dedication-Leadership-Philosophy-Douglas-Hyde/dp/0268000735/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1234928076&sr=8-1
http://www.leadershipinstitute.org/
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but what he puts into it. So don't make things too easy. 

Make people feel useful, and keep them digging up 

holes so others can fill them up. (It's telling, perhaps, 

that Hyde rejoined the Commies and died outside the 

Church.) 

If you look up "non-joiner" on Wikipedia, you'll see 

my picture, so I never got involved with Regnum Christi. 

But from what I have heard from friends who did, the 

organization is big on such busywork. (Its meetings and 

methods sounded mind-numbingly tedious to me, and I 

came up with the snarky nickname Boredom Christi.) 

But now I think I understand what was working and 

why: Out of trust in the saintliness of their founder, 

these holy men and women spent much of their free 

time praying -- and hunting snipe. 

No errand, however futile, undertaken for the 

greater glory of God goes unrewarded. (Think of the 

great St. Louis and his utterly botched Crusade.) Our 

Lord, who reads our hearts, poured countless graces on 

thousands of souls -- not because of, but despite, the 

efforts of Father Maciel. And the pope knows this. He 

knows that whatever is good in the Legionaries and 

Regnum Christi comes not from anything originally 

contributed by Marcial Maciel, but the sacred sources 

on which he drew, and the people he attracted -- and 

the Grace that flowed from Jesus' side, around and over 

him, but left him dry as a stone. 

 

John Zmirak is the 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://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Snipe_hunt
http://www.ewtn.com/library/mary/louis.htm
http://www.amazon.com/Grand-Inquisitor-Crossroad-Book/dp/0824524357/ref=pd_bbs_sr_4?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1231816877&sr=8-4
http://www.thomasmorecollege.edu/
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The Name Game 

Mary Jo Anderson | Column 

2/19/09

ost of us have had conversations with 

friends regarding the hot-button topics of 

abortion, same-sex unions, or euthanasia. Is 

there anyone who has not heard the justification, "Well, 

I just feel that . . ."? It reminds one of the lyrics from an 

old Elvis tune: "If it feels so right, how can it be wrong?" 

The one unforgiveable sin today is to cause anyone 

to "feel bad" about what he or she is doing. The 

apparent assumption is that if people "feel" something 

is good, it is indeed good. What is missing from the 

public discussion is any appeal to rational thought. The 

emotive pleas for "compassion" remind one of Flannery 

O' Connor's dictum: "Compassion leads to the gas 

chambers." 

The goal of political engagement is no longer to 

encourage thoughtful examinations of particular matter 

of urgent concern to our society. How this group or that 

cause "feels" about an issue trumps any non-emotional 

analysis. Furthermore, we as a nation have been socially 

bludgeoned into pretending that ill consequences are 

brought by storks and are not the result of behaviors. It 

has become a national fiction that few challenge. 

When Speaker of the House Nancy Pelosi insisted 

that $335 million of the stimulus package be allocated 

for the study of sexually transmitted diseases, no one 

responded with the truth: STDs are the result of 

promiscuous behavior. No one suggested that the $335 

million would be better spent teaching abstinence and 

fidelity. How is this triumph of pretense over reason 

achieved? The trick is linguistic deception. 

This week, the president of the Pontifical Academy 

for Life made a similar observation about the 

manipulation of language. Archbishop Rino Fisichell, 

preparing for a conference on genetics and eugenics, 

warned: 

As often happens, a subtle linguistic formalism 

coupled with good advertising supported by 

powerful economic interests makes [us] lose sight 

of the real underlying dangers, and tends to create 

a mentality that is no longer able to recognize the 

evil objective nor make a corresponding ethical 

judgment. 

We can readily see how this works in the matter of 

abortion: The abortion industry has created a 

mentality that short-circuits ethical, rational judgment. 

The essential intent of phrases such as "freedom of 

choice" or "compassionate death" is to deceive. When 

our language is engineered to hide the truth about the 

action it describes, it does so precisely because the 

truth is found to be too disconcerting. Those who seek 

to reset our cultural standards know that an 

emotionally comforting phrase must be found to 

substitute for a frank description of the actual act that 

is cloaked in soft language. 

In "freedom of choice," the baby has no choice; 

thus, the procedure is simply a "might makes right" 

move against an innocent being. No one speaks of 

abortion in straightforward terms: "This baby is 

inconvenient and I have the power to terminate it, so I 

will." Once power is the premise, removing the infirm, 

the old, or the inconvenient is less difficult: The 

premise of might over right is established, and the 

culture grows comfortable with it. 

  

Language shapes our understanding of reality by 

guiding our thoughts to elicit particular emotions. It is 

no accident that the phrase "perception is the reality" 

is a core component of Madison Avenue's slick 

advertising campaigns. Cars may be pre-owned but 

never "used." Such manipulation shields the listener 
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from the unpalatable reality; he is eased past the truth 

by means of a deceptive sleight of hand. 

The abortion industry cleverly employs these 

marketing tactics. Who can object to "freedom of 

choice" or "reproductive rights," where the content of 

choice and rights is never spelled out? The emotional 

response is to the perception of a good thing -- freedom 

of choice. The act that is committed under the 

deception that one is exercising a "choice" is then done 

in some measure of comfort -- until reality overcomes 

the perception after the fact. 

In his instructive little volume Abuse of Language, 

Abuse of Power, Josef Pieper states, "The abuse of 

political power is fundamentally connected with the 

sophistic abuse of the word . . . so much so that the 

latent potential of the totalitarian poison can be 

ascertained, as it were, by observing the symptom of 

the public abuse of language." 

Our current political options in the battle for the 

culture may be few, but culture precedes public policy. 

We must name things for what they truly are. Refuse to 

participate in the fictions fed to the public. Refuse to 

screen a dreadful act behind emotive happy talk. 

Prior to the recent election, a fundraiser called me 

to solicit funds to "protect a woman's right to choose." 

The call took an unexpected turn for the solicitor when I 

asked him, "Choose what?" 

"You know," the caller said. "I don't know," I replied 

sweetly. "Choose what?" 

"Well, you know, the right to, uh, to terminate." 

"Terminate? What is terminated?" 

"The pregnancy," said the caller. 

"But a pregnancy means a baby. Do you actually 

mean to terminate a baby?" 

Pieper warned that the general public "are 

satisfied with deception and trickery that have 

determined their convictions, satisfied with a fictitious 

reality created by design through the abuse of 

language." Our task as culture warriors must begin at 

the beginning: Name things for what they are. 

 

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

He Made Them: Some Questions and Answers on 

Marriage and Same-sex Unions and is a frequent 

contributor to InsideCatholic.com. Visit her blog at 

maryjoanderson.net. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/089870362X/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/089870362X/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1888992751/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1888992751/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1888992751/insidecatcom-20
http://maryjoanderson.net/main/
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2ÏÙÁÌÓ ÁÎÄ #ÁÔÈÏÌÉÃÓȣ !ÇÁÉÎ 
Joanna Bogle | Column 

2/19/09

o here we are again, with another discussion 

about Catholics and the royal family. We have 

been here before, each time some royal falls in 

love with a Catholic, or even when royal marriages in 

general are discussed. 

This time it's a bit different: There is no specific 

royal eyeing the aisle with a Catholic in mind. But a 

Member of Parliament, Dr. Evan Harris, has announced 

his intention to introduce legislation to amend the law 

that currently states that no Catholic can ever marry the 

heir to the throne; that Catholics can only marry other 

members of the royal family with the monarch's 

consent; and that said royal spouse loses his/her place 

in the line of succession as soon as the marriage takes 

place. 

Of course the law is unjust, and we all know that. 

But the Private Member's Bill being put forward by 

Harris, as presented, does more than change the law 

about Catholics: It abolishes male primogeniture in the 

royal line -- which may or may not be a good thing, but 

has some repercussions worth discussing first. Why 

should the line of succession be changed in the royal 

family but not elsewhere? What exactly is wrong with a 

line of succession going through males? Why, for that 

matter, do children take their father's name? Should it 

be made illegal to do so? Why is Harris trying to change 

things? Is he really so anxious that Princess Anne should 

draw nearer to the throne? Why, particularly? In what 

way can this really be seen as urgent?  

