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Is the Future of the Christian Vote in Doubt? 
Deal W. Hudson | Column 

6/8/09 

une 1 was a lovely day in Northern Virginia when 

the staff of InsideCatholic gathered with friends for 

our annual Lazarus Golf Tournament at Bull Run 

Golf Club, nestled against the foothills of the Blue Ridge 

Mountains. Before playing, however, we hosted a 

roundtable discussion entitled "The Future of the 

Christian Vote: Is It in Decline?"  

Around the table were more than two dozen 

nationally recognized Catholic and Evangelical leaders. 

During the two hours of discussion, several basic 

themes emerged with regard to the future of the 

Christian vote. Our moderator, Peter Boyer, former 

reporter for the New York Times and the Los Angeles 

Times and an NPR commentator, has been a staff writer 

for the New Yorker since 1992. He began the discussion 

by listing the various reasons the influence of religious 

conservatives appears to be on the wane, adding that 

the murder of Dr. George Tiller has seriously 

undermined the public standing of the pro-life 

movement.  

Still, by the end of the day, no one in the room 

thought the Christian vote was quite ready for a 

postmortem. Most nodded in agreement when Colin 

Hanna, president of Let Freedom Ring, said religious 

conservatives are in "disarray but not decline." "We 

need to rediscover what coalitions are about," he 

added, and reminisced, "In the late 1970s we knew we 

needed to hang together, but we have fallen away from 

that."  

Manny Miranda, president of the Third Branch 

Conference, recalled that ten years ago the Catholic Left 

was in a similar position, thinking that their influence 

was defunct. Calling the present moment an 

"aberration," Miranda castigated the "secular bishops" 

among conservatives who put their "institutional 

interests" ahead of all else. "The Bush administration is 

over," Miranda said, insisting it is time to allow new 

leaders to emerge.  

"If religious voters are in decline, why did Obama 

campaign so hard for their vote?" asked Jack St. Martin, 

executive director of the Faith and Freedom Coalition. 

He cited polling showing that 21 percent voted for 

McCain in 2008 because he was pro-life, while only 8 

percent voted for Obama because he was not. "Thirty-

four percent of voters still care about abortion -- there 

has not been a rupture," he noted.  

One commentator after another made the point 

that social conservatives and Christian voters never 

"warmed" to McCain. As Gary Marx, the head of the 

Judicial Confirmation Network, put it, "In 2008 we 

didn't even go after our own vote."  

  

What must be done to recapture the vitality of 

Christian voters? Matt Smith, who worked with 

religious coalitions for the Bush White House, said, 

"We need to map out our strategy like we did in 2001; 

no one has done that." Grover Norquist, president of 

Americans for Tax Reform, argued that Christian voters 

should take lessons from the success of the National 

Rifle Association in defending the 2nd Amendment. 

"We will win better by playing defense," Norquist said, 

recommending Christians rally behind the Parental 

Rights Amendment.  

Several participants, like Ned Ryun, president of 

the American Majority, said it was essential that 

Christians put together a political machine "outside of 

the party structure." Ryun maintained that the focus of 

such an effort should be widened to include fiscal and 

limited government issues to abortion and marriage. 

No one in the room disagreed. 

As the discussion drew to an end, Boyer referred 

to the article by Jon Meacham, editor of Newsweek, 

about the "End of Christian America" that provided the 

subject for the roundtable. Jay Heiler, a political 

J 

http://www.newyorker.com/magazine/bios/peter_j_boyer/search?contributorName=peter%20j%20boyer
http://www.letfreedomringusa.com/
http://www.ffcoalition.com/
http://www.atr.org/
http://www.parentalrights.org/
http://www.parentalrights.org/
http://www.americanmajority.org/
http://www.newsweek.com/id/192583
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consultant from Phoenix, got a good laugh when he 

responded to Boyer: "It's a matter of uncertainty 

whether the Christian vote is in decline, but it's quite 

certain that Newsweek is in decline." 

Heiler then offered a comment that seemed to 

summarize the convictions of many in the room:  

If one assumes that the truth wins out when it is 

given effective voice, the political picture for 

conservatives is actually far less gloomy than many 

assume. We have entered upon an age of new 

media in which all have a much greater opportunity 

to publish their viewpoints and make their case far 

and wide, as creatively and persuasively as their 

talents allow. We must, therefore, master the new 

media, and learn to make use of them to good 

effect, and rediscover ageless media in the arts as a 

means of seeking and honoring truth. 

As InsideCatholic enters its third year as a Catholic voice 

in the new media, we couldn't agree more that "the 

truth wins out when it is given effective voice." It is 

what we strive to do everyday. We thank all of those 

friends and supporters who came to our Lazarus 

Tournament and are helping to keep our voice strong.  

 

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.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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Feminists and Moral Consciousness 
Dawn Eden | Column 

6/8/09

ince writing The Thrill of the Chaste -- a recovery 

manual for grown-ups who missed the memo on 

abstinence -- I have addressed all kinds of people, 

from fishermen in Alaska to unwed moms in New York 

City, pornographers at "Sex Week at Yale" to hooting 

Catholic schoolboys in Drogheda, Ireland. But never 

have I been so affected by audiences as I was in Poland, 

meeting readers of the Polish translation of my book. 

What struck me about the Polish readers -- most of 

them young women in their 20s and 30s -- was their 

consciousness of sin. 

It was not merely guilt imposed from outside. Those 

who approached me after my talks -- mostly women, 

but men as well -- described a depth of pain that went 

far beyond simply a sense of regret over failing to follow 

the instruction of their parents, their priest, or the 

pope. Likewise, the readers' hurt clearly was not 

because they were ostracized from society on account 

of their behavior. If anything, just the opposite; it had 

made them fit right in.  

What I saw instead was an acute awareness on the 

readers' part that their sexual experiences outside of 

marriage separated them from God. And I have never 

seen anything like it. 

Young people in Poland, even if they are unable to 

remember communism, are haunted by the sense that 

their parents, who kept the Faith under persecution, 

had something that they themselves lack. They know 

that their country under communism, while materially 

poor, was spiritually rich. And they see that beneath the 

superficial excitement brought by the country's new 

panoply of "choices" -- from the influx of designer-

brand luxuries to the spread of pornography and strip 

joints -- lurks a profound spiritual emptiness. It is a 

"darkness which may be felt."  

Nowhere else have I witnessed audiences so hungry 

for what I have to say, nor so grateful -- particularly 

compared to audiences back home. While Poles can still 

remember when faith defined their identity, we 

Americans have largely become deadened to the effects 

of sexual sin upon the heart and soul. We have become 

lukewarm, taking in so much poison through the very 

air we breathe that we often fail to react when it is 

proffered to us for breakfast, lunch, and dinner. 

I think too that the effects of sexual sin are felt 

more sharply by Poles because they have not yet been 

overpowered by the arguments of those who uphold 

the so-called right to an abortion. With abortion illegal 

in Poland (save for certain exceptions), the nation's 

citizens have more social leeway to regret destructive 

sexual behavior than Americans have. They are free to 

believe that sexual behavior has moral content. 

American public life in the age of Roe v. Wade does 

not permit such freedom. One's sexual behavior -- or, 

rather, "sexual expression" -- is reduced to being 

simply one "choice" among others. No consensual sex 

act or sexual pairing may be called socially or morally 

unacceptable -- and woe to the man or woman who 

says otherwise. 

  

A recent example of this phenomenon is The Purity 

Myth, the latest work by Feministing blogger Jessica 

Valenti, who formerly ran the official blog for the 

abortion-advocacy organization NARAL Pro-Choice 

America. In it, Valenti, whose previous books include 

Full Frontal Feminism, castigates several pro-chastity 

authors, including myself, for "using the media's 

obsession with young women's 'deviant' sexuality to 

cash in and spread their retrogressive messages."  

"If the virginity movement really cared about 

women," she writes, "the link to anti-feminism 

S 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/084991311X/insidecatcom-20
http://bible.cc/exodus/10-21.htm
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Abortion_in_Poland
http://dawneden.blogspot.com/2009/04/miss-california-vs-mr-washington.html
http://books.google.com/books?id=rQ10AIsHNa4C&printsec=frontcover&dq=jessica+valenti&ei=OcfzSfOCCJviygSsrqCmCw#PPP1,M1
http://books.google.com/books?id=rQ10AIsHNa4C&printsec=frontcover&dq=jessica+valenti&ei=OcfzSfOCCJviygSsrqCmCw#PPP1,M1
http://books.google.com/books?id=rQ10AIsHNa4C&printsec=frontcover&dq=jessica+valenti&ei=OcfzSfOCCJviygSsrqCmCw#PPP1,M1
http://www.feministing.com/
http://blogforchoice.com/about.html
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wouldn't be so evident. What other movement has 

ensured that young women have the rights that they 

have today?" 

Valenti then enunciates the familiar list of feminists' 

legislative achievements. For the reader who has any 

sympathy with chastity advocates, the message is quite 

clear: You are either for feminism, and everything it 

stands for -- especially sexual license -- or you are 

repressive, retrogressive, and downright dangerous. 

This is the attitude put forth not only by Valenti but 

by the entire feminist establishment, putting their 

movement above all reproach. The logic it follows is 

that a political movement, once it has accomplished a 

noble goal, is infallible. (Mussolini, after all, made the 

trains run on time.) 

Such blind dogmatism fosters an atmosphere of 

tremendous repression that hurts both men and 

women. This is seen nowhere more poignantly than in 

feminists who deny the personhood of the unborn (as 

with those who liken a child in the womb to a "parasite" 

or "tapeworm") and likewise deny the pain of post-

abortive women. 

Valenti's wider message, as she explains in the 

introduction to The Purity Myth (reprinted on the Today 

show Web site to coincide with her appearance on that 

program), is that morality, or at least negative 

judgments about morality, should be removed entirely 

from the sexual sphere. She writes, "Our daughters 

deserve a model of morality that's based on ethics, not 

on their bodies." 

Valenti allows that freedom from sexual morality is 

not without risks. That is why she believes in "giving 

young women the room to explore sexually and even 

make mistakes, without being judged." 

"It's part of the learning process," she shrugs, "and 

most of us have been through it." The idea that sexual 

experimentation might hurt not only the "learner," but 

others as well, appears to be immaterial.  

  

To accomplish her goal of removing morality from the 

sexual sphere, Valenti must deny that pornography is 

inherently immoral -- a task she takes on gladly in The 

Purity Myth. "Naked women aren't the problem -- a 

woman believing her only value is sexual is what's 

dangerous," she writes. To her, socially conservative 

organizations that battle pornography are part of "a 

system that devalues women even more than some of 

the worst porn does." 

I do not know if, by "some of the worst porn," 

Valenti means the kind that depicts violence against 

women. But I do know, from my conversations with 

women, that men's use of pornography takes a terrible 

toll on relationships. For the women who witness their 

boyfriend's or husband's obsession with it, it amounts 

to a violation, the psychological equivalent of a rape.  

That Valenti -- who decries violence against 

women -- would so despise chastity that she would 

advocate pornography over sexual restraint shows 

how deeply she has blinded herself to the logical 

consequences of her philosophy. 

Indeed, she holds sexual restraint in such 

contempt that she excludes it entirely from the ethical 

sphere, deriding it as the "ethics of passivity." She 

mocks Janie Fredell, a Harvard University college 

student and chastity advocate, for telling the New York 

Times, "It takes a strong woman to be abstinent, and 

that's the kind of woman I want to be." 

Her mocking a young woman barely out of her 

teens reveals the foundation of not only Valenti's own 

hatred of chastity, but also that of her feminist peers. 