Harris is the leading promoter of abortion and 

euthanasia in parliament, nicknamed "Dr. Death" even 

by his supporters because he is so dedicated to the 

cause. Why is he suddenly appearing to campaign for 

something that Catholics do not particularly want or 

need? None of us lies awake at night worrying that our 

nieces can't marry Prince William, but we do worry -- a 

great deal -- about people being deliberately killed in 

our hospices and hospitals, and about babies being 

aborted on a massive scale, and scary unethical 

experiments being carried out on human embryos in 

laboratories.  

I have taken part in radio debates with Harris, and 

his fanatical opposition to the whole Christian view of 

human beings and their place in the natural world is, 

to put it mildly, worrying. Just why he wants to get the 

law changed relating to the royal family is anyone's 

guess, but mine would be that he's keen on using up 

parliamentary time and a private member's privilege 

that might otherwise have been used to achieve 

legislation blocking euthanasia or giving a tiny bit of 

protection to unborn children, or to teenagers 

currently bombarded with pressure to have abortions 

and to engage in sordid sexual antics -- and he's simply 

gleeful at the notion of posing as the hero-spokesman 

for the Catholic community. 

If the situation warranted it -- if, say, HRH Prince 

William did meet a suitable Catholic girl -- a law could 

be whisked through Parliament to achieve a marriage 

without any of Harris's baggage attached. The mood in 

the country now would emphatically be on William's 

side: Several Catholics have married into the royal 

family in recent years, and the absurdity of the law is 

made more apparent each time. The latest ridiculous 

nonsense was over Autumn Kelly, who renounced her 

faith in order that her husband, Peter Philips, could 

become king -- once eleven of his nearest and dearest 

had died. (Pure Macbeth! One wonders what plans 

they have made . . .) Everyone knows the anti-Catholic 

law is a nonsense. 

 

Poor Harris is a sad case. He really does have a fervent 

enthusiasm for things that most people recognize to 

be deeply wrong: aborting babies, healthy or 

otherwise; ensuring the speedy demise of the gravely 

and permanently ill or injured; carrying out 

S 

http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=3939&Itemid=48
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experiments on human embryos aimed not at the 

embryos' survival or health but their destruction after 

use. 

There are many injustices against Catholics -- and 

against other Christians and Jews -- that ought to be 

amended. Chief among these is the pressure on our 

schools: The present government is trying to insist that 

Catholic, Church of England, and Jewish schools be 

blocked from interviewing parents and choosing pupils 

who belong to a particular faith and show evidence of 

seeking schooling within that specific believing 

community. Instead, the schools must take a certain 

proportion of children from other beliefs or none -- only 

the intervention of the Catholic bishops stopped the 

enforcement of a rigid quota backed by the full penalty 

of the law -- thus making it difficult for the school to 

maintain its religious practices and ethos. Where non-

believing parents chose to announce that their child 

was offended, or suffered discrimination, because of 

the nature of the beliefs being taught or celebrated in 

the school, there could be penalties for the school 

concerned. 

We'd like something done about this, please, Dr. 

Harris. We'd like an assurance that when discussing 

baptism, Mass attendance, and family commitment to 

Church beliefs and practices, the government gets its 

sticky hands out of our business. We seek the freedom 

to live as Catholics and run schools without government 

interference on the religious side. We don't mind -- 

indeed, we have helped to frame -- a certain 

cooperation with public authorities on all sorts of 

aspects of school life, ranging from ensuring decent 

lavatories to use of public funds for providing essential 

structures and staff. But what we really need is simply 

the right, as British people, to live and pray and teach as 

Catholics. 

And while we're at it, we'd also like a legal 

assurance that children will not be forced into attending 

sessions of sexually explicit propaganda masquerading 

as "sex education," that Catholic agencies working in 

adoption and foster care won't be forced to send 

children to homosexual couples, and that there will be 

freedom to discuss these matters and to preach and 

teach the fullness of Catholic sexual ethics without 

falling foul of the law. 

The loyalty of Catholics to the crown is deep: It 

includes not only the genuine affection for the queen 

that is shared by the nation at large, but also a 

recognition of the ancient Catholic roots of our royal 

traditions, which meshes with our understanding of 

the central importance of family, and with our grasp of 

the importance of human beings living in a community 

with neighborly duties and a sense of common 

purpose. We pray for the queen on important royal 

occasions; we have her picture hanging in many of our 

schools; we loved it when she came to Westminster 

Cathedral. Of course we'd like if it Prince William 

married some delightful Catholic girl -- prayerful, 

knowledgeable about her faith, committed to a life of 

joyful Christian service to the country. And we can see, 

along with everyone else, the absurdity of a legal ban 

on such a possibility. 

But in the absence of this happening, we aren't too 

bothered and will live happily with some other suitable 

bride. Please, Dr. Harris, leave us alone. We'll cope. In 

the meantime, stop pushing the killing of unborn 

babies and supporting unjust schemes to meddle in 

Catholic schools and institutions. 

 

Joanna Bogle is an author and broadcaster living in 

London. 
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A Saint for the Rest of Us 
Rev. John Jay Hughes | Column 

2/20/09

n the ancient Appian Way south of Rome, 

there is a small church with a Latin name: 

Domine quo vadis ("Lord, where are you 

going?"). It commemorates a legend beloved of 

preachers since St. Ambrose, who used it in a sermon in 

the Milan cathedral. The legend says that during the 

persecution of Christians by the Emperor Nero in 64, 

Peter fled Rome. As he hurried along under the cover of 

darkness, he encountered a man walking in the 

opposite direction. 

"Where are you going?" Peter asked. 

"I am going to Rome," the traveler replied, "to be 

crucified afresh." 

Peter recognized the voice at once. It was Jesus, 

returning to suffer death again, because His followers 

were suffering there. Conscience-stricken, Peter turned 

back toward the city, whereupon his companion 

vanished.When Nero's officials arrested him the next 

day, Peter insisted that they crucify him upside down. 

He wanted to die like his Master, but felt unworthy to 

do so in just the same way.  

The popularity of this legend is understandable. It 

goes straight to the heart: to the weakness that is in 

each of us, but also to our longing for one last chance to 

live up to the highest and best within us. 

The man whose weakness and loyalty the story 

illustrates was born in Bethsaida, a fishing town on the 

east bank of the Jordan River just above the Sea of 

Galilee. His father, Jonah (in English, John), was a 

fisherman who had named his son Simon. Together 

with his brother Andrew, Simon became a fisherman 

like his father. Luke's Gospel tells us that the brothers 

shared the fishing business with Zebedee and his two 

sons, James and John (Lk 5:10). Simon was married, and 

his mother-in-law, whom the Gospels tell us was cured 

one day by Jesus, lived in Capernaum.  

Modern excavations at Capernaum have discovered 

fish hooks and remains of a small ancient church with 

graffiti invocations of Peter. Luke's Gospel tells us that 

Simon and Andrew, with their partners James and John, 

were the first four disciples of Jesus. In keeping with the 

custom of the day, according to which a Jewish rabbi 

had five disciples, Jesus soon called a fifth, Levi, know 

to us as Matthew.  

The Gospels show us two sides of Peter. He could 

be impulsive and hot-tempered, but also fearful. Peter 

used a sword to cut off the ear of one of those who 

came to arrest Jesus in the Garden of Olives. Peter 

boasted that though all others might betray the Lord, 

he would never do so -- only to deny, within hours, 

that he even knew Jesus. Moments later he shed bitter 

tears of repentance at his weakness.  

Peter's spiritual journey starts on a day when he is 

busy fishing with his partners. Jesus appears with a 

large crowd and asks to borrow Peter's boat, from 

which Jesus could preach and be seen and heard on 

the shore. When Jesus finishes speaking, He invites 

Peter to put out into the deep water and let down his 

net for a catch. Peter knew it was futile; he and his 

partners had been hard at it all night and caught 

nothing. Peter still did not know Jesus, but something 

about this man made it impossible for Peter to refuse 

Him. We know the sequel: a catch so large that the net 

was in danger of breaking, and they had to call to their 

partners in the other boat to come and help them.  

Peter's reaction was that of everyone in Holy 

Scripture who encounters the Lord: a sense of his own 

unworthiness. Throwing himself down at the feet of 

Jesus, with the fish flopping all around him in the boat, 

Peter blurts out: "Depart from me, Lord, for I am a 

sinful man." Jesus tells Peter that he is being called to 

something far greater that this unexpected catch of 

fish: "I will make you a fisher of men." With his 
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partners, Peter leaves his boat -- his livelihood -- and 

becomes Christ's disciple.  

  

The next stage on Peter's spiritual journey comes when 

Jesus asks His disciples: "Who do men say that I am?" 

They reply: "Some say John the Baptist, others Elijah, 

still others Jeremiah or one of the prophets." Not 

satisfied with this general answer, Jesus asks another 

question: "Who do you say that I am?" Peter answers in 

the name of all: "You are the Messiah, the Son of the 

living God." Jesus responds by giving Simon a new 

name: Peter. In Jesus' Aramaic language, "Peter" means 

"rock." Calling this impulsive man "Rock" was something 

like calling a 300-pound heavyweight "Slim." St. 

Augustine says that the rock on which Jesus said He 

would build His Church was not Peter himself, but 

Peter's faith.  

Peter's concept of the Messiah was common among 

Jews of his day: a person of might and power who 

would oust the hated Roman occupiers in Palestine and 

inaugurate an age of peace and prosperity. But Jesus' 

role, as He explained it, was radically different. Hence, 

He tells Peter and the other disciples they must not 

publicize His true identity -- that would raise false 

expectations. He was headed not for worldly success 

but for death at the hands of the leaders of His own 

people. Peter, impulsive as always, protests loudly: 

"God forbid that any such thing ever happen to you!" 

Jesus rebukes Peter harshly: "Get out of my sight, you 

Satan! You are trying to make me trip and fall. You are 

not judging by God's standards but by man's."  

Pope Benedict XVI comments on this scene:  

Peter wanted as Messiah a "divine man", who 

fulfilled people's expectations, imposing his force 

upon everyone. We also want the Lord to impose 

his force and transform the world immediately; yet 

Jesus presented himself as the "human" God, who 

overturned the expectations of the multitude by 

following the path of humility and suffering. It is the 

great alternative, which we also must learn again: 

to favor our own expectations [and] reject Jesus; or 

to accept Jesus in the truth of his mission and lay 

aside [our] too human expectations.  

Benedict calls this Peter's second call. Like Peter, we 

"expect God to be strong in the world," the pope says,  

and that he transform the world immediately, 

according to our ideas and the needs we see. God 

opts for another way. God chooses the way of the 

transformation of hearts in suffering and humility. 

And we, like Peter, must always be converted again. 

We must follow Jesus and not precede him . . . . 

And we must have the courage and humility to 

follow Jesus, as he is: the way, the truth, and the 

life. 

  

We all know the story of Peter's betrayal of the Lord 

the night before He died. Jesus predicts this at the Last 

Supper, but Peter protests at once: "Even if I have to 

die with you, I will not deny you" (Mk 14:31). Within 

hours, Peter would stand by a fire and three times 

deny that he even knew the Lord. Luke says that after 

this third denial, "the Lord turned and looked at Peter. 

[And] Peter went out and wept bitterly." It was an 

instance of utter and abject failure. Peter never forgot 

it. 

Peter's failure and his tears of repentance 

immediately thereafter are the background for our 

understanding of what Benedict calls Peter's third call, 

which comes after Jesus' resurrection. Peter and his 

companions have gone back to their old trade of 

fishing. Once again, they work hard all night and catch 

nothing. At dawn they see a man standing on shore. 

"Have you caught anything?" the man calls out. The 

question is one that expects the answer "no": "You 

haven't caught anything, have you?" Jesus was having 

fun with them. Not once in the Gospels is there any 

record of Peter and his friends catching a single fish 

without Jesus' help.  

"Cast your net on the starboard side," Jesus calls 

out, "and you will find something." They do so, and 

instantly the net is so heavy with fish that they cannot 

haul it in. One of those in the boat tells Peter: "It is the 
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Lord." It is the unnamed "disciple whom Jesus loved," as 

he is called in John's Gospel. As the boat nears shore, 

towing the heavy net, Peter, impulsive as ever, jumps 

into the water to be the first to greet the Lord. Once 

ashore, he finds a charcoal fire with fish on it, and 

bread. Knowing that they would be hungry after their 

long night's labor, Jesus has made breakfast for them. 

Did Peter recall the other charcoal fire that night in 

Jerusalem, where he stood warming himself? We 

cannot know. It is clear, however, that he was soon 

remembering what he had done at that other charcoal 

fire. Jesus' thrice-repeated question, "Do you love me?" 

reminds Peter all too vividly of how he had done exactly 

what Jesus had warned he would only hours before -- 

and what Peter had immediately boasted he would 

never do. Three times Peter had denied that he knew 

his Master, even as Jesus was on trial for His life in a 

nearby room.  

"Peter was distressed," the Gospel says, because 

Jesus asked His question a third time. Of course he was 

distressed! The memory of that threefold denial was 

painful. Peter's thrice repeated assurance of love is his 

rehabilitation. In response to each pledge of love, Jesus 

assigns Peter responsibility: to feed Jesus' sheep. It is 

noteworthy, however, that the flock entrusted to 

Peter's care remains the Lord's: "my lambs . . . my 

sheep." Jesus Himself is "the chief shepherd," as we 

read in the First Letter of Peter (5:4).  

We often think of Peter as weak before the 

resurrection, but afterward -- especially after the gift of 

the Holy Spirit at Pentecost -- as strong. The reality is 

more complex. Peter retains to the end of his life 

something of his old weakness. Though remaining 

faithful to the Lord was sometimes easy for Peter, there 

were also times when it was difficult. That was true for 

Peter, and for every one of Peter's successors. That is 

why we pray for the pope at every Mass. 

Which of us does not feel weak at times? We have 

made so many good resolutions -- some we have kept, 

many we have not. We have so many dreams, hopes, 

plans. We want so much, yet we settle for so little. If 

this is your story, then you have a friend in heaven: 

Simon Peter.  

Jesus does not ask us to be strong. He does not ask 

us to be pioneers or leaders. He asks of us only what 

He asked of Peter: that we follow Him. That is not 

always easy. If we know our weakness, however, we 

have an advantage over those who think they are 

strong. Then we will trust, as we try to follow our 

Master and Lord, not in any strength of our own, but 

only and always in the strength of Jesus Christ.  

 

Rev. John Jay Hughes is a priest of the Saint Louis 

archdiocese and the author, most recently, of the 

memoir No Ordinary Fool and of Columns of Light: 30 

Remarkable Saints, available both in print and as a 

recorded book from Now You Know Media. 

http://www.amazon.com/No-Ordinary-Fool-Testimony-Grace/dp/1606041827/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1230580008&sr=1-1
http://search.store.yahoo.net/cgi-bin/nsearch?catalog=yhst-23951345135210&.autodone2=http://store.yahoo.com/yhst-23951345135210/nsearch.html&query=Columns%20of%20light
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Sleep Is for Wimps 
Danielle Bean | Column 

2/20/09 

iny hands cupped my face. 

"Mama, Mama," I heard a voice whisper. "I 

need you." 

"Gah!" I responded.  

To explain my somewhat inelegant response, I 

should tell you that it was about 2 a.m. when the tiny 

hands cupped my face and the small voice awakened 

me from a sound sleep. 

The little person needed a change of sheets. And a 

drink of water. And a re-arranging of stuffed animal 

friends. And a tuck-in. And a kiss.  

As I met these needs willingly and then made my 

way back to bed, I reflected on the fact that I no longer 

fight the battle of sleep the way I once did.  

I remember pacing the halls of our tiny one-

bedroom apartment with our first baby -- a screeching, 

colicky newborn, and thinking to my exhausted self, 

"This makes no sense. Surely someone is going to step 

in here and make this right, because people need to 

sleep." 

But no one did step in, except for my husband on 

occasion. And if the ensuing years have taught me 

nothing else, they have quite surely taught me this 

much: Though you might occasionally get one, no 

parent has a right to expect a good night's sleep.  

Here are some other parenting sleep facts I have 

learned over the years. Mostly at 2 a.m. 

  

Parents gain new sleep skills. At a baby shower, it 

seems there is always some older mom ready to 

"shower" the pregnant newbie with helpful 

information, like how she would rather eat glass than 

ever experience labor again. These are the same 

women who relish warning innocent young couples that 

after their baby is born, they will "never sleep again." 

This is ridiculous. Of course they will sleep again. In 

fact, they will learn to catch their Z's in all variety of 

new places -- in the dentist chair, in the confessional, in 

the shower, and while standing at the kitchen sink, 

washing the dishes. 

 

Never say never. When it comes to parents sharing 

their bed with infants and toddlers, anything goes. 