When she dismisses Fredell for having the audacity to 

co-opt the feminist concept of the "strong woman," 

her remarks recall nothing so much as the petty, 

insecure high-schooler resentful of female 

competitors. And, indeed, Valenti admits in her book's 

introduction that her motivation for writing it was that 

she was herself teased in high school, a "cruelly 

labeled slut" whose sexual experience caused her to be 

pegged as a "bad person" by schoolmates who ignored 

her "good heart, sense of humor, and intelligence." 

http://pandagon.blogsome.com/2006/03/15/the-parasite-of-love/
http://pandagon.blogsome.com/2006/06/23/just-convert-already-so-we-can-be-rid-of-you/
http://www.msnbc.msn.com/id/30353377/
http://www.msnbc.msn.com/id/30353377/
http://www.msnbc.msn.com/id/21134540/vp/30368108#30368108
http://www.nytimes.com/2008/03/30/magazine/30Chastity-t.html?em&ex=1207195200&en=61c2f59a1ced0313&ei=5070
http://www.nytimes.com/2008/03/30/magazine/30Chastity-t.html?em&ex=1207195200&en=61c2f59a1ced0313&ei=5070
http://www.nytimes.com/2008/03/30/magazine/30Chastity-t.html?em&ex=1207195200&en=61c2f59a1ced0313&ei=5070
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It never occurs to her that anyone who disrupts the 

sexual order in high school suffers for it -- the chaste 

perhaps most of all. For every sexually experienced girl 

who is labeled a "slut," there are ten inexperienced 

ones who try to appear more worldly wise than they 

are, for fear of being marked as prudes. 

For Valenti, the idea that virginity even exists is "a 

lie." She came to that realization after her first sexual 

experience at age 14 left her feeling unchanged, as she 

writes in Chapter 1: "I fail to see how anything that lasts 

less than five minutes can have such an indelible ethical 

impact." She seeks to "outline a new way for us to think 

about young women as moral actors, one that doesn't 

include their bodies." 

Her goal is supremely practical: "If having sex is a 

morally neutral -- or positive -- act, then young women 

will start making better and healthier decisions, because 

they'll feel justified in making them." It is the optimism 

of radical individualism: Take away the moral dimension 

from a choice, and wisdom will emerge on its own. 

The author's certainty that "healthy" sexual conduct 

flows naturally from the absence of moral guidelines 

recalls the experiments performed by a 16th-century 

Indian emperor. He isolated babies with a mute nurse 

to see what would be their "natural" language. Lacking 

an example, the children grew up unable to speak. 

The American children of the sexual revolution are 

much the same way. Now grown up, they are unable to 

speak about their pain, and so they are incapable of 

teaching their children to speak of it. They could learn 

something from their peers in Poland that might help 

them heal -- if only the feminist culture, which claims to 

be so concerned about freeing them from repression, 

would grant them permission to listen. 

 

Dawn Eden is author of The Thrill of the Chaste: 

Finding Fulfillment While Keeping Your Clothes On 

(Thomas Nelson, 2006) and has been featured on NBC's 

Today show and EWTN's Life on the Rock. Visit her 

online at thrillofthechaste.com or her blog, The Dawn 

Patrol. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/084991311X/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/084991311X/insidecatcom-20
http://www.msnbc.msn.com/id/23437024
http://www.msnbc.msn.com/id/23437024
http://www.thrillofthechaste.com/
http://dawneden.blogspot.com/
http://dawneden.blogspot.com/
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Blessed Are Those Who Hunger and Thirst for Righteousness 
Mark P. Shea | Column 

6/9/09

lessed are those who hunger and thirst for 

righteousness, for they shall be satisfied" 

(Mt 5:6). 

The goods of this world, though they remain good, 

can be deceptive when you are a member of a fallen 

race. In certain moods of rude good health and the flush 

of adolescent insolence, it is all too easy to speak as 

though we can live on bread alone and that (as 

postmodern professors never tire of saying), 

"Everything is about power." But when the buffets and 

battering pains of real life rip away the veneer of 

consumerist comfort in which we wrap ourselves, we 

seek love and hope in the end, not power -- if we are 

wise and listen to the better angels of our nature.  

We discover again that things like meaning, truth, 

beauty, goodness, and love are for our souls what bread 

is for our stomachs. We sicken of the empty calories of 

what passes for wisdom in this world. We find that it is 

more vital to our life to know why we are alive than it is 

to merely extend life. We discover that we are 

desperate to know that there is goodness in the world 

and that we can know it, live it, and give it to our 

grandchildren. We find, in short, that we hunger and 

thirst for righteousness.  

Simply discovering that is to grow up in ways that 

philosophers and academics in the antique bastions of 

clever postmodernism called "American Universities" 

have yet to discover. If you hunger and thirst for 

righteousness, you find that you stop being afraid of 

and intimidated by the clever fool. You discover that 

you are not stupid for ceasing to fear him. You find, to 

your surprise, that you are a grownup and a human 

being, not a talking head parroting what the Chattering 

Classes tell you should be thought by Correct-Thinking 

People. 

 Of course, when you make this break with what 

people tell you to think and begin trying to think with 

Christ and His Church, one of the results will be that you 

will receive (as a sort of badge of honor) the title of 

"self-righteous." It is, by far and away, the most 

common term of abuse thrown at any person who 

defends some principle that makes people 

uncomfortable. So, for instance, pro-lifers are "self-

righteous" according to abortion supporters. Anti-

torture folk are "self-righteous" according to torture 

defenders. Teetotalers are "self-righteous" according 

to drinkers, tobacco opponents are "self-righteous" 

according to smokers, opponents of gay marriage are 

"self-righteous" according to supporters of gay rights. 

But what does "self-righteous" actually mean? For 

most speakers of modern English, it means, "I don't 

like you, and the principle you express belief in makes 

me very uncomfortable and angry." Indeed, in 

postmodern culture, there is basically no difference 

between calling somebody "self-righteous" and calling 

them "righteous." The words are functionally 

synonymous, and they both mean "Pharisaic" or simply 

"full of yourself." 

This is a major change from biblical thinking. "Self-

righteousness" is 180 degrees from the biblical notion 

of "righteousness." To be called "righteous" in 

Scripture is a compliment, not an insult. It means 

something much closer to what modern English 

speakers mean by "a great guy" or "salt of the earth" 

or even "genuine hero" than the crabbed teetotaler, 

icy snob, or self-regarding gasbag we think of when we 

hear the word "righteous" today. When Matthew calls 

Joseph a righteous man, he means that as a very good 

thing indeed, not as an implication that he's a rule-

bound, unfeeling, morally calculating unit unable to 

sympathize with human frailty in his persecuting zeal 

to maintain his status as Holier Than Thou. 

 

"B 
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So what's the difference between righteousness and 

self-righteousness? The word "self." A person who 

upholds a moral system (especially a difficult one) is not 

automatically self-righteous. He is only self-righteous if 

he maintains that he has the power to uphold his moral 

system on his own steam or because he's That Sort of 

Chap. 

The proof is in Scripture itself. We have it from 

Scripture that the apostles and evangelists upheld an 

extremely high moral standard: one that the Pharisees 

themselves could not possibly hope to keep (Mt 5:20). 

But they were not self-righteous in doing so, even when 

they carefully (and quite obnoxiously, to their Jewish 

audience) repeated the denunciations their Master had 

uttered against the Pharisees as "blind guides" and 

"whited sepulchers" (Mt 23). Why were these 

obnoxious and annoying people not self-righteous? 

Because they emphatically insisted that their 

righteousness came from Christ, not from themselves. 

Indeed, they carefully recorded the fact that, apart from 

Christ, they could do nothing; that left to themselves, 

they betrayed and abandoned Christ in His most 

desperate hour; and that they were quite capable of 

doing it again if they rejected the saving grace He 

offered them. 

A Christian moralist who upholds some unpopular 

principle or denounces some popular evil is not, 

therefore, automatically self-righteous for doing so, 

even if he is annoying and shrill. Indeed, no small part of 

his shrillness may well be due to the fact that he fears 

his weakness. Calling such a one "self-righteous" is as 

silly as saying that an alcoholic who loudly and 

belligerently refuses the blandishments of his friends to 

go to the pub is self-righteous. In such a case, the 

Christian moralist is basically saying (as C. S. Lewis 

remarked about his own writings on Christian morality), 

"My heart (I need no other) sheweth me the 

wickedness of the ungodly." His shrillness in such a case 

is a reflection of his acute awareness of his own 

weakness, not a boast of his superior and self-sufficient 

virtue. 

I suspect about 99 percent of the people in the 

world who are declared to be "self-righteous" by 

opponents in moral debates in fact carry in their souls a 

deep dread (and, often, a bitter memory) of some moral 

lapse that drives them to strongly emphasize the point 

of morality under discussion. Their emphasis may well 

be muddle-headed (as, for instance, in the case of the 

prohibitionist, or the person who identifies smoking, 

cards, dancing, or TV with sin). But unless you can 

demonstrate that a person is making a moral argument 

that really is predicated on congratulating themselves 

for being without the need of divine grace due to their 

intrinsic goodness, there's really no sense in calling such 

a person "self-righteous." Obnoxious, shrill, irritating, 

loveless, hostile, and rude, quite possibly. But not self-

righteous. 

  

Having distinguished self-righteousness (that's bad) 

from righteousness (that's good) there remains the 

question of how we get this righteousness Jesus 

wishes us to hunger and thirst for. The Christian 

tradition has hashed out three basic answers to that 

question, two of them false and one of them apostolic. 

The first false answer is that of Pelagius, who said, 

"We are sinners because we sin." His prescription 

more or less amounted to saying "Stop it!" and 

assuring us that all we had to do was pull ourselves up 

by our bootstraps, imitate Jesus (who was only sent as 

a model, not as the source of righteousness), and we 

could be perfectly righteous on our own steam. This 

happy theory, unfortunately contradicted by the 

experience every single human being who has ever 

lived (even the Blessed Virgin, who certainly never 

claimed to be righteous on her own steam), was 

stomped into the dust by St. Augustine, who 

maintained the profound wisdom of St. Paul in 

pointing out that, in fact, we sin because we are 

sinners, fallen in Adam and unable to save ourselves 

apart from the grace of Christ. 

Many sectors of the Reformation, following bits of 

Augustine's thought, offered us another false choice. 

They agreed with Augustine that Pelagius was wrong 

about making ourselves righteous by grit, 

determination, and hard work. But they concluded 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BYLMTvxOaeE
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from this that righteousness was fundamentally 

impossible for us to incarnate. They adopted a theory of 

"imputed righteousness" in which, as the classic image 

put it, salvation proceeded by God covering the dunghill 

of our everlastingly corrupt humanity with the snow of 

Christ's righteousness. We remain the rotten bastards 

we always have been and always will be, but God "sees 

Jesus," not us, and so pretends that we are righteous. 

The problem with this theory is, well, what a crappy sort 

of salvation that is! If that's the righteousness that 

satisfies, then I'm a Hottentot. 

And there's a reason for that intuition: It's not really 

biblical. Christ comes to transform us -- to make us 

participants in the divine nature (2 Pt 1:4), not mere 

dunghills covered with snow. True, part of the salvation 

process involves "imputed righteousness," but that's 

not the whole story. As C. S. Lewis points out, this is 

how we also raise our children: by treating them as 

kinder, more generous, more polite, and less self-

centered than they really are until, as in Beauty and the 

Beast, the face become beautiful in response to the 

love showered on it. Grace is out to transform us, not 

merely put lipstick on a pig.  

The fundamental insight of the Catholic tradition is 

that, ultimately, righteousness is not a concept. It is not 

a legal fiction. It is not an abstraction. It is not a moral 

state. It is not an ideal. It is not a rule, law, or command. 