Once upon a time, I rejected co-sleeping because I 

"just wanted to get some sleep." In ensuing years, 

however, I found myself embracing co-sleeping 

because, once again, I "just wanted to get some sleep."  

I reserve the right to continue to reject and 

embrace co-sleeping as much as I need to, for this 

precise reason. As every parent should. When it comes 

to making family sleep decisions, you answer to no one 

but yourself and your spouse. And possibly your 

employer, if you operate heavy machinery. 

 

It's all about attitude. I used to struggle and fight to 

get eight hours of uninterrupted sleep each night 

because I thought getting that much sleep was a "basic 

necessity." As motherhood helped me readjust my 

definition of "basic necessity," however, I lowered my 

standards just a bit. 

Now, when I find myself awake with a fussy baby 

at 12 a.m., up with a nightmarish toddler at 2 a.m., and 

changing an older child's sheets at 4 a.m., I crawl back 

into my bed at 4:30 thinking, "Maybe no one will need 

me for another 3 hours. This will be a glorious nap!" 

And it is. 
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There are no guarantees. Especially with babies, it can 

be tempting to think you can win the sleep lottery by 

stacking the odds in your favor. We parents think 

rational thoughts like, "If I don't let the baby nap for too 

long today, he'll sleep well tonight," or "If she skips her 

morning nap, she's bound to take an extra-long one this 

afternoon." 

It all looks good on paper, but don't count on it. 

There's this thing grandmas call being "overtired." If a 

baby lacks proper rest, he'll sometimes become over-

stimulated and incapable of falling asleep or staying 

asleep for any length of time. 

If your baby gets "overtired," you might just find 

yourself standing over his crib screaming something 

logical like, "I haven't showered for three weeks! You 

owe me a nap!" 

No he doesn't. No guarantees. 

  

Nighttime can be nice. There, I said it. Sometimes, even 

when my eyes ache with fatigue, some crazy part of me 

enjoys being awake in my house when no one else is. 

For one thing, my living room never looks so 

fantastic as it does bathed in moonlight at 3 a.m. Dust 

bunnies, wall markings, un-mopped floors, and 

fingerprinted windows all blend in with the shadows. 

A second bonus is the quiet. Sometimes, when I find 

myself alone with a wakeful child in the night, I sit still 

and let the silence run over my ears like a soothing 

balm. I watch the flames flicker through the window of 

the wood stove and bask in God's presence right there, 

where He always is, beneath the noise. 

I do wish every parent a good night's sleep, but 

since none of us is likely to get that anytime soon, I wish 

each of us something even better -- grace.  

Grace is what keeps us keeping on when there's 

nothing left in the tank. It's what tells us the job we're 

doing is important, even if it's 3 a.m. and nobody 

remembers to say "thank you." And it's what makes 

me smile as I rock a feverish baby in the dead of the 

night and sing him the words of a Bon Jovi classic: 

"Until I'm 6 feet under baby, I don't need a bed. 

Gonna live while I'm alive, I'll sleep when I'm dead." 

 

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

Faith & Family magazine and author of My Cup of Tea: 

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

Mom, Day to Day: Advice and Support for Catholic 

Living (Pauline 2007). Visit her blog at 

www.daniellebean.com. 

http://faithandfamilylive.com/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848379/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848379/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848557/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848557/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848557/insidecatcom-20
http://www.daniellebean.com/
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The Dark Backward: Demons in the Real World  
Tom Hoopes | Classic 

2/14/09
he lunatic is on the grass." 

It was an hour before midnight. Ten-

year-old James was in his bedroom, alone, 

when he was suddenly gripped by terror. A Pink Floyd 

song rang out through the empty room. The radio 

turned on by itself.  

"The lunatic is on the grass. The lunatic is in the 

hall." 

James lay paralyzed, locked in that helpless state 

that is itself as terrifying as whatever causes it. He 

wanted to move or cry out but couldn't. So he just 

listened. 

"The lunatic is in my head. There's someone in my 

head, but it's not me." 

This was James's first direct experience with evil, 

but it wouldn't be his last. "That would become 

something that would be common," he remembers. "I'd 

have a feeling of something scary being present. Then 

something weird would happen." 

First the presence, then the strange thing. It would 

recur that way throughout his life. This is the first phase 

of demonic activity, the devil's first tentative steps into 

a life. For all the victims of demonic activity I spoke 

with, this sort of thing is common. And like James, they 

all wished to remain anonymous. 

One victim felt the evil presence as a physical 

weight; another saw a grotesque person. One saw 

nothing -- literally -- in one part of a room, "like a pitch-

black sheet had been pulled down." 

Another victim -- a well-known Catholic leader 

respected for his pragmatism -- said, "My most frequent 

encounters involve black shadows and figures that I see 

out of the corner of my eye…. I'll see something in my 

peripheral vision. It's almost always in motion. When I 

turn my head, the figure will melt quickly into a fluid-

like shadow and then flow away through the edges of 

the room or along the ceiling. I see these things 

frequently, almost every day." His encounters are 

cinematically frightening, involving infestations of 

crows, carpets of spiders, cats gathering to stare at him 

from his front porch, objects flying through rooms in his 

house, and inhuman figures standing in darkened 

hallways. 

The evil presence manifests itself through senses 

other than sight, as well. "I occasionally hear things, 

voices sounding far away and choppy," one victim said. 

"I sometimes get overwhelmed with a sulfury smell," 

described another. 

A friend of one of the victims listed these 

manifestations: "He'd get an oppressive feeling. 

Sometimes he'd see a grotesque, impish figure, a 

short, really nasty-looking demon. When he described 

it to Rome's exorcist, Father Gabriel Amorth, he said, 

'Oh, that guy.' Other times, he'd just hear screaming. 

Deafening noise. I don't know what you'd want to call 

it. The wailing of the damned." 

But there was one phenomenon that all the 

victims have experienced: "I could feel something 

there, looking at me." 

James felt that presence again on a visit home 

from college. He was awakened at 1:30 a.m. with the 

feeling that someone was approaching the front door. 

He went downstairs, and soon one of his sisters walked 

in, drunk. He talked to her in the living room, warning 

her about drinking too much. 

That's when the presence came. Then the strange 

thing. 

The phone rang, and he picked it up. A female 

voice said, "Don't even try to talk to her. Just leave her 

alone." 
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He hung up and talked to his sister anyway. But, 

before long, the presence returned. 

"I knew the phone was going to ring," he said. He 

reached for it. "Then it rang." 

It was the same voice, but distorted, "like she had 

marbles in her mouth." Emphatically, the voice 

commanded, "I told you not to talk to her!" 

He cut his lecture short. 

James's parents consulted the Jesuit Rev. John 

Hardon about his case. 

"He told me that there are three orders of reality," 

said James, whose family confirms the account (Father 

Hardon died nine years ago). "There is the divine 

existence. Just below that is the preternatural world, 

the world of spirits, angels good or bad. Then there's 

the natural world, where we live. But human beings also 

participate in the preternatural." 

Father Hardon told him that some people are more 

attuned to the preternatural world. "They kind of sense 

things better," James said. "Things like what I just 

explained to you." Things like demons. 

   

He Wants to Be With You Forever  

When I agreed to do a story about demonic activity, 

possession, and exorcism for Crisis, I thought it would 

be fun -- a spooky thrill. I'd write the article, warn about 

being too preoccupied with the subject matter, and be 

done. Instead, I got sleepless nights, horrifying 

conversations with those who have been involved in 

exorcisms, and a new point of view on the demonic 

world. 

Skeptics have fought a losing battle against belief in 

the devil for years. "What are the Church's greatest 

needs at the present time?" Pope Paul VI asked in 

November 1972. "Don't be surprised at Our answer and 

don't write it off as simplistic or even superstitious: One 

of the Church's greatest needs is to be defended against 

the evil we call the Devil." 

There's an age-old battle between philosophers and 

poets about the nature of evil. The pope sided with the 

poets. "Evil is not merely an absence of something but 

an active force, a living, spiritual being that is perverted 

and that perverts others. It is a terrible reality, 

mysterious and frightening." 

The Vatican has issued updated norms of exorcism 

as recently as 1999. 

Demons are an inescapable part of the Old 

Testament. They are even named there: Lucifer in 

Isaiah, Asmodeus in Tobit, Satan in Job. And the New 

Testament can almost sound like the story of Christ the 

Exorcist, come to earth to end the reign of that 

strongman, Beelzebub. In St. John's words, "The 

reason the son of man appeared was to destroy the 

works of the devil." 