Righteousness is a Person named Jesus Christ. To 

hunger and thirst for righteousness is, in the end of 

ends, to hunger and thirst for Him and for 

transformation into the fullness of His image and 

likeness. Jesus knew this and gives us the Eucharist, His 

Body and Blood, which He has multiplied into food for 

billions of people and that still satisfies. It is a foretaste 

of the full satisfaction of Heaven, when we shall sit at 

the Marriage Supper of the Lamb, not as everlastingly 

selfish children whose unreconstructed swinishness 

God pretends not to see, but as creatures who have 

really been completely cleansed of sin and made free 

and full participants in the perfect and glorious charity 

of the Trinity. 

 

Mark P. Shea is a senior editor for 

www.CatholicExchange.com and a columnist for 

InsideCatholic. Visit his blog at 

markshea.blogspot.com. 

http://www.catholicexchange.com/
http://markshea.blogspot.com/
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Praying with the Kaisers 
John Zmirak | Column 

6/10/09

s I'm writing this column at the tail end of my 

first trip to Vienna, some of you who've read me 

before might expect a bittersweet love note to 

the Habsburgs -- a tear-stained column that splutters 

about Blessed Karl and "good Kaiser Franz Josef," calls 

this a "pilgrimage" like my 2008 trip to the Vatican, and 

celebrates the dynasty that for centuries, with almost 

perfect consistency, upheld the material interests and 

political teachings of the Church, until by 1914 it was 

the only important government in the world on which 

the embattled Pope Pius X could rely for solid support. 

Then I'd rant for a while about how the Empire was 

purposely targeted by the messianic maniac Woodrow 

Wilson, whose Social Gospel was the prototype for the 

poison that drips today from the White House onto the 

dome of Notre Dame.  

And you would be right. That's exactly what I plan 

to say -- so dyed-in-the-wool Americanists who regard 

the whole of the Catholic political past as a dark prelude 

to the blazing sun that was John Courtenay Murray (or 

John F. Kennedy) might as well close their eyes for the 

next 1,500 words -- as they have to the past 1,500 

years.  

But as I bang that kettle drum again, I want to set 

two scenes, one from a fine and underrated movie, the 

other from my visit. The powerful historical drama 

Sunshine (1999) stars Ralph Fiennes as three successive 

members of a prosperous Jewish family in Habsburg 

Budapest. The film was so ambitious as to try portraying 

the broad sweep of historical change -- and, as a result, 

it was not especially popular. What historical dramas we 

moderns tend to like are confined to the tale of a single 

hero, and how he wreaks vengeance on the villains with 

English accents who outraged the woman he loved. 

Sunshine, on the other hand, tells the vivid story of the 

degeneration of European civilization in the course of a 

mere 40 years. The Sonnenschein family are the 

witnesses, and the victims, as the creaky multinational 

monarchy ruled by the tolerant, devoutly Catholic 

Habsburgs gives way through reckless war to a series of 

political fanaticisms -- all of them driven by some 

version of Collectivism, which the great Austrian 

Catholic political philosopher Erik von Kuenhelt-Leddihn 

calls "the ideology of the Herd."  

From a dynasty that claimed its legitimacy as the 

representative of divine authority at the apex of a 

great, interconnected pyramid of Being in which the 

lowliest Croatian fisherman (like my grandpa) had 

liberties guaranteed by the same Christian God who 

legitimated the Kaiser's throne, Central Europe fell 

prey to one strain after another of groupthink under 

arms: From the Red Terror imposed by Hungarian 

Bolsheviks who loved only members of a given social 

class, to radical Hungarian nationalists who loved only 

conformist members of their tribe, to Nazi 

collaborationists who wouldn't settle for assimilating 

Jews but wished to kill them, finally to Stalinist stooges 

who ended up reviving tribal anti-Semitism. The 

exhaustion at the film's end is palpable: In the same 

amount of time that separates us today from President 

Lyndon Johnson, the peoples of Central Europe went 

from the kindly Kaiser Franz Josef through Adolf Hitler 

to Josef Stalin. Call it Progress.  

Apart from a heavily bureaucratic empire that 

spun its wheels preventing its dozens of ethnic 

minorities from cleansing each other's villages, what 

was lost with the fall of the Austro-Hungarian 

monarchy? For one thing, we lost the last political link 

Western Christendom had with the heritage of the 

Holy Roman Empire. (Its crown stands today in the 

Imperial Treasury at the Hofburg, and for me it's a civic 

relic.) Charlemagne's co-creation with the pope of his 

day, that Empire had symbolized a number of 

principles we could do well remembering today: 

Principally, the Empire (and the other Christian 

monarchies that once acknowledged its authority) 

A 

http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0145503/
http://www.amazon.com/Leftism-Revisited-Sade-Marx-Hitler/dp/0895265370/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1244589403&sr=8-1
http://www.amazon.com/Leftism-Revisited-Sade-Marx-Hitler/dp/0895265370/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1244589403&sr=8-1
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represented the lay counterpart to the papacy, a 

tangible sign that the State's authority came not from 

mere popular opinion, or the whims of tyrants, but an 

unchangeable order of Being, rooted in divine 

revelation and natural law.  

The job of protecting the liberty of the Church and 

enforcing (yes, enforcing) that Law fell not to the clergy 

but to laymen. The clergy were not a political party or a 

pressure group -- but a separate Estate that often as not 

served as a counterbalance to the authority of the 

monarchy. No monarch was absolute under this system, 

but held his rights in tension with the traditional 

privileges of nobles, clergy, the citizens of free towns, 

and serfs who were guaranteed the security of their 

land. Until the Reformation destroyed the Church's 

power to resist the whims of kings -- who suddenly had 

the option of pulling their nation out of communion 

with the pope -- no king would have had the power or 

authority to rule with anything like the monarchical 

power of a U.S. president. Of course, no medieval 

monarch wielded 25-40 percent of his subjects' wealth, 

or had the power to draft their children for foreign 

wars. It took the rise of democratic legal theory, as Hans 

Herman Hoppe has pointed out, to convince people 

that the State was really just an extension of 

themselves: a nice way to coax folks into allowing the 

State ever increasing dominance over their lives.  

A Christian monarchy, whatever its flaws, was at 

least constrained in its abuses of power by certain 

fundamental principles of natural and canon law; when 

these were violated, as often they were, the abuse was 

clear to all, and the monarchy often suffered. In 

extreme cases, kings could be deposed. Today, by 

contrast, priests in Germany receive their salaries from 

the State, collected in taxes from citizens who check the 

"Catholic" box. So much for the independence of the 

clergy. 

  

The House of Austria ruled the last regime in Europe 

that bound itself by such traditional strictures, which 

took for granted that its family and social policies must 

pass muster in the Vatican. By contrast, in the racially 

segregated America of 1914, eugenicists led by 

Margaret Sanger were already gearing up to impose 

mandatory sterilization in a dozen U.S. states (as they 

would succeed in doing by 1930), while Prohibitionist 

clergymen and Klansmen (they worked together on this) 

were getting ready to close all the bars. As historian 

Richard Gamble has written, in 1914 the United States 

was the most "progressive" and secular government in 

the world -- and by 1918, it was one of the most 

conservative. We didn't shift; the spectrum did.  

Dismantled by angry nationalists who set up tiny 

and often intolerant regimes that couldn't defend 

themselves, nearly every inch of Franz-Josef's realm 

would fall first into the hands of Adolf Hitler, then 

those of Josef Stalin. Today, these realms are largely 

(not wholly) secularized, exhausted perhaps by the 

enervating and brutal history they have suffered, 

interested largely in the calm and meaningless comfort 

offered by modern capitalism, rendered safer and even 

duller by the buffer of socialist insurance. The peoples 

who once thrilled to the agonies and ecstasies carved 

into the stone churches here in Vienna can now barely 

rouse the energy to reproduce themselves. Make war? 

Making love seems barely worth the tussle or the 

nappies. Over in America, we're equally in love with 

peace and comfort -- although we've a slightly higher 

(market-driven?) tolerance for risk, and hence a higher 

birthrate. For the moment. 

  

Speaking of children brings me to the most haunting 

image I will take away from Austria. I spent a whole 

afternoon exploring the most beautiful Catholic church 

I have ever seen -- including those in Rome -- the 

Steinhof, built by Jugendstil architect Otto Wagner and 

designed by Kolomon Moser. An exquisite balance of 

modern, almost Art-Deco elements with the classical 

traditions of church architecture, it seems to me clear 

evidence that we could have built reverent modern 

places of worship, ones that don't simply ape the past. 

And we still can. A little too modern for Kaiser Franz, 

the place was funded, the kindly tour guide told me in 

broken English, by the Viennese bourgeoisie. (Since my 

family only recently clawed its way into that social 

http://www.mises.org/hoppeintro.asp
http://www.mises.org/hoppeintro.asp
http://www.firstprinciplesjournal.com/articles.aspx?article=510&theme=home&loc=b
http://www.amazon.com/War-Righteousness-Progressive-Christianity-Messianic/dp/1932236163/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1244589584&sr=1-1
http://images.google.at/imgres?imgurl=http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/4/44/Otto_Wagner_Steinhofkirche8.JPG&imgrefurl=http://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Otto_Wagner_Steinhofkirche8.JPG&usg=__XFJr4mMqj2ptN5xDp4Xadsp6-Nw=&h=1100&w=1467&sz=852&hl=de&start=15&um=1&tbnid=lgh22DnmyYIRpM:&tbnh=112&tbnw=150&prev=/images?q=steinhof+windows&hl=de&client=firefox-a&rls=org.mozilla:en-US:official&hs=RUp&sa=N&um=1
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class, I felt a little surge of pride.) Apart from the 

stunning sanctuary, the most impressive element in the 

church is the series of stained-glass windows depicting 

the seven Spiritual and the seven Corporal Works of 

Mercy -- each with a saint who embodied a given work. 

All this was especially moving given the function of the 

Steinhof, which served and serves as the chapel of 

Vienna's mental hospital. (It wasn't so easy getting a 

tour!) The church was made exquisite, the guide 

explained, intentionally to remind the patients that 

their society hadn't abandoned them. Moser does more 

than Sig Freud can to reconcile God's ways to man. 

We see in the chapel the spirit of Franz Josef's 

Austria, the pre-modern mythos that grants man a 

sacred place in a universe where he was created a little 

lower than the angels -- and an emperor stands only in 

a different spot, with heavier burdens facing a harsher 

judgment than his subjects. No wonder Franz Josef slept 

on a narrow cot in an apartment that wouldn't pass 

muster on New York's Park Avenue, rose at 4 a.m. to 

work, and granted an audience to any subject who 

requested it. He knew that he faced a Judge who isn't 

impressed by crowns.  

As we left the church, I asked the guide about a 

plaque I'd seen but couldn't quite ken, and her face 

grew suddenly solemn. "That is the next part of the 

tour." She explained to me and the group the purpose 

of the Spiegelgrund Memorial. It stands in the part of 

the hospital once reserved for what we'd call 

"exceptional children," those with mental or physical 

handicaps. While Austria was a Christian monarchy, 

such children were taught to busy themselves with 

crafts and educated as widely as their handicaps 

permitted. The soul of each, as Franz Josef would freely 

have admitted, was equal to the emperor's. But in 1939, 

Austria didn't have an emperor anymore. It dwelt under 

the democratically elected, hugely popular leader of a 

regime that justly called itself "socialist." The ethos that 

prevailed was a weird mix of romanticism and cold 

utilitarian calculation, one which shouldn't be too 

unfamiliar to us. It worried about the suffering of 

lebensunwertes Leben, or "life unworthy of life"--a 

phrase we might as well revive in our democratic 

country that aborts 90 percent of Down's Syndrome 

children diagnosed in utero. So the Spiegelgrund was 

transformed from a rehabilitation center to one that 

specialized in experimentation. As the Holocaust 

memorial site Nizkor documents:  

In Nazi Austria, parents were encouraged to leave 

their disabled children in the care of people like 

[Spiegelgrund director] Dr. Heinrich Gross. If the 

youngsters had been born with defects, wet their 

beds, or were deemed unsociable, the 

neurobiologist killed them and removed their 

brains for examination. . . . 