Some manner of belief in demons is part of every 

religion in every age, and the diabolical world haunts 

moderns with no religion, too. Most horror movies 

work by suggesting that there's another layer to the 

world -- one we don't often see -- that is filled with 

darkness. Puncture it a little, and chaos pours out. 

Some of the stories I'll tell involve contorted 

bodies, glowing eyes, levitation, and other Hollywood 

aspects of demonic activity. But I decided to focus on 

James's story, which is terrifying in a more typical way. 

It's filled with ambiguity, punctuated occasionally by 

bursts of darkness. And it has left him spiritually 

weary. Because the truth is, the victims of demonic 

activity don't live in carnival haunted houses. They 

exist at the edges of a malaise. They're anxious or 

depressed, disoriented in their spiritual lives or slowly 

losing their minds -- always wondering if the thoughts 

filling their heads are really their own. 

"I don't experience them as clever 'fallen' angels," 

said one of the victims I spoke with. "I'm not sure I 

sense a great deal of intelligence there, at all. It's like 

they're working on some kind of animal instinct." 

Catholic writer Mark Shea has pointed out that the 

devil, in rejecting the ultimate good that is God, 

rejected secondary goods, like intelligence, as well. But 
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that doesn't mean he isn't clever -- the late exorcist 

Malachi Martin once said that the one thing an exorcist 

must never do is try to reason with the devil. But as a 

conversationalist, he's probably not like the demons in 

the Screwtape Letters. He's more like the captured alien 

in Independence Day: a highly developed insect who 

answers the president's careful negotiations by saying, 

simply, "Die." 

So why dwell on the diabolical world at all? Paul VI 

explained, "This matter of the Devil and of the influence 

he can exert on individuals as well as on communities, 

entire societies or events, is a very important chapter of 

Catholic doctrine which should be studied again, 

although it is given little attention today." 

In three different ways, I found that to be true. 

First, the stories I collected add up to a giant neon 

sign saying "Stay away from witchcraft" and other 

occult practices. When I asked exorcists if witchcraft is a 

gateway to more serious demonic activity, they were 

incredulous. Gateway? It's directly dealing with the 

demonic! Nearly everyone they treat has been exposed 

in some way to Ouija boards, spells, hexes, "white 

magic," or tarot cards -- the stuff your local chain 

bookstore fills its shelves with because it sells so well. 

Second, even if you're never tempted by witchcraft, 

recalling the nature of the demonic world can be a 

moral "Scared Straight" lesson. Try this: The next time 

you face a temptation, remind yourself that you're 

cooperating with the malevolent will of a highly 

developed insect that hates you yet wants to be with 

you forever. You'll find your old reliable sins lose a little 

of their allure. 

And third, I found that these aren't simply horror 

stories. Horror stories work by attacking hope. But we 

aren't helpless when we face the devil. "The power of 

Satan is, nonetheless, not infinite," says the Catechism 

of the Catholic Church. "He is only a creature, powerful 

from the fact that he is pure spirit, but still a creature." 

Modern-day saints like Blessed Mother Teresa 

fought the devil and won. The devil tried to possess 

Mother Teresa when she was sick in the hospital, Father 

Amorth told the National Catholic Register. An Indian 

exorcist kept him at bay. 

We can take comfort in the fact that God never 

allows more for a soul than it can handle and that it's 

only after we invite demons in that they cause us 

serious problems. 

Or when we leave ourselves wide open to them by 

spending time with witches, like James did. Because if 

the first phase of demonic activity -- the presence of evil 

-- comes at the devil's initiative, the second phase 

comes at our own. 

There are two common ways the devil enters a 

person, one exorcist told me. "The basic one is through 

sin. The person turns away from God and commits sin 

frequently. The devil finds a willing victim. He finds a 

friend. Conversely, there's the person who is good, and 

the devil goes after him. The devil tries to wear the 

person down." 

  

'He's Ready to Meet You Now'  

"This is not a pleasant story," James began. 

He was 20, at home near St. Louis on winter break 

from college, when he had a frustrating experience at 

a meeting of a Catholic community (in charity, we'll 

keep its name out of it; it's not a well-known group). 

He felt out of place and unfulfilled at the meeting, so 

he left early to go to his friend Vanessa Jabali's house 

and take her out to a movie. But when James arrived, 

he found her mother had other plans. 

James had known Vanessa since the fifth grade. 

The Jabalis were an all-female household -- Mrs. Jabali 

and three daughters -- who seemed wealthy even 

though the father was absent. If you asked their 

religion, the Jabalis would tell you that they study their 

ancestry and then would refer to the "Yahwist" 

accounts in the Old Testament, the stories of animal 

sacrifice and scapegoats.  

Mrs. Jabali told James to wait while she made 

cookies. Vanessa's sister, Isabel, joined them. "She 



 

in
si

d
e
ca

th
o
lic

.c
o
m

 

28 

 

spent 20 minutes preparing them, but they were not 

warm," James said. He ate them, though no one else 

did. 

"She started talking to me about Moses and how he 

was a woman, and how Moses had horns like in the 

sculpture, and all kinds of really weird stuff," James 

said. At one point, Mrs. Jabali put both of her hands in 

front of her face, palms out, not touching, and said, "All 

of the sudden you open your eyes and you see what's 

going on." She waved them apart. 

"I was sort of entranced," James said. To this day he 

doesn't know if the cookies were drugged. "She keeps 

talking this stuff, and I'm getting confused and 

disoriented." 

Vanessa planned to drive James to the movie. But 

they did not go to the movie. 

"We went to a house," James said. As he sat in the 

strange building with Vanessa, he felt a strong presence 

of evil. Soon Mrs. Jabali and Isabel arrived, and James 

was in the same company he had been in before, only 

ten miles away, in an unfamiliar house. 

Mrs. Jabali turned to James and said, "He's ready to 

meet you downstairs if you want." She didn't explain 

who "he" was. James tried to pray, but couldn't. His 

mind was distracted. But he said there was no way he 

was going downstairs. 

They sat longer, making small talk. Mrs. Jabali 

looked at ease. But she would occasionally repeat her 

invitation, more insistently. 

"He's ready to meet you downstairs if you want, 

James." 

"Finally, after about five more invitations to go 

downstairs and meet 'him,' we left that place and went 

to a movie," James said. But he doesn't remember the 

movie at all… except for one part, "where they cut a 

goat's neck and started dancing around it." 

At the end, he stumbled into the car. "Did you like 

the part about the goat?" asked Vanessa, laughing. 

Then she said, "We're going back to that house." 

That was too much for James. "I had an inspiration 

to order her, not ask her, but tell her, 'Vanessa, take me 

home.'" 

"No," she said. 

"Vanessa, take me home," James repeated. 

Vanessa turned to her sister and, as if James wasn't 

even there, asked, "Well, what do I do now?" 

"You have to do whatever he says," Isabel said. 

"Well, what do you do when this happens with 

Joel?" Vanessa asked, referring to her sister's husband. 

"I just beat him with a bat," Isabel said. They 

sounded utterly serious, as if they were trying to scare 

James. 

Vanessa took him home. But the strangest part of 

the night was still ahead for James. 

  

'Forget God'  

As soon as he got home, he decided to drive back to 

the religious community where he had started out, on 

the other side of St. Louis. "It was late at night," his 

sister, Caroline, told me. "He said goodbye, and it was 

the sort of goodbye that seemed to mean, 'Goodbye 

forever.'" 

James was barely in a condition to drive. "I don't 

know if I was drugged or cursed," he said. "Cars were 

whizzing by me. I was just trying to drive straight. By 

the time I got there, I was really scared." 

He woke the priest and laypeople who lived at the 

community and told them, "I think God wants me to 

live here." The priest explained that people don't 

receive vocations out of fear and left to get some 

clothes for James to change into: He had wet his pants. 

James sat staring at a crucifix on the wall, getting 

more and more agitated. Finally, he shouted, "Forget 
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God!" and ran out into the hall. He pushed past three 

men and headed toward the chapel. 

There, several men of the religious house witnessed 

James stand on a pew and do a back-flip. They yelled for 

others to help them, and then called the police. James 

made a dash toward the sanctuary, breaking the 

chapel's Epiphany statues on the way. The men 

intervened. 

"I went after the tabernacle," James told me. "I 

wanted inside it. I just wanted to get to Jesus in the 

Eucharist." 

He never did. Six men held him down. He broke free 

from them. They held him again. Soon, a police van 

arrived. James was put in a straitjacket and thrown into 

the darkness of the vehicle. 

"In the paddy wagon, I was certain I had died and 

gone to hell. That was the deepest, worst psychological 

thing I'd ever experienced. It was so heinous and evil," 

he said. 

"But I could still hope. And I could pray." His 

Catholic education told him that would be impossible if 

he were really in hell. 

 The next thing he remembers is the psychiatric 

ward, sitting in front of a blue light. "They put some 

drug in me and said I'd be asleep within ten seconds. I 

spent that night in a rubber room. I didn't sleep at all." 

Usually in such a case, a patient will spend months in 

the hospital. But a Catholic doctor interviewed him and 

gave him a clean bill of mental health -- a diagnosis that 

Father Hardon would soon affirm. James was in the 

hospital for only a week. 

  

Possession  

I shared these and other details of James's case with 

Rev. Herman Jayachandra. Father Jayachandra, 59, is 

pastor of St. Martin de Porres parish in Boulder, 

Colorado. A priest and exorcist from India, Father 

Jayachandra is quick to point out that he is not the 

official exorcist of the Archdiocese of Denver, but that 

he only helps victims of diabolic activity with the 

knowledge of the archdiocese or at its request. The 

archdiocese vouched for him as a priest in good 

standing. 

Diabolic activity generally falls into one of four 

categories, he told me. The mildest forms are 

infestation (as in haunted houses) and obsession (when 

a person is harassed by the devil either by intense 

temptations or in a particular area of a person's life). 

Oppression -- an external attack by evil spirits on a 

person -- is worse. "The spirit could cause 

discouragement or weariness," said Father 

Jayachandra, "or it can put up external shows to 

frighten the person, such as shaking a person's bed 

during his sleep at night." 

The rarest and most serious form is possession. 

"Partial possession means in a certain part of the 

body," he said. "Full possession means the devil takes 

control over the consciousness of the person. It uses 

the mouth of the person to speak. It uses the hands 

and legs of the person to do violence. It uses the 

mouth of the person to abuse and blaspheme." 

There are three kinds of exorcisms. First, there's 

the liturgical exorcism that is incorporated in every 

baptismal ceremony. Second, there is so-called private 

exorcism, or simple exorcism. It can be performed by 

any of the faithful and can be as simple as the words, 

"Be gone, Satan." The third kind of exorcism is the 

solemn, "public," or formal exorcism. This ritual is only 

carried out with the specific authorization of a bishop. 

It's a serious matter, but it's a sacramental, not a 

sacrament. That means its effect is not infallible, and it 

may have to be repeated more than once. 

One internationally known exorcist spoke with me 

but asked that his name not be used. His is a scary line 

of work. He told me he does a lot of research before 

suggesting a formal exorcism. "If the psychiatrists and 

the medical doctor have all said the same thing and 

given the person a clean bill of health," the priest said, 

"I will do what's called a provocation. I'll provoke the 

devil into manifesting himself, if he's there." 
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He has a few chosen methods of provocation. 

"Most commonly, I'll put the Blessed Sacrament in a 

pix," he said. "When I go into the room to see the 

person, unbeknownst to them, I will carry the Blessed 

Sacrament. If the person is possessed, they know right 

away that I have it. They'll say, 'No, no! Go away! I can't 

go near you! He won't let me! He won't let me!' Or, 

with a prayer, we'll sprinkle holy water. The person will 

react and say, 'Stop that! Stop that! It burns! It burns! 

Don't do that! Don't do that!'" 

James was never possessed. After all, he went 

toward the tabernacle, not away from it. He was 

probably oppressed by a demon, Father Jayachandra 

said, and it was likely caused by witchcraft. James's case 

reminded him of one exorcism he performed on an 

intermittently possessed person. 

"It became very violent at a certain point. The 

possessed person jumped into the sanctuary and 

pushed down the statue of the Blessed Mother," he 

said. "I ended up putting iron grills around all the other 

statues." 

James was exorcised, too. Many years after the 

incident with the Jabalis, and after other episodes, 

James's brother brought him to a priest who performed 

a simple exorcism on him. Without ever mentioning the 

devil, or using the word "exorcism," the priest asked 

James questions, gave him some tests, and then, almost 

as if it were an afterthought, said some prayers over 

him, including prayers in Latin. Father Amorth pointed 

out that since an exorcist doesn't want to encourage 

dark thoughts in a subject, he'll often perform his work 

in an almost casual way that won't alarm the victim. 

I also talked to Andrew Walther, who has brought 

two different people for treatment to Father Amorth, 

author of An Exorcist Tells His Story. He told me about 

one of them, whom we'll call Leonard. Father Amorth 

thought Leonard's case was brought on by a witch's hex, 

too. Walther knew Leonard as one of the many college 

students abroad that he was working with. But Leonard 

started reporting strange incidents. 

"He told me he was having a nightmare, and when 

he awoke he was completely unable to move, because 

there was a demon sitting on top of him, with glowing 

eyes." 

Leonard prayed, and the demon went away. But 

eventually, it returned. Leonard called it "an aggressive, 

depressing presence." 

Walther brought him to Father Amorth, and with 

Walther present, the exorcist performed a solemn 

exorcism. 

"Father Amorth removed a bottle of holy water, a 

St. Benedict cross, a vessel of oil, and a stole from his 

briefcase, then, touching Leonard with the stole, he 

began to pray in Latin." The prayers included the litany 

of the saints. At one point, the exorcist demanded that 

the demon reveal itself. The rite lasted about ten 

minutes, and Leonard felt greatly relieved afterwards. 

"Father Amorth told Leonard he wasn't possessed, 

but that he might be afflicted by a weak hex and that 

he should come back the next month," Walther said. 

"He wanted to know if there was witchcraft in the 

family. He said not to be distracted by the devil's 

harassment, but to pray before the Holy Eucharist -- 

especially if he could find it exposed -- to pray the 

rosary, and to go to Mass and confession often." 

According to exorcists, possession often happens 

through some form of witchcraft. In India, Father 

Jayachandra said, "I had many cases of witches casting 

spells and hexes over people. People became 

obsessed, and some became possessed." 

He was eager to point out that witches have no 

real power over the devil, though. "The devil, after 

using a witch to the best interest of both, eventually 

will kill her indirectly," he said, driving her mad so 

she'll die quickly in an accident or slowly from not 

being able to care for herself. 

Rev. Charles Carpenter, 58, a priest in Alamos, 

Mexico, told me he used to be very skeptical about 
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claims of demonic activity. But 25 years in Mexico 

changed his mind. 

"People frequently consult what are called 

'adivinos,' and 'brujos.' At first, I gave very little 

credence to the power of these persons," he said. "But 

then, over the years, I saw the effects in certain persons 

who consulted them." 

  

'Am I Crazy?'  

Shaking beds, shrieks from the underworld, glowing 

eyes. Exorcists have seen it all. But they haven't seen it 

often. 

Usually, they encounter patients like James. 

Harassment and oppression are the most common form 

of demonic activity and, in a way, the most frightening. 

The devil doesn't enter at some definitive point in time 

and then make a clean departure. 

He hangs around, untiringly, for months -- or years. 

After James's back-flip incident, his sister, Caroline, 

was working as a dispatcher for a security company, 

sitting up late by a phone that never rang… except 

when James was talking to her on one line. Then, she 

got interrupted frequently by calls on the security line, 

strange calls -- adults laughing like children, nonsense 

words in weird voices, or ominous noises that are hard 

to describe. 

Father Jayachandra told me of victims he treated 

who answered the telephone to hear, "I am with you." 

Or, in a deep, odd voice: "I'm going to help you." 

"Perhaps the devil uses a human person under its 

control" to make the calls, he said. 

Demons hound the victim, never letting him rest. 

Never letting him forget. James (and a witness I spoke 

with) described how, months after his incident, a 

grotesque person, a homeless woman with blank eyes, 

approached him. 

"I have a message for you," she said ominously, 

then relieved herself, making a puddle under her dress. 

James took it as his tormenter reminding him of what 

he did that horrifying night. 

His life is filled with such stories. They are 

frightening but nonetheless leave a doubt: They could 

be explained without any reference to the demonic 

world. Is he hexed, or is he paranoid? Is he being 

harassed by demons, or is he losing his mind? 

He's not sure. That's the kind of triumph the devil 

usually claims: not destruction, but the misery of self-

doubt. 