Children were killed because they stuttered, had a 

harelip, had eyes too far apart. They died by injection 

or were left outdoors to freeze or were simply starved. 

Dr. Gross saved the children's brains for "research" 

(not on stem cells, we must hope). All this, a few 

hundred feet from the windows depicting the Works of 

Mercy. Of course, they'd been replaced by the works 

of Modernity.  

We're much more civilized about this sort of thing 

nowadays, as the guests at Dr. George Tiller's secular 

canonization can testify. In true American fashion, our 

genocide is libertarian and voluntarist, enacted for 

profit and covered by insurance.  

I will think of the children of the Spiegelgrund 

tomorrow, as I spend the morning in the 

Kapuzinkirche, where the Habsburg emperors are 

buried -- and the Fraternity of St. Peter say a daily Latin 

Mass. As I pray the canon my ancestors prayed and 

venerate the emperors they revered, I will beg the 

good Lord for some respite from all the Progress we've 

enjoyed.  

Blessed Karl I, ora pro nobis.  

 

John Zmirak is author, most recently, of the graphic 

novel The Grand Inquisitor and is Writer-in-Residence 

at Thomas More College in New Hampshire. He writes 

weekly for InsideCatholic.com. 

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/_W7Qfxn8Y454/SaK7LLFaBYI/AAAAAAAABX4/Y29pofxwZWA/s1600-h/Wien+Juli+02+003_1.jpg
http://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Otto_Wagner_Steinhofkirche8.JPG
http://www.nizkor.org/ftp.cgi/places/ftp.py?places//austria/vienna/steinhof/eugenics-and-dr_gross
http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=6157&Itemid=48
http://www.takimag.com/blogs/article/an_inconvenient_miracle/
http://www.takimag.com/blogs/JZmirak/
http://www.amazon.com/Grand-Inquisitor-Crossroad-Book/dp/0824524357/ref=sr_1_5?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1219633304&sr=1-5
http://www.thomasmorecollege.edu/
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Crime in Kansas 

Rev. George W. Rutler | Column 

6/10/09

uring the persecution of Christians during the 

reign of Marcus Aurelius, the Roman prefect 

Rusticus was frustrated by the serene 

equanimity of the Christian convert Justin, a Platonic 

philosopher. The Romans considered Christianity a 

supserstitio parva (perverse superstition) and classified 

its morality as immodica (immoderate) for, among 

other things, refusing to abort the unborn and "expose" 

the newly born. Bereft of rational arguments against 

Christians, Nero blamed them for burning Rome, as 

some would blame the Jews for the bubonic plague. The 

demagogic policy, updated by Lenin and made a 

political craft in our day, was to "never let a crisis go 

unused." 

Every great cause attracts its sociopaths who cloak 

their pathology in the mantle of righteousness. I tread 

on hallowed ground when I mention Savonarola, for he 

may have been a saint and true martyr. The jury is still 

out on that, but the Botticellis at the bottom of the 

Arno river are mute testimony that if the greatest 

treason is "to do the right thing for the wrong reason," 

one notch lower in the order of moral confusion is to do 

the wrong thing for the right reason. Pope Alexander VI 

did not have a calming effect on his own family, so we 

may sympathize with the strain he put on the 

sensitivities of a pious friar like Savonarola, but another 

man, not Pope Alexander but Alexander Pope, said that 

the worst of madmen is a saint run mad. Erasmus 

revered the example of Savonarola to strengthen his 

faith, but the esoteric cult of the Piagnoni also used 

Savonarola to justify their own angularity. 

Those zealots illustrate Alduous Huxley's dictum 

that a fanatic is a man who consciously 

overcompensates for a secret doubt. If we skip a few 

centuries, I do not know if Carrie Nation secretly feared 

that she might become an alcoholic like her husband, 

but the image of the portly six-foot tall woman in black 

waving a hatchet at saloonkeepers was enough to drive 

some sober men to drink. She had right reasons but not 

much reason, and that may have been inherited from 

her own mother, who was under the impression that 

she was Queen Victoria. 

It is always wrong to do something intrinsically evil, 

no matter how good the desired end may be. When 

Jesus admonished St. Peter for cutting off a man's ear, 

His pragmatic motive was to accomplish a higher end. 

The principle of proportionality is much more 

demanding of mere mortals when an individual wildly 

appropriates to himself, outside the sanctions of 

system and the tranquility of order, the right to kill in 

cold blood. And when a fanatic destroys life in the 

name of human dignity, however depraved and 

macabre the target, the raucous contradiction gives 

demagogues a chance to exploit the crime. 

This is the manner of hypocritical Pharisaism, as 

opposed to the Pharisees whose righteousness our 

Lord said should be exceeded by His disciples. The 

debased Pharisees gave themselves a bad name 

because they postured as scandalized in order to haul 

themselves onto a shaky moral platform higher than 

their opponents. They hectored Jesus with 

manufactured moral conundrums in order to create a 

crisis which they could exploit. When they disguised 

their motives as a civil matter, as those do who shift 

the case from being pro-life to being pro-choice, they 

intimidated the judge by saying that if he did not go 

along with them, he was no friend of Caesar. The 

judge, well-schooled by the academic Cynics, scorned 

all of them as fanatics, but in the end he deferred to 

Caesar, since his cynicism was a fanatical contempt for 

fanaticism. 

  

I cite the case of a man gone off the edge who 

committed murder in Kansas in the name of the 
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sacredness of life. Impatient with rational voices, he 

said: "These men are all talk. What we need is action -- 

action!" He was rightly called a "misguided fanatic," but 

some deluded people made things worse by actually 

praising the murderer. On the other hand, opportunists 

exploited the crisis to discredit all of their opponents. 

The Kansas killing to which I refer was the 

Pottawatomie Massacre. Abraham Lincoln justly applied 

the term "misguided fanatic" to the perpetrator, and 

those who praised the maverick killer as "Christ-like" 

included Ralph Waldo Emerson and Henry David 

Thoreau. The demagogues were Southern slaveholders 

who seized the chance to tar all abolitionists as fanatics. 

The "inventor of American terrorism" was John Brown, 

whose body "lies a-mouldering in the grave." A more 

prudent abolitionist, Julia Ward Howe, transposed the 

lyrics of the old song into a hymn of the true Christ, who 

in His own definitive justice is trampling out the vintage 

where the grapes of wrath are stored. 

The sane diction of authentic confessors of faith, as 

opposed to traitors against reason, was very like what 

Justin patiently told Rusticus: "We hope to suffer 

torment for the sake of our Lord Jesus Christ, and so be 

saved. For this will bring us salvation and confidence as 

we stand before the more terrible and universal 

judgment-seat of our Lord and Savior."  

 

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

of our Saviour in New York City. His latest book, A Crisis 

of Saints: The Call to Heroic Faith in an Unheroic 

World, 2nd edition, is available from the Crossroad 

Publishing Company. 

http://www.oursaviournyc.org/
http://www.oursaviournyc.org/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0824525256/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0824525256/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0824525256/insidecatcom-20


 

in
si

d
e
ca

th
o
lic

.c
o
m

 

15 

 

The Basement of the Culture of Death 

Deal W. Hudson | Column 

6/11/09
ith a pro-abortion president in the White 

House, new sub-groups in the broader 

"culture of death" are coming into view. 

One of them is dark, indeed.  

Take two recent events: Dr. George Tiller is 

compared to Martin Luther King, Jr. The president of 

Catholics for Choice attacks a political appointee, Alexia 

Kelley, who defended Obama's abortion record before 

the nation's Catholic voters.  

As head of Catholics in Alliance with the Common 

Good, Alexia Kelley was second only to Doug Kmiec in 

making Obama's record on abortion palatable to 

Catholics. Aren't these two organizations supposed to 

be on the same side? Why wouldn't Catholics for Choice 

applaud Ms. Kelley's appointment to the faith-based 

office of the Department of Health and Human 

Services? 

In previous commentary on this quarrel, I implied 

that the objection to Kelley was a simple territorial spat. 

During the presidential election, Kelley's Catholics in 

Alliance had supplanted Catholics for Choice as the 

preeminent organization of the Catholic Left. Kelley 

now stands atop not only the movement pecking order, 

but also controls $20 million of the Health and Human 

Services budget earmarked for family-planning services. 

The present and former presidents of CFC, Frances 

Kissling and Jon O'Brien, fear the loss of status, but they 

fear the loss of power as political gatekeepers even 

more.  

In dwelling on the political aspects of the attack by 

O'Brien and Kissling, I neglected to probe the deeper 

issue feeding their animus against the "abortion 

reduction" argument and Kelley's support for it. That 

dimension reveals a subculture among abortion 

supporters that may well distinguish O'Brien and 

Kissling from Kelley. If not, it surely distinguishes them 

from many who consider themselves "pro-choice."  

O'Brien considers his objection to Kelley's advocacy 

of abortion reduction so fundamental that he describes 

both her and Catholics in Alliance as "anti-choice." I 

should have paused longer over that description, 

because it reveals an outlook entirely at odds with the 

abortion-reduction program (assuming that it is held as 

a matter of sincere conviction and not political 

expediency).  

When O'Brien accuses Kelley of an "abandonment 

of ideals," it should be clear that Catholics for Choice 

cares, first and foremost, about protecting a woman's 

alleged "right" to end a human life in her womb. What 

pains O'Brien and Kissling is any stifling of a woman's 

choice, not the death of an unborn child. What enrages 

these two about Kelley is that she and her organization 

publicly regarded abortion as something to be equated 

with torture or war. Catholics for Choice is so exercised 

over Kelley's leadership that the organization 

produced a pamphlet titled, "The Trouble with 

Catholics in Alliance for the Common Good." 

Indeed, Kissling and O'Brien employ "pro-choice" 

not as a euphemism to disguise the horror of what 

they espouse, but as a direct signifier of what they 

value to the exclusion of anything else: choice. Anyone 

who describes herself as pro-choice but has any 

impulse to protect the unborn is "anti-choice." Thus is 

revealed the darkest recesses in the "culture of death," 

when all compassion for the unborn child is reviled in 

the name of freedom. 

Such was also the case recently when late-term 

abortionist Dr. LeRoy Carhart compared the murder of 

Dr. George Tiller, another late-term abortionist, to the 

assassination of Martin Luther King, Jr. But Dr. Carhart 

went even further:  

This is the equivalent of Pearl Harbor, the sinking 

of the Lusitania, and any other major historic event 

where we've tolerated the intolerable for too long. 

W 

http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_myblog&show=Bickering-Erupts-on-the-Religious-Left.html&Itemid=127
http://www.catholicsforchoice.org/AntiabortionAdvocateAppointedtoHHS.asp
http://www.catholicsforchoice.org/documents/TheTroubleWithCACG.pdf
http://www.cnsnews.com/public/content/article.aspx?RsrcID=49335
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Dr. Carhart is exactly right: The argument over abortion 

is about what is intolerable. Once we have fully 

recognized that this question divides even abortion 

supporters, we must ask, "Which side does President 

Obama stand on?" Based upon his record in supporting 

infanticide, I would guess he stands with O'Brien and 

Kissling, which may explain why they were surprised 

with the appointment of Alexia Kelley to a plum 

position at HHS. 

 

Deal W. Hudson is the director of InsideCatholic.com 

and the author of Onward, Christian Soldiers: The 

Growing Political Power of Catholics and Evangelicals in 

the United States (Simon and Schuster). 

http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=3989&Itemid=48
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1416524428/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1416524428/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1416524428/insidecatcom-20
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Argentina Mourns an Honest Man 
Andrew Cusack | Column 

6/12/09

rgentina entered a period of deep reflection 

following the recent death in old age of Raúl 

Alfonsín, the country's first democratically 

elected president after the military dictatorship of 

1976-1982. In three days of official mourning, 

Argentines waited hours in lines that stretched many 

city blocks to view the former president's body. The 

government and opposition united in praise for the 

departed leader whom they lauded as the father of 

Argentina's current democracy. While Alfonsín's 

handling of the country's perpetual economic woes left 

something to be desired, Argentines remembered his 

outstanding integrity, honesty, and incorruptibility -- in 

contrast to the country's current political class. Vastly 

unpopular by the end of his presidency in 1989, 

Alfonsín's death on March 31 from lung cancer has 

moved the Argentine people nonetheless. 

Raúl Ricardo Alfonsín Foulkes was born in 1927 in 

the town of Chascomus, 78 miles from Buenos Aires, 

and was educated at the General Martin military school, 

where one of his classmates was the future general and 

president, Leopoldo Galtieri. "Those were five very good 

years, for they served to tire me of military officers," 

Alfonsín remarked on his decision not to choose a 

career in the military after graduating at age 18. 

At university, studying law and sociology, Alfonsín 

first became active in the Union Civica Radical, founded 

in the 19th century as the party of the upper-class 

liberals but now cutting a wide span across the left-right 

divide. The 1955 coup that overthrew Peron also 

banned Peronist political activity, and the UCR became 

the most important legal party by default. The Peronists 

nonetheless had a broad base of support among the 

members of the CGT, Argentina's labor union 

confederation, and Alfonsín was convinced the UCR was 

not doing enough to woo the working-class supporters 

of the Partido Justicialista (or PJ, the Peronist party). 

In the presidential election of 1973, a year after the 

military had allowed Peron to return from his twelve-

year exile, the UCR's conservative presidential 

candidate fared poorly. The cunning ex-dictator had 

won the support of many of the people who most 

feared his return by refusing to acknowledge the 

increasingly violent left wing of the Peronist 

movement. The most fervent anti-Peronists found 

themselves voting for him out of fear of a more 

destabilizing element coming to power, and trusting 

his ability to control the labor unions. 

Peron was elected but died in office, and was 

succeeded by his third wife, Isabel, as president, who 

was in turn overthrown in a March 1976 coup. Thus 

began the notorious "National Reorganization 

Process," in which a nihilist military regime persecuted 

not only the violent leftist terror groups who sought to 

turn Argentina into a communist dictatorship, but 

thousands of others who had no connection to the 

leftist guerillas. Alfonsín, as a lawyer, defended many 

political prisoners in the courts during the dark period 

of "disappearances." 

With Argentina's defeat in the Falklands War, the 

junta realized their loss of public support and began a 

transition to democracy by first rescinding the six-year 

ban on political parties. Alfonsín toured the country, 

addressing UCR rallies and recruiting new members to 

the party. In July 1983, he was made the UCR 

candidate for the presidential election. The PJ's Ítalo 

Lúder was the widely recognized frontrunner, but 

voters, wary of the continual conflict between the 

Peronist movement and the military, chose Alfonsín 

instead with 52 percent to Lúder's 40 percent. It was 

the first time the Peronist movement had been 

defeated in a free and fair election.  

  

A 



 

in
si

d
e
ca

th
o
lic

.c
o
m

 

18 

 

Ascending to the presidency, Alfonsín performed a 

number of early achievements. He quickly established 

civilian control of Argentina's nebulous intelligence 

services and set up a commission to investigate the 

notorious "disappearances" under the previous regime. 

But the country's economic woes were not solved by 

the center-left tendency of the cabinet he appointed. 

Interest payments on Argentina's massive foreign debt 

consumed most of the country's $3 billion trade surplus. 

Wild inflation was countered by a price freeze, which 

inevitably exasperated the situation by creating a black 

market in which prices rose even higher than before. 

On the foreign policy front, Alfonsín renewed 

diplomatic ties with the United Kingdom and secured 

the end of Britain's trade sanctions. He also, with 

Vatican arbitration, settled a long-standing border 

dispute with neighboring Chile over the Beagle Channel. 

But the losses of poorly managed state-owned 

corporations, the cost of paying off the public debt, and 

widespread tax evasion left the budget a shortfall 

amounting to 13 percent of Argentina's GDP. 

Alfonsín finally responded with a more conservative 

policy: budget cuts, privatization, and an end to printing 

money to pay the bills. The economic situation, 

however, continued to spiral out of control. The 

government had spent much of the country's 

diminished foreign currency reserves in an effort to 

prop up the revalued Argentine currency, but in 

February 1989 the dollar gained 40 percent against the 

"austral" in a single day. Kicking Argentina when it was 

down, the World Bank called in a massive portion of the 

loan package it had agreed on the year before, sending 

the currency into a tailspin. Prices rose, wages 

stagnated, and labor unrest grew -- the continuing 

global aftermath of the 1987 Wall Street crash 

compounded Argentina's crises. 

Realizing both his deep unpopularity and the need 

for decisive action on the economy, Alfonsín moved the 

presidential election scheduled for October 1989 up five 

months to May and refused to stand as a candidate 

himself. The flamboyant and charismatic PJ candidate 

Carlos Menem won an easy landslide victory, and 

Alfonsín handed over the sash of office and presidential 

baton on July 8, 1989. 

  

Why then the deep mourning and profound sense of 

loss on the streets of Buenos Aires after hearing of the 

death of Raúl Alfonsín? While his competency in 

government was severely challenged by political and 

economic crises, no one has ever questioned the 

integrity of Alfonsín the man. Here was a politician who 

never took a bribe, nor offered one, who never 

accepted a nepotistic preferment or profited from a 

government contract. 

More controversial was Alfonsín's handling of the 

crimes, excesses, and abuses that occurred under the 

last military regime. His predecessor as president, 

Reynaldo Bignone, had issued an amnesty for all 

crimes of state, not only to cover the backs of the 

criminals but also to avoid a prolonged inquisition that 

would divide the country and perhaps provoke another 

military seizure of power. The wisdom of this policy 

escaped the liberal Alfonsín, who was influenced by 

the psychologically vengeful theories of "transitional 

justice." 

When a number of courts-martial against 

members of the 1976-1982 regime failed to secure 

convictions, Alfonsín had the legislative door opened 

to pursuing them in special civil courts, and was 

awarded the Liberal International's Prize for Freedom 

and the Council of Europe's Human Rights Prize 

accordingly. The 1985 "Trial of the Juntas" resulted in 

life sentences for one military president and a former 

navy chief (as well as 17-year sentences against three 

others), but former president Gen. Leopoldo Galtieri 

was acquitted. (Galtieri was later convicted of 

malfeasance and got a twelve-year sentence). 

The overwhelming majority of the military backed 

the new democratic regime, but a widespread fear 

took hold of many officers because of the arbitrary 

justice handed down not only to military torturers and 

murderers but their innocent associates as well. Cases 

had been prosecuted in which little evidence could be 
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shown that the indicted had partaken in, approved of, 

or even had knowledge of the crime they were accused 

of. 

Alfonsín recognized that he had created an open-

ended inquisition and -- to the howls of the 

international pressure groups that had only just been 

lauding him -- initiated the "Full-Stop Law" in December 

1986, which gave prosecutors a final 60 days from the 

passing of the law in which to bring cases to trial. 

Despite three small-scale mutinies during Alfonsín's 

presidency, the military remained loyal to the elected 

president, and in return Alfonsín allowed the army a 

relatively free hand in dealing with the leftist terror 

groups that continued their campaigns of violence. 

Alfonsín opened a hornet's nest when he began 

prosecuting the leaders of the previous regime, but 

when he came to understand the need for stability and 

reconciliation, he put a swift end date to prosecutions 

while allowing the chance for the worst offenders to 

reach justice. While he often mishandled the economy, 

his privatization of state corporations increased the 

economic freedom of all Argentines. His legalization of 

divorce recognized a social reality but was at odds with 

the constitution's requirement that the government 

"support the Apostolic Roman Catholic religion." His 

harebrained scheme to move the national capital from 

Buenos Aires to the Patagonian town of Viedma was 

luckily scuppered, but his proposal for a constitutional 

reform converting Argentina to a parliamentary-style 

government with a prime minister would have 

advantageously adapted Argentina to its European 

temperament and away from the U.S.-style system of 

government, which has never suited it. The death of 

Alfonsín reminded Argentines that, despite persistent 

corruption and never-ending crises, they can still 

produce men of integrity. 

The writer Jorge Luis Borges, who had become so 

used to the arbitrary continuity of military dictatorship 

and corrupt democracy that all he expected from life 

was death, declared after Alfonsín's election that he 

and other Argentines now had "the duty to go on 

living." Raúl Alfonsín -- with six children, 24 

grandchildren, and eleven great-grandchildren -- 

certainly believed this. But death, he readily admitted, 

comes to us all. "Ideas go on," Alfonsín declared in his 

last public appearance. "Men don't." 

 

Andrew Cusack is a New Yorker who spent part of his 

high school days at the Colegio San Albano in 

Argentina. He currently lives in South Africa. Visit his 

blog at www.andrewcusack.com. 

http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/mambots/editors/fckeditor/editor/dialog/www.andrewcusack.com
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I'm No Super Mom 
Danielle Bean | Column 

6/12/09

t had been one of those days. Or weeks. Or months, 

maybe.  

Ten years ago, I had a husband who was working 

extra hours at his second job. I had a cranky, teething 

baby with an aversion to naps and an impending eye 

infection. I had a potty training two-year-old who was 

solely responsible for a befouled area rug, a damp sofa 

cushion, and three loads of laundry washed, dried, 

folded, put away . . . and soiled again. 

As if all of this weren't enough, next came a crash 

from the kitchen, where my four-year-old was 

attempting to pour herself a glass of Kool-Aid. 

A mother simply doesn't ignore crashes of these 

kinds, and so I did what a mother must do. I stepped 

over piles of unfolded laundry and made my way with 

haste to the scene where I found my wide-eyed, pig-

tailed daughter standing on a chair by the counter, 

blinking back tears and biting her lower lip. The kitchen 

tiles were spattered with orange Kool-Aid and shards of 

broken glass. 

I sighed. I grabbed a nearby dishtowel, clenched my 

jaw, and stooped to mop up the sticky mess. Warily, my 

daughter stepped down from her chair and stood 

beside me in silence. I knew she wanted me to tell her it 

was okay, but I could not bring myself to do it.  

It wasn't okay. I was exhausted, and this accident 

felt like one mess too many. 

I avoided her eyes and wiped the floor harder still. I 

didn't realize that I had cut my hand until I saw the 

blood. It trickled from my fingers and dribbled onto the 

floor, mixing with orange Kool-Aid. Furiously, I wrapped 

my fist in the towel. As I sat bleeding on the floor, tears 

of frustration stung at my eyes. 

"I can't do this," I heard myself mutter. 

The words came out of my mouth before I even 

knew what I was saying, and the fact that I truly felt 

incapable startled me. Was I capable of being a good 

mom? Though I loved my children, I had to admit that, 

at the end of many days, I did feel disillusioned, 

depleted, and perplexed by my own weakness and 

unhappiness. 

Now that it's been a decade since I pronounced 

myself a maternal failure, I like to think I have a little 

perspective on the matter.  

In fact, I recalled my younger, doubting self just 

last night at dinnertime. When it was time to eat, I 

called the kids in from playing outside. I assigned them 

mealtime chores of pouring drinks, helping 

preschoolers wash their hands, setting the table, and 

serving plates. 

Then, in the midst of familiar chaos, I filled plates 

with pork chops and gravy, noodles, and green peas. I 

shouted at the boys to stop wrestling, soothed the 

toddler when he bumped his head, insisted on milk 

and not juice poured into plastic cups, and assured the 

child who was sure he was missing a baseball game 

that his coach had called and moved it to the following 

afternoon. 

I was struck by the idea that if my younger self had 

ever served up dinner for ten in this kind of a zoo, she 

would have needed a week to recover from the 

trauma. 