Mental illness is not diabolical activity. Yet there is 

a relationship between the two, Father Jayachandra 

said. 

"Smaller psychological problems, if not taken care 

of, can cause mental illness," he said. "But in my 

experience, demons could aggravate somebody's 

psychological problems to cause mental illness." And 

vice versa. "Mental illness, in my experience, leaves 

someone more likely to be oppressed, though not 

necessarily possessed." 

Each of the victims I spoke with said the same 

thing: "I thought I was crazy." And in each of the cases 

-- I admit -- I wondered the same thing. All the same, 

one exorcist told me, "I've never found a person who 

needed an exorcism in a psychiatric hospital." 

James's sister Caroline wanted to be sure I pointed 

out that most people who know James see nothing at 

all wrong with him. But James suffers greatly, she told 

me. "There are times when he's very angry at God for 

letting this sort of thing happen to him," she said. "He's 

wanted to be a priest but figures there's no way." 

James's case shows the devil's true nature. Satan is 

an oppressive, energy-draining weight on the spirits of 

those afflicted by him. He isn't into artful repartee, he 

doesn't play the fiddle, and he can't make you a rock 

star. He won't keep his promises. And he hates you 

beyond imagination. 
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How to defend against him? "Grace is the decisive 

defense," Paul VI said. 

Perhaps the best approach is the one James's 

brother Glen takes. He allowed James to take shelter 

one night at his house. All the doors were locked, then 

appeared to unlock on their own. Didn't that scare 

you?, I asked him. 

"I never had any fear," Glen told me. "I know that, 

basically, as long as you're in a state of grace, God's 

going to give you anything you need to get by." 

 

Tom Hoopes is the executive editor of the National 

Catholic Register and editorial director of Faith & 

Family. This article originally appeared in the November 

2003 issue of Crisis Magazine. 
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The Politics of Porn 

Robert R. Reilly | Classic 

2/18/09 
n many major American cities, the tawdry sections 

of town that once housed pornographic cinemas, 

bookstores, and strip joints have given way to shiny 

new office buildings and Starbucks coffee houses. Does 

this sign of urban renewal also signify moral renewal? 

Has America finally grown bored with a surfeit of 

pornography? Unfortunately not. Pornography has 

simply relocated from inner city slums to a far worse 

location -- the home, which it now infiltrates via the 

latest technology.  

U.S. News and World Report (Feb. 10, 1997) 

revealed just how deeply mired this country is in explicit 

depictions of sexual depravity; it is a sign of the times 

that the cover article on pornography was carried in the 

"Business and Technology" section. The story states 

that hardcore pornography is now an $8 billion industry. 

A more recent Time magazine article (Sept. 7, 1998), 

"Porn Goes Mainstream," also in the "Business" section, 

estimates $10 billion in revenues. In either case, 

hardcore porn out-grosses all of Hollywood's domestic 

box office receipts and rakes in more cash than the rock 

and country music businesses combined. In 1996, 665 

million hard core videos were rented -- over two for 

every man, woman, and child in America. Explicit sex 

has become part of the bottom line for video stores, 

long-distance carriers like AT&T, cable companies like 

Time Warner and Tele-Communications, Inc., and hotel 

chains like Marriott, Hyatt, and Holiday Inn. In addition, 

there are an estimated 100,000 pornographic World 

Wide Web sites on the Internet, offering millions of 

hardcore pornographic images, some of them 

"interactive." Pornography is now mainstream. How did 

this happen?  

One answer has been given by Milos Forman, 

director of The People vs. Larry Flynt, the movie about 

the Hustler magazine publisher. In defense of his film's 

subject matter, Forman said that, while we may not like 

pornography, its existence is essential to our freedom. 

He drew upon his personal experiences under Nazi and 

Communist regimes to illustrate the importance of the 

First Amendment. If we allow the suppression of one 

form of speech deemed undesirable by some, Forman 

holds, then we cannot prevent the suppression of any 

form of speech. Deny one choice, and you deny them 

all. It is all or nothing. Democracy must yield to 

pornocracy -- because, it seems, democracy is about 

the unfettered freedom to choose whatever one 

wants.  

Today, such a view hardly appears extreme. After 

all, the Supreme Court opined in the 1992 Planned 

Parenthood vs. Casey ruling that, "At the heart of 

liberty is the right to define one's own concept of 

existence, of meaning, of the universe, and of the 

mystery of human life." Applying this liberating 

philosophy to pornography, New Jersey Federal Judge 

Alfred Wolin found in favor of two pedophiles who 

challenged a law banning pornography in the state's 

Avenel correctional facility for repeat sex offenders. 

And the 9th Circuit Court of Appeals in San Francisco 

overturned as unconstitutional an Arizona county's 

ban on depictions of frontal nudity in the jail cells of 

county prisons.  

If the philosophy behind the Casey decision is 

correct, Forman's position is the right one. If we can 

make it all up as we go along, then there are no moral 

standards to distinguish between pornography and 

other forms of speech, only personal taste. The broad 

embrace of this view has opened the floodgates to 

hardcore pornography. The problem with this 

inundation is that it threatens the very democracy that 

allows it.  

The reason is that the key to democracy is not free 

choice. As we know from the Weimar Republic, people 

can freely choose anything, even Hitler. The key, as our 

Founding Fathers knew, is virtue. Only a virtuous 

person is capable of rational consent because only a 

virtuous person's reason is unclouded by the habitual 
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rationalizations of vice. Vice inevitably infects the 

faculty of judgment. No matter how democratic their 

institutions, morally enervated people cannot be free. 

And people who are enslaved to their passions 

inevitably become slaves to tyrants. Thus, our Founders 

predicated the success of democracy in America upon 

the virtue of the American people.  

In light of this, it is positively Orwellian to suggest, 

as Forman does, that America is free because it 

produces hardcore pornography. The authors of the 

First Amendment would claim the opposite -- that 

acceptance of pornography tends to destroy our 

capacity for freedom in both a personal and a political 

way, and therefore should be proscribed.  

The Founders forbade pornography not only 

because it subverts virtue, but because it attacks the 

political foundations of society. Though largely 

consumed in private, pornography becomes a political 

problem when it is widespread because it undermines 

chastity. Chastity is not only a moral virtue; it is also 

indispensable to political order. Chastity is integral to 

the functioning of the irreducible core of a polity. 

Aristotle begins The Politics not with a single individual, 

but with a description of a man and a woman together 

in the family, without which the rest of society cannot 

exist. A healthy family is posited upon the proper and 

exclusive sexual relationship between a husband and 

wife. The family alone is capable of providing the 

necessary stability for the profound relationship which 

sexual union both symbolizes and cements and for the 

welfare of the children that issue from it. Violations of 

chastity undermine not only the family, but society as a 

whole. That is why chastity may be spoken of as the first 

political principle.  

  

Nothing so undermines the marital sexual bond as 

does pornography. As Fr. James Schall has written in 

Crisis, "Whenever we seek pleasure without it being 

grounded in what is right in the action in which it exists, 

we isolate the pleasure, the act, from reality." 

Pornography isolates the physical act of sex, and its 

pleasure, from reality by making it an object of 

observation. Pornography reduces the marital act to a 

glandular event; it is impossible to "see" it as an act of 

love, except as a loving participant. Sex, as John Wayne 

once put it, is not a spectator sport.  

Making sex a spectacle sensationalizes it and severs 

it from its proper unitive and procreative context. 

Pornography makes the part into the whole and the 

means into the end. By doing so, it lies about what it 

leaves exposed: The very nature of the genitals is 

denied. They are sterile. Pornography censors 

conception, because the possibility of conception 

naturally orders sex to a purpose within the family. (If 

sex is seen as generative, depictions of it are almost 

never pornographic. This is why the fertility figures of 

African tribal art, with their vastly exaggerated 

pudenda and breasts, are neither in intent nor effect 

obscene.) The violation of the fundamental human 

relationship between husband and wife wreaks havoc 

on the whole social and political order. If chastity is 

indispensable to political order, then the politics of 

pornography is clearly chaos, and the tyranny to which 

chaos leads.  

The ancients understood this clearly. Euripides and 

the Classical Greeks, from whom our Founders 

learned, knew that Eros is not a plaything. In The 

Bacchae, Euripides showed exactly how unsafe sex is 

when disconnected from the moral order. When 

Dionysus visits Thebes, he entices King Penthius to 

view secretly the women dancing naked on the 

mountainside in Dionysian revelries. Because Penthius 

succumbs to his desire to see "their wild obscenities," 

the political order is toppled, and the queen mother, 

Agave, one of the bacchants, ends up with the severed 

head of her son Penthius in her lap -- an eerie 

premonition of abortion.  