Yet I do it every day. Not only does it not kill me, 

but most of the time I thrive on it. The commotion, the 

noise, the constant doing -- it can be exhausting, but it 

can be invigorating, too.  

So what changed? Did my children undergo an 

overnight transformation that turned them into 

angelic little darlings who always do as they are told, 

always remember to flush the toilet, never get sick, 
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never leave dirty laundry on the bathroom floor, and 

certainly never drop a glass of Kool-Aid on the kitchen 

tiles? 

Hardly. 

I am a mother of eight, but it's not because I am 

Super Mom. It's not because I was born with some rare 

gift that makes me capable of mothering a large family. 

It's because this family God has seen fit to give me has 

shaped and changed me into the person I am today. It's 

because God sends challenges and then follows up 

those challenges with the graces you need to get 

through them. Always. 

I can live this imperfect life with eight imperfect 

children, not because I am awesome, but because God 

is. 

And that's what I like to tell young mothers who 

sometimes send me anxious e-mails or gasp when they 

bump into me on the sidelines of little league baseball 

practice. 

"Eight kids!" they always marvel, "I could never do 

that." 

I know just what they mean. I couldn't do it either. 

Until, with God's help, I did. 

 

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, or follow her on Twitter. 

http://faithandfamilylive.com/
http://faithandfamilylive.com/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848379/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848379/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848557/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848557/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848557/insidecatcom-20
http://www.daniellebean.com/
http://twitter.com/DanielleBean
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Hitler's Mufti: The Dark Legacy of Haj Amin al-Husseini  
Ronald J. Rychlak | Classic 

6/6/09 

he Jewish Holocaust of World War II is a story of 

human tragedy, with real victims, real villains, 

and real heroes. Important questions often relate 

to how individuals are to be categorized. In recent 

years, much attention has been given to Pope Pius XII 

and other leaders of the Catholic Church. Rabbi David 

Dalin, however, wrote that while Pope Pius XII "was 

saving thousands of Jews... the grand Mufti was using 

German radio to call for European Jewry's death and 

destruction." The mufti (an expert who is empowered 

to give rulings on Islamic law) of whom Dalin writes is 

Haj Amin al-Husseini, who was the central figure in 

Palestinian nationalism from the 1920s to the 1940s. 

According to some accounts, Husseini not only 

supported the Nazi movement, but he was a principal 

architect of the "Final Solution" and the godfather of 

modern jihad terrorism. On the other hand, Husseini is 

still venerated as a hero by many Palestinians, and 

some authors have argued that the case against him is 

grossly overstated. 

Getting to the truth is not easy. Many of Husseini's 

original papers were lost during periods of unrest in the 

Mideast. Moreover, some of the earliest books about 

him are suspect. German propaganda during the war 

painted him in a favorable light. Other books, written at 

the end of World War II, argued that he should stand 

trial at Nuremberg (he didn't). Some of the mufti's 

supporters have overlooked certain actions, while critics 

have sometimes overstated their case. What, then, do 

we know?                        

             

Unrest in Palestine 

Muhammed Amin al Husseini was born in 1893 to a 

powerful and influential family. The future Arab leader 

studied religious law at al-Azhar University in Cairo and 

attended the Istanbul School of Administration. In 1913 

he went to Mecca on a pilgrimage, earning the honorary 

title of "Haj." He joined the Ottoman Turkish army 

during World War I but returned to Jerusalem in 1917 

and switched sides to join with the victorious British.  

Palestine had been under control of the Turks prior 

to World War I, but it became a British mandate at the 

end of the war. In November 1917, the Balfour 

Declaration set forth Britain's determination to 

establish a Jewish homeland in Palestine. (A similar 

plan was endorsed by the League of Nations in 1922.) 

Husseini, along with the rest of the Arab population, 

opposed the move.  

In March 1920, during Passover, Arabs acting on 

rumors of Jewish aggression set upon worshipers 

praying at the Western Wall. Five Jews were killed, two 

were raped, and 211 were injured; four Arabs were 

killed and 21 injured. Husseini was convicted by a 

British court for having instigated the riot, but he 

escaped and found refuge in Syria.  

Taking advantage of a British-granted amnesty, 

Husseini returned to Palestine in April 1921. Three 

weeks later, riots in Jaffa were followed by large scale 

attacks on Jews there and elsewhere. The final toll for 

the Jews this time included 47 killed and 140 injured. 

Arab casualties -- caused mainly by British authorities 

who tried to restore order -- were 48 killed and 73 

injured. Husseini was again implicated in the violence. 

The mufti of Jerusalem (Husseini's half-brother, 

Kamel) died in February 1921. In January of the 

following year, British High Commissioner Sir Herbert 

Samuel appointed Husseini as his replacement, 

inventing the new title of grand mufti. This seems to 

have been done in the hope that giving Husseini more 

responsibilities would encourage him to moderate his 

violent tendencies. (The British long harbored the 

belief that Husseini would support the colonial 

system.) The new mufti was simultaneously named 

president of a newly created Supreme Muslim Council 
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and so became both the religious and political leader of 

the Palestinian Arabs.  

The appointment of Husseini was a seminal event in 

Palestinian history. Prior to his ascendancy, several Arab 

factions supported cooperative development with the 

Jews. Husseini, however, was devoted to an 

independent, all-Arab Palestine. Indeed, this was the 

primary driving force behind his public actions for the 

rest of his life. The British were his opponents because 

he wanted independence. The Jews were his enemy 

because they were infringing on his land. He rallied 

Palestinian Arabs against both groups. 

Husseini controlled the Muslim religious 

endowments, and he had the right to appoint and 

dismiss judges and other officers of the Muslim religious 

court. He effectively used the patronage power that 

accompanied his positions to impose a rigid form of 

Islam in Palestine.  

Anyone who failed to follow the mufti's guidelines 

was denounced in the mosque during Friday prayers, 

excluded from the rites of marriage and burial, or 

physically threatened. Hundreds of moderate Arabs 

were murdered for resisting his authority or advocating 

compromise with Jews and the West. German author 

Kurt Fischer Weth reported (admiringly) in his 1943 

biography of Husseini that Palestinian Arabs who 

resisted wearing traditional Islamic clothes were shot.  

 There were a few strikes protesting British rule in 

1925 and 1926, and some minor unrest in 1928, but 

violence really boiled over in August 1929. Riots erupted 

when word came of expanded financing to support 

Jewish settlement in Palestine. Husseini and his followers 

spread the rumor of a Jewish plot to seize and desecrate 

the holy places. By the end of the rioting, 133 Jews were 

killed, more than 300 had been injured, and nearly 4,000 

were forced to flee their homes.  

The British government appointed Sir William Shaw 

to head an inquiry into the causes of the riots. The 

majority report largely acquitted the mufti of fault for 

the disruption, while a minority report suggested that 

he was very much involved. A later 1937 British re-

investigation concluded that the minority report was 

well-founded.  

In April 1936, riots again broke out when reports 

spread that Jews had attacked Arabs in Tel Aviv. The 

result was a three year period of violence and civil strife 

known as the Arab Revolt. It was a time of aggression 

against British rule, Jews, and Arabs who opposed the 

mufti. Husseini recruited armed militias and raised funds 

from around the Muslim world (and at least some from 

the Axis powers) to support the revolt.  

Unlike previous riots, this time the Jews were 

organized and able to fight back. Moreover, the British 

used military force against the revolt. In late 1937, 

Husseini was stripped of his office as president of the 

Supreme Muslim Council and sought for arrest. He 

escaped into exile in Lebanon.  

Moderate Palestinian leaders, freed from the 

terror of Husseini's rule, issued statements 

condemning his reign and abuse of power. The leader 

of the Arab National Defense Party accused Husseini of 

having diverted both funds and the revolt itself to his 

own personal ends -- a charge that was repeated by 

others. Other Islamic leaders charged Husseini with 

killing more than 200 Arab political opponents and 

permitting numerous mosques to fall into disrepair. 

The Palestine Gazette even announced on October 8, 

1937, a short-lived ban on writings by or about the 

mufti.  

Many in Palestine, however, remained loyal to 

him, and several of the new critics ended up murdered 

(or having family members killed) in retaliation. The 

Arab Revolt ended in 1939 when the British agreed to 

put new limitations on Jewish immigration. 

  

From Palestine to Berlin 

From French-controlled Lebanon, the mufti continued 

to hold meetings and plan violence for the Palestinian 

struggle. In 1938, 297 Jews were killed and 427 were 
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injured in Palestine by bands acting on his behalf. Many 

Arab opponents were also targeted. 

Soon, however, Husseini found himself running 

short on money. Before the end of 1938 he moved to 

Iraq, which was then under British control. The Arab 

government funded the mufti, and additional support 

came from Germany and Italy. Meanwhile, Husseini 

involved himself in the political struggle for Iraqi 

freedom, spreading anti-British propaganda and 

fomenting unrest. 

In April 1941, Husseini backed the military's 

successful coup d'etat, which ousted the pro-British 

Arab leadership. Not all his efforts were successful, 

though. Later that year he supported an Iraqi military 

action to overthrow British rule. The revolt failed when 

Germany sent less military aid than the Iraqis had 

expected.  

After the revolutionary government was ousted, the 

new Iraqi leadership appointed an investigatory 

committee. In its report, the committee identified the 

"Mufti of Jerusalem and his henchmen" as some of the 

primary factors leading to the violence. An attempt was 

made to arrest Husseini, but he again escaped, first to 

Iran, then to Italy (as a guest of Mussolini), then on to 

Berlin.  

Husseini arrived in the Nazi capital on November 9, 

1941. A German spokesman announced: "This great 

champion of Arab liberation and the most distinguished 

antagonist of England and of Jewry is expected to 

remain in Berlin for a long time." The Nazis provided the 

mufti with a luxurious apartment and a generous 

monthly stipend.  

Husseini's most open acts of support for the Axis 

came in the form of radio and pamphlet propaganda in 

which he called on Muslims the world over to wage 

jihad on the Allies. Axis radio stations were put at his 

disposal, and his speeches were regularly broadcast into 

countries that had significant Muslim populations. As 

Maurice Pearlman explained in his book Mufti of 

Jerusalem: 

Arabs...were called upon, in the name of the Koran 

and the honour of Islam, to sabotage the oil 

pipelines, blow up bridges and roads along British 

lines of communications, kill British troops, destroy 

their dumps and supplies, mislead them by false 

information, withhold their support. The 

exhortations usually included the suggestion that 

they could save their souls by massacring the Jewish 

infidels in their midst.... The Arab immigrants in the 

United States were urged to hinder the American 

war effort through political pressure groups and 

general anti-British, anti-Jewish, and anti-

Roosevelt propaganda. 

Pearlman quotes a broadcast from March 1, 1944, that 

gives the flavor of many: "Arabs, rise as one man and 

fight for your sacred rights. Kill the Jews wherever you 

find them. This pleases God, history and religion. This 

saves your honour. God is with you." 

The impact of the Mufti's statements is hard to 

assess. They likely encouraged Muslims to join in the 

Axis cause when Arab divisions were assembled, but 

that effort was negligible when compared with the 

whole of the German military machine. What is certain 

is that the mufti used Hitler for his own purposes, and in 

the process aided the Nazi cause. 

  

Husseini and the 'Final Solution' 

In The Mufti and the Führer, Joseph Schechtman 

wrote: "It is hardly accidental that the beginning of the 

systematic physical destruction of European Jewry by 

Hitler's Third Reich roughly coincided with the Mufti's 

arrival in the Axis camp." Observations like this have 

caused many observers to conclude that Husseini was 

a major factor in the development of the "Final 

Solution." But when the mufti was questioned about 

his participation in the Holocaust, he denied any 

involvement, adding that the "Nazis needed no 

persuasion or instigation either by me or anybody else 

to execute their program against the Jews." 

The primary written evidence on this issue came at 

the Nuremberg trials in the form of an affidavit that 
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quoted Adolf Eichmann's deputy, Dieter Wisliceny (who 

was subsequently executed as a war criminal), saying: 

"The Mufti was also one of the initiators of the 

systematic extermination of European Jewry by the 

Germans and had been the permanent collaborator and 

adviser of Eichmann and Himmler in the execution of 

this plan.... He was one of Eichmann's best friends and 

had constantly incited him to accelerate the 

extermination measures." The affidavit had a few 

errors, and Husseini denied ever having met Eichmann, 

but Wisliceny read it over at Nuremberg and verified its 

substance. 

The affidavit also reported on instances when 

Eichmann was willing to send Jewish prisoners to 

Palestine, but Husseini intervened and the prisoners 

were killed. When pressed by an underling to explain 

why they could not just be deported, Eichmann 

reportedly said: "I am a personal friend of the Grand 

Mufti. We have promised him that no European Jew 

would enter Palestine any more. Do you understand 

now?"  

Three letters from the mufti, written in 1944, verify 

his opposition to sending Jews to Palestine. Addressing 

the foreign offices of Bulgaria, Hungary, and Romania, 

Husseini wrote: "I beg Your excellency to permit me to 

draw your distinguished attention to the necessity of 

preventing these Jews from leaving your country for 

Palestine; and if there are any reasons which make their 

withdrawal necessary," that they be sent to "other 

countries, as for example Poland, where they would 

find themselves under active surveillance." As critics 

have noted, Jews in Poland at this time were all being 

executed.            

Of course, this written evidence does not prove that 

the mufti was an architect of the Final Solution. There 

is, however, as Joseph Schechtman wrote, "abundant 

first hand evidence of the part the Mufti played in 

making foolproof the ban on emigration" of Jews out of 

Germany. The court in Eichmann's 1961 trial declared: 

"It has been proved to us that the Mufti, too aimed at 

the implementation of the 'Final Solution,' vis, the 

extermination of European Jewry, and there is no doubt 

that, had Hitler succeeded in conquering Palestine, the 

Jewish population of Palestine as well would have been 

subject to total extermination, with the support of the 

Mufti." 

The mufti helped the Nazis form an Arab Muslim 

Legion, an Arab Brigade, and in Croatia, Hitler drew on 

the Muslim population to recruit "Jihad Warriors" into 

the Waffen SS. The importance of these troops is a 

matter of dispute -- some of them seem to have existed 

primarily on paper -- but those who fought in Bosnia 

and Serbia are charged by some with having killed up to 

90 percent of Bosnian Jews.  

The Nazis certainly used the Arab troops for 

propaganda purposes. The official German news 

agency reported on December 17, 1943: 

The first pictures of the weekly newsreel present 

an unusual scene. They show the Grand Mufti's 

visit to Muslim troops in the German Armed 

Forces. From the expression and features of these 

men, we can tell that they know how to wear field-

grey uniforms. Enthusiasm and discipline are 

visible in every one of  

their movements. 

These troops seem to have thought that they would 

fight in North Africa, but Hitler had something 

different in mind. A report in the London Daily Sketch 

on February 12, 1944, said that the Arab Legion was 

sent to the Russian front "and has been completely 

wiped out."  

  

After the War          

With the collapse of Nazi Germany in 1945, Husseini 

moved to Egypt, where he was received as a national 

hero. Yugoslavia indicted him for war crimes, but the 

Allies were afraid of the reaction in the Arab world if 

he were to be tried. British documents also reflect 

some confusion about exactly how to charge him, 

since he was neither an enemy combatant nor a citizen 

of an enemy nation. As such, he avoided prosecution. 
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The mufti soon became the recognized leader of 

the Palestinian movement. He had an ideological 

impact on Hamas, Islamic Jihad, and Hezbollah; and he 

was implicated in planning the 1951 murder of King 

Abdullah of Jordan, who supported peace with Israel. 

Husseini also helped create the Palestinian Liberation 

Organization and played a large role in rejecting the 

UN Partition Plan, which would have created separate 

Arab and Jewish states in Mandatory Palestine. 

Perhaps Husseini's longest-lasting impact on Arab 

attitudes came in Egypt when he met Yasser Arafat. The 

younger man soon became a devoted protégé of the 

mufti. Arafat influenced Palestinian policy and tactics 

for decades. As Yossi Klein Halevi wrote in the National 

Catholic Reporter on the eve of Arafat's death, Arafat 

"raised a generation of Palestinian children to see in 

suicide bombers religious and educational role models" 

and caused Holocaust denial to become "normative." In 

1985, Arafat said that the PLO was "continuing the 

path" that Husseini set, and in 2002, he called the mufti 

"our hero." 

  

A Tragic Partnership 

Husseini and Hitler were both opportunists, and each 

served the other's purpose. It seems that the mufti had 

little interest in Jews outside of Palestine, and if not for 

the plan to create a homeland for them, he might not 

have taken any significant action. Nevertheless, the 

alliance with the Nazis allowed him both to fight for 

independence from Britain and simultaneously stop 

more Jews from entering Palestine.  

To be fair, Husseini played no role in the rise of the 

Nazis during the 1920s, no role in the formation of 

Hitler's racial theory, and had no part in the Nazis 

power grab in Germany. In fact, the Germans rejected 

all Arab overtures until 1937. Whatever his role in 

fomenting racial hatred, the gas chambers would have 

operated even without him. 

Husseini's main contribution to Hitler's Holocaust 

was in closing off the escape route most accessible to 

European Jews. He stood steadfastly against 

deportation or emigration to Palestine, which the Nazis 

might have permitted for at least some Jews. On the 

other hand, the mufti likely would not have objected to 

deportations to areas outside of the Arab world. 

Unfortunately, most of these avenues were not 

available, and Hitler wasn't known for favoring 

relocation over extermination anyway. 

Perhaps the most intriguing question in all of this is 

why Hitler agreed to work with Husseini in the first 

place. Hitler had written about the racial inferiority of 

Arabs in Mein Kampf, and he had a general contempt 

for all non-Aryans, including Arabs. Husseini, with his 

red hair and blue eyes, appears to have been an 

exception. Mark M. Boatner III suggests that Hitler may 

have believed that he had European blood. Moreover, 

the German dictator had a grudging respect for Islam -- 

he once complained that Islam "would have been 

much more compatible to us than Christianity. Why 

did it have to be Christianity with its meekness and 

flabbiness?" The religion itself made little difference -- 

only the possibility of exploiting it. And the mufti was 

more than willing to cooperate.  

Husseini and Hitler were extreme nationalists with 

common enemies. Hatred of the British and the Jews 

brought them together, to the detriment of mankind.  

 

Ronald J. Rychlak is the associate dean and MDLA 

Professor of Law at the University of Mississippi School 

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

Pope (2000) and Righteous Gentiles (2005).  This 

article originally appeared in the December 2005 issue 

of crisis Magazine.  
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Standing on the Mound: The Virtues of Baseball  
Elizabeth Thecla Mauro | Classic 

6/9/09 
Don't tell me about the world. Not today. It's 

springtime and they're knocking baseballs around 

fields where the grass is damp and green in the 

morning and the kids are trying to hit the curve ball.  

-- Pete Hamill 

 once knew a woman who, when preparing the first 

fruit salad of summer, would lop off the head of a 

fresh pineapple and plant the juicy peak in a 

flowerpot. She would place the pot in the sunlight and 

lavish care on her pineapple top for six to eight weeks, 

until the tiny fruit-bugs and gnats would become 

troublesome, then she would sigh regretfully as she 

tossed the thing into the trash. When the neighbors 

would teasingly ask her if she had finally managed to 

grow a pineapple, she would shake her head in rueful 

good humor. "I'm not a complete idiot," she would say, 

"I wasn't expecting to grow a real pineapple; I just 

thought I could get a nice, frond-y sort of houseplant 

from it." 

This woman was a deep reader with a gift for 

languages. She was no fool. 

But alas, she was a Mets fan and so possessed a gift 

of childlike optimism that was completely out of 

proportion with what the world calls "realistic 

expectations." 

In the Gospel of Matthew, Jesus is asked who is 

greatest in the Kingdom of Heaven, and He responds by 

telling His apostles that they must develop a childlike 

faith, to "become as little children."  

Of all the seasons, it is perhaps easiest to put on the 

mind of a child in the summer, when the days are long 

and filled with sweet iced tea and fireflies, and even the 

oldest members of society go out in public wearing 

short pants and sandals. It is a season when flowers bud 

and tomato plants grow high, when you can stand on a 

shore, or before a roller coaster, and suddenly feel very 

small and full of wonder. Summer is a season of 

optimism, the virtuous by-product of childlike faith, and 

nowhere is that optimism more evident, and more 

innocent, than on a baseball field.  

If you don't believe it, ask any fan of the Chicago Cubs 

who has spent every April in gleeful anticipation, fervently 

believing that "this year" (it doesn't matter which year, 

exactly) will be the one in which the Cubbies take it all, 

only to stand amid the falling leaves of October and gaze 

wistfully upon an empty field, thinking, "Next year... next 

year will be our year."  

It is a sweet melancholy that accompanies the fall, 

for even then fans of baseball look forward, clinging to 

the notion that in a mere six months they will again 

thrill to the sound of a 90-mile-an-hour ball cracking 

against a well-swung bat; they will sit in bleachers and 

eat salty hotdogs and gasp to see a man jump, spin, 

and throw another man out all in one graceful 

movement; and they will be filled, once again, with 

blameless wonder.  

  

If Jesus wants us to become as children, then baseball 

reminds us that His charge is not an impossible one to 

keep, for baseball is a game of folly and deep faith. It 

disdains the cynic and reminds us of some of the most 

dramatic, awe-inspiring moments detailed in Scripture, 

as it demonstrates over and over again the virtues of 

fortitude, temperance, prudence, justice, and humility. 

Truthfully, when we're watching baseball, we're 

getting real lessons on how to live a real, and even 

godly, life. 

When fans see a ball player choosing his bat and 

strolling up to the plate, they have before their eyes 

David, in obedience, selecting a few smooth stones 

from the ground and confidently hoisting the weight of 

them as he narrows his eyes and approaches Goliath. 

While baseball's David might be a Japanese batter 
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named Suzuki, and Goliath might be a pitcher called the 

Big Unit, the fans are nevertheless witnessing the drama 

and challenge of that biblical story, and they're seeing 

an example of the cardinal virtue of fortitude, or 

courage. 

Likewise, the notion of temperance, or self-control, 

is one promoted and reinforced on the ball field. When 

a pitcher allows his emotions to get the better of him so 

that he beans a batter, he isn't so very far removed 

from St. Peter at Gethsemane, unsheathing his sword 

and slicing off a centurion's ear. Could the look of 

admonishment Jesus gave Peter at that moment have 

differed markedly from the one Joe Torre once laid 

upon the hot-headed Roger Clemens, as he took the ball 

and sent his ace to the showers?  

As much as some fans might find excitement in a dirt-

kicking confrontation between an umpire and an angry 

player, or in a bench-clearing brawl, in the game of 

baseball a lack of restraint will put you on the bench -- 

and perhaps keep you there for days or weeks -- and so 

the virtue of temperance, even in the most crucial games, 

must necessarily rule the day. 

A baseball manager will tell you that careful 

forethought, and an ability to size up a situation before 

it gets out of control, is the key to surviving a season. In 

Exodus, a sensible mother hid her child in the bulrushes 

at a time and place calculated to attract the attention of 

the pharaoh's daughter, in hopes that her son would be 

rescued. In the same way, a good manager is the 

vanguard of the virtue of prudence, although it's 

unlikely that Leo Durocher or Whitey Herzog would ever 

have used the word. 