The lesson is clear: Once Eros is released from the 

bonds of family, Dionysian passions can possess the 

soul. Giving in to them is a form of madness because 

erotic desire is not directed toward any end that can 

satisfy it. It is insatiable. The sheer quantity of 

pornography easily illustrates this point. Why is there 

so much of it? Since pornography is only about one 

thing, its expressive possibilities are limited -- often to 
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the purely documentary. Then would not a classic 

collection of a thousand pornographic films suffice? 

Apparently not, for there are tens of thousands of 

pornographic films. Each week, 150 are produced in the 

U.S. alone -- nearly 8,000 per year. In addition, there are 

millions of pornographic images on the Internet and 

countless monthly pornographic magazines. Yet, no 

matter how much there is, it is never enough. "Never 

enough" is an appetitive disorder and a recipe for 

political disaster. Because it promises something it 

cannot deliver, pornography eventually produces a 

sense of betrayal. The futility inherent in pornography 

generates fury that leads to violence and despair that 

leads to self-destruction.  

Pornography has been deliberately used as a social 

and political dissolvent during periods of revolutionary 

change. To prepare for the French Revolution, the 

radical Jacobins flooded Paris with pornography. Who 

would know the politics of pornography better than 

that greatest of pornographers, the Marquis de Sade? 

De Sade desired to indulge his sexual passions without 

moral restraint and saw clearly what that ultimately 

meant. In The Philosophy of the Boudoir, de Sade wrote 

that the murder of King Louis XVI was insufficient to 

bring about the desired revolutionary freedom. The 

morality of the social and political order had survived 

the King's beheading. How could it finally be destroyed? 

In the first known use of the phrase, de Sade wrote that 

the murder of the King must be followed by the 

"murder of God." Only when the morality represented 

by Divine Kingship was abolished could man express 

himself in the fullness of pornographic existence. This 

would include, after regicide and deicide, homicide. De 

Sade perceived and approvingly depicted in his works 

the inexorable logic of pornography: sex outside of the 

moral order ultimately leads to murder and death. The 

Marquis would not be surprised by the FBI study on 

homicide that found that pornography is the most 

common interest among serial killers. As one convicted 

murderer and child molester told the Meese 

Commission: "[Pornography's] effect on me was 

devastating. I lost all sense of decency and respect for 

human life."  

Today, people are unlikely to learn these lessons from 

Euripides because he is not included in the current 

curricula. But the same message has subliminally 

resurfaced in modern horror movies. Their invariable, if 

often unintentional, teaching is: If you fornicate, you 

die. This is crudely expressed in such popular slasher 

movies as Friday the 13th, in which teenage premarital 

sex precipitates the arrival of the monster, who 

dispatches the fornicators with stakes through their 

hearts or axes to their heads. However, a more 

sophisticated treatment of this theme is offered by 

Aliens 3, the third in a popular quartet of monster 

movies.  

In this sci-fi horror film, the hardest core male 

criminals are sequestered on an uninhabitable planet, 

where they are left to fend for themselves. Given the 

need to establish political order, the prisoners choose 

the vow of chastity as their founding principle. As a 

result, they are able to live in semi-monastic 

contentment. However, a female pilot, Ripley, is sent 

to them. She violates the vow by having intercourse 

with the prisoners' doctor. For this, of course, the 

doctor must die at the monster's hands. Ripley tries to 

fight the creature, but fails. The iron law of horror 

movies is that only a virgin can defeat a monster. In 

fact, we discover that the monster's spawn was 

actually implanted in Ripley during space travel. The 

symbolism is perfect: The real monster is Eros, 

unbound by the moral order, residing in our very 

selves when we capitulate to it. Needless to say, 

Ripley's betrayal of the colony's founding principle 

brings havoc upon them all. She is able to redeem 

herself only in an ultimate act of self-sacrifice, by 

throwing herself into a cauldron of molten metal as 

the monster bursts out of her chest. She takes the 

plunge with arms outstretched in cruciform shape. 

Once again, Eros unbound leads to self-destruction -- 

albeit, in this case, with a hint of the salvific.  

The only thing that can tame Eros and direct it to 

an end that can satisfy the sexual passion is love, 

which leads Eros away from death and, quite literally, 

toward new life. When a specific person is the object 

of love, no substitute will do. Love demands 
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exclusivity, and receives it in marriage. The desire for 

oneness in marital union is also a thirst for fecundity. 

The wild and complete abandon of the marital act is a 

joyful affirmation of the possibility of more -- in 

children.  

Pornography is fraudulent because it depicts "love" 

without love. Since the other person is not loved, 

pornography requires depersonalization and anonymity. 

With pornographic sex, substitution is not only 

acceptable, it is essential. As theologian Josef Pieper 

said, pornography removes the fig leaf from the genitals 

and places it over the human face. Pornography strips 

its participants of more than their clothes; it strips them 

of their humanity.  

The central act of civilization is the recognition of 

another person as a human being. Pornography 

suspends -- if not ends -- that act of recognition because 

it dehumanizes both its object and its subject. 

Solzhenitsyn once asked, "If we are to be deprived of 

the concepts of good and evil, what will be left? Nothing 

but the manipulation of one another. We will decline to 

the status of animals." Solzhenitsyn's quote highlights 

the political problems of pornography. How does one 

govern animals? Do they have free speech?  

  

The alternative to the massive presence of 

pornography is not, as Mr. Forman might suggest, the 

loss of freedom, but its maintenance. Censorship of 

pornography is a sign of a morally healthy society that 

can distinguish between obscenity and free speech. 

From the time of our Founders until not too long ago, 

America was a place that not only forbade hardcore 

pornography but, through its laws and social mores, 

actively encouraged lives of virtue. These formative 

influences made it clear that sex belongs within the 

context of the family. This teaching was not the result of 

prudery, but of a political and moral prudence that 

comprehended the basis of a free society.  

Lack of censorship is a sign of a society that no 

longer cares about these distinctions or has lost its 

ability to make them. That is why the legal presence of 

pornography harms even those who do not use it. On 

almost any newsstand (or its cable TV equivalent), one 

can see Playboy and Good Housekeeping side by side. 

What does any sensible person learn from seeing this 

odd juxtaposition? Certainly the way of life espoused by 

Playboy is inimical to good housekeeping. Yet there 

they are together, take your pick. In other words, the 

person learns, if only by osmosis, that it is a matter of 

public indifference as to whether one properly uses or 

abuses sex. More accurately, legal commerce in 

pornography teaches that no such distinction exists. 

Once this teaching has been learned, where does one 

draw the line? If sex is only a form of play or 

recreation, what could be wrong with a little sodomy, 

pederasty, or even incest? We have already traveled so 

far down this road that the only public defense 

mounted against pornography today begins with the 

protection of children. All the proceeding arguments 

have already been lost.  

In such a case, trying to restore censorship in the 

short term is politically difficult and probably 

ineffective. It did not work for Augustus Caesar, who 

brought back the office of censor yet failed to halt the 

steady decline of Roman society. What must come first 

is far more important: the recovery of the sensibility 

underlying the prohibition against the desecration of 

sex. That it must be recovered is not simply the agenda 

of the religious right, but a profoundly political concern 

for the future of freedom. That freedom is already 

imperiled by the effects of pornography. Sex is so 

important that its misuse has become the principal 

means for dismantling our culture and political order. 

We have blinded ourselves to the connection between 

widespread pornography and the dissolution of the 

American family (those with children now represent 

only 25 percent of the population), rampant sexual 

crime (up 236 percent in public schools since 1994), 

the extraordinary rise in illegitimate births (now one 

out of three), abortion (one and a half million per 

year), and the brutal coarsening of our culture. Yet 

pornography has so corrupted our society that no one 

dares mention it as a principal cause of our 

debasement. Livy spoke of this kind of paralysis when 

he bemoaned the decline of ancient Rome: "We 
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reached those last days when we could endure neither 

our vices nor their remedies." Will we lament with 

Euripides's Agave? "Dionysus has undone us. Too late I 

see it." 

 

 

Robert R. Reilly is the music critic and frequent 

columnist for InsideCatholic.com. This article originally 

appeared in the December 1998 issue of Crisis 

Magazine. 

 