Seattle Mariners manager Darrell Johnson explained 

how the cautious skipper can ascertain when to change 

pitchers: "You just listen to the ball and bat come 

together. They make an awful noise." 

The legendary Casey Stengel had prudence in 

spades. "You never release a player from the team," he 

counseled, "without first searching his room for a gun." 

Stengel's cautionary wisdom aside, guns have never 

been much of an issue in the culture of the game. In 

baseball, the weapon of choice is statistics, which 

bludgeon players with the truth. 

The great San Francisco Giant Al Gallagher once 

said, "There are three things in my life which I really 

love: God, my family, and baseball. The only problem -- 

once baseball season starts, I change the order around a 

bit." 

Perhaps the order did get changed around, but in 

playing the game Gallagher was getting daily doses of 

justice and humility, so he wasn't doing too badly. Just 

as Solomon was wisely able to expose the woman who 

sought custody of a child that was not hers, the daily 

statistics and box scores of the game permit no fraud. 

A baseball player finds his sins and foibles on the 

playing field tallied and published every day like an 

excruciating and public examination of conscience.  

He also knows that none of his heroics, no matter 

how memorable, will save him from the wrath of the 

bleachers, where fickle fans will chant hosannas one 

day and blow raspberries the next. "Baseball keeps you 

humble," Yankee shortstop Derek Jeter once mused. 

"It doesn't matter if you hit a grand slam yesterday; if 

you go 0 for 4 today, the fans will tell you you're a 

bum. That's just the nature of the game." 

As Moses learned when he led his people out of 

Egypt (only to hear them complain that they missed 

eating melons and meat), it is the nature of humanity, 

as well. 

  

But beyond merely offering up workable,  living 

examples of heroic virtue, baseball -- the 

quintessentially American game -- has a peculiar gift 

(one might call it a charism) that it delivers to the 

nation. It reflects with great beauty the melting pot 

that is America. In few other sports will you find 

teammates who hail from the corn fields of 

Nebraska, the exotic tropics of Central America and 

the Caribbean, and from Asia, all come together to 

form a cohesive whole. They speak English, Spanish, 

Japanese, and Korean, and their diversity is reflected 
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in their names: Cobb. Hernandez. Gehrig. Matsui. 

Yastrzemski. Ortez. Cairo. 

E Pluribus Unum. Baseball is not only a reflection of 

America's motto. With no clock, no fouls, no penalties, 

and the game's heart-stopping ability to confound the 

most restless fan ("It ain't over 'til it's over," said Yogi 

Berra), baseball is an expression of the nation's 

cherished "can-do" spirit, its individualism, and its 

willingness to sometimes go it alone. 

The essential dynamic of the game, after all, is that 

for nine innings, 18 men are engaged in a contest in 

which, ultimately, each and every player finds himself 

utterly alone -- one man taking on a whole world that 

wants him to fail.  

Perhaps nowhere was that dynamic, and the 

distinctly American character that embraces it, more 

perfectly demonstrated than at Yankee Stadium on two 

separate occasions during the 2001 World 

Championship games between the Bronx Bombers and 

the Arizona Diamondbacks.  

Only weeks earlier, New York had lost 3,000 of its 

citizens, police, and firefighters in the deadliest attack 

made on American soil. The rubble in Manhattan was 

still smoldering, and the nation was still on its knees -- 

uncertain, unsure, and afraid.  

People went to Yankee Stadium wondering if they 

were safe. They worried that the same group that had 

flown airplanes into two office buildings, in the hope of 

killing thousands, might be tempted by another target. 

And yet, for all of their fears, the fans came.  

October 2001, Yankee Stadium. Security is tight. 

President George W. Bush is scheduled to throw out 

the first pitch. Everyone wonders about that, and 

worries. What if there's an assassin in the stands? The 

president might wear a bulletproof vest, but that 

won't protect his head. What if? 

As President Bush moves to the pitcher's mound, 

the Yankee shortstop delays him, calling out, "Mr. 

President, are you going to throw from the mound or 

from in front of it?" Bush replies, "I hadn't thought 

about it."  

"Mr. President, this is New York," Jeter says. "In 

New York, you throw from the mound!"  

The American president walks out onto the field. 

Yankee Stadium is rocking and trembling with the 

emotional release of 55,000 people screaming in hope, 

and in pain, and in worried excitement. They've just 

begun to like this president. They liked what he said 

when he stood upon a pile of rubble and spoke through 

a bullhorn. They liked it when he addressed the joint 

houses of Congress, saying, "I will not forget this wound 

to our nation." They want him to succeed. 

Now, improbably, New York City, bluest of the blue 

communities, is rooting for George W. Bush, because 

there's so much riding on this one pitch, so much 

symbolism, so much meaning. They want him to 

succeed, because it means that New York will succeed; 

America will succeed. It means they'll get through this 

new and terrible reality together, no matter what it 

takes. Optimism. Childlike faith. 

Bush gains the mound and gives the crowd a 

thumbs up. They roar. He stands motionless for a 

moment. And then, with a quick look at the Yankee 

catcher, Jorge Posada, the president throws.  

A perfect strike! Yankee Stadium erupts. People 

from every political and economic persuasion -- Mayor 

Rudy Giuliani, Rosie O' Donnell -- are jumping and 

screaming. The people in the stands are weeping, in 

sorrow and in hope.  

It is only a strike, but it's a perfect strike. And at 

that moment, it means everything. 

Two nights later, in the same series, New Yorkers 

are attending the last hometown game of the 2001 

season, and they're losing. It is the ninth inning, and 

there's a feeling of resignation in the stands. After this 

season, this particular championship team will be 

broken up and many will leave. It has been an 

astonishing few years for the team of Jeter, Chuck 

Knoblauch, Bernie Williams, Tino Martinez, Scott 



 

in
si

d
e
ca

th
o
lic

.c
o
m

 

30 

 

Brosius, and Paul O'Neill, but New York is going to lose 

this game, and the fans know it. 

Adding to their gloom is the knowledge that O'Neill 

-- their so-called warrior -- has announced that this as 

his last season. New York loves him, but with all that has 

happened since September, there has been no 

opportunity to pay him homage. Until tonight. As 

O'Neill waits for work in right field, a murmur begins in 

the stands near him. 

"Paul! Hey, Paul O'Neill! Paul O'Nei-ll!" And the 

murmur moves beyond right field -- it becomes a chant 

and careens through the stadium until the entire crowd, 

even the Diamondback fans, are calling out to the 

warrior, in tribute and thanks.  

And O'Neill, never one to put himself above his 

team, must finally acknowledge the crowd -- even now, 

in the middle of the inning -- for the game cannot 

continue until he does. He doffs his hat briefly, and then 

hangs his head to hide his tears. The crowd roars its 

appreciation and finally quiets down. The game 

continues. 

  

Only baseball can do this. Only baseball repeatedly 

puts one man out into the field, against a whole team, 

or a whole stadium, or the whole world, and then 

cheers him, win or lose, for his courage and his 

humility -- for the heroic virtues he has brought forth 

from himself and, it is hoped, inspired in the rest of us. 

Only baseball can combine drama and buoyancy and 

innocent awe into such a heady brew of human 

theater that you forget you are watching a mere sport. 

I sometimes wonder how it will be for those two 

men, President Bush and Paul O'Neill, when they're old 

and fading, when their lives have begun to echo back in 

their heads. In their last hours, will those teeming, 

vivacious baseball crowds -- so generous, so big-

hearted, so distinctly American -- be the last thing they 

hear? The roar that followed the perfectly thrown 

strike? The sad goodbye of an appreciative crowd? 

Add to all of baseball's other virtues the qualities of 

charity and gratitude, which the game has historically 

brought out in its fans. They cheer on their old or sick or 

broken heroes with vigor and, yes, childlike hope. As the 

great Mets relief pitcher Tug McGraw used to say, "You 

gotta believe!" 

The late commissioner of baseball, A. Bartlett 

Giamatti, once wrote: "[Baseball] breaks your heart; it is 

designed to break your heart. The game begins in the 

spring, when everything else begins again, and it 

blossoms in the summer, filling the afternoons and 

evenings, and then as soon as the chill rains come, it 

stops and leaves you to face the fall alone." 

Perhaps. But when October goes, a true fan of 

baseball knows that implausible happenings and 

stirring, uplifting, miraculous events are only six 

months away; and they believe, in stubborn, trusting 

innocence and unfailing hope, that "next year will be 

our year," even as they store away a flowerpot that 

never will grow a pineapple.  

Baseball is so much more than a game.  

 

Elizabeth Thecla Mauro is a freelance writer and 

Benedictine oblate who considers Yankee Stadium her 

summer home. 
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A Light to the Nations: The Meaning and Future of the Catholic 

Church  

Most Rev. Charles J. Chaput, O.F.M. Cap. | Classic 

6/11/09 
We believe in one Lord, Jesus Christ, the only Son of 

God, eternally begotten of the Father; God from 

God, Light from Light, true God from true God; 

begotten, not made; of one Being with the Father. 

Through Him all things were made. 

e've said those words thousands of times 

at Sunday Mass. We know them so well 

that sometimes we don't think about them. 

But they're vital to what it means to be Catholic. 

A man born of a Jewish mother is Jewish by virtue 

of his birth. He may be very religious, or lukewarm, or 

an atheist. But he's still, in a real sense, a Jew. Being 

Catholic is a very different kind of experience. Baptism 

is necessary to be a Catholic, but it's not enough as we 

grow in age. As Catholics, we become defined by what 

we believe, how we worship, and how actively we live 

our faith in public and in private.  

It's not possible to be what some people call a 

"cultural" Catholic. Catholic culture comes from an 

active Catholic faith. Unless we truly believe and 

practice that faith, "Catholic culture" very quickly 

becomes a dead skin of nostalgia and comfortable 

habits. 

When Catholics say that Jesus is eternally begotten 

of the Father and of one Being with the Father, we're 

joining ourselves to 17 centuries of Christian Faith. 

Those words come to us from the very first ecumenical 

council of the Church, the Council of Nicaea in 325. The 

Nicene Creed settled a long and important dispute over 

the identity of Jesus Christ and shaped the course of 

Western history.  

 Catholics have always struggled to understand the 

mystery of what it means for Jesus to be both fully 

human and fully divine. That mystery is the creative 

tension at the heart of Christianity. In the fourth 

century, a gifted priest named Arius tried to relieve that 

tension by claiming that "God begat [the Son], and 

before [the Son] was begotten, [the Son] did not exist." 

In other words, for Arius, Jesus might have a uniquely 

intimate relationship with God, but He was a creature 

like you and me. 

Arius had a brilliant mind, and many bishops and 

scholars supported him. But in the end, the Council 

Fathers saw that if Jesus were created by the Father, 

He couldn't be eternally co-equal with the Father. And 

that means Christian revelation begins to fall apart. If 

God isn't a Trinity of eternally equal persons, then the 

Incarnation is false, because God didn't ultimately 

become man. And if the Incarnation is false, then so is 

the Redemption, because God didn't die on the cross 

to deliver us from our sins. What Arius proposed would 

have actually destroyed the entire gospel message of 

salvation. 

That's why the Council of Nicaea described Jesus 

as one in being or one in substance with the Father. 

And that's why we say those same words every 

Sunday. The Nicene Creed has helped shape Western 

civilization's understanding of who God is and who 

man is. And over the centuries, it has had an impact on 

art, music, morality, ideas of justice and human 

dignity, our political institutions -- everything. Faith 

drives culture. What we believe shapes how we think 

and what we do. That's why what we believe -- or 

don't believe -- matters. 

The Council of Nicaea demonstrates just how 

important an ecumenical council can be -- not just for 

the Church, but also for the world. Indeed, 

"ecumenical" comes from the Greek, oikoumene, 

meaning "the whole world." The Church has had 21 

ecumenical councils from Nicaea to Vatican II, and 

many have been hugely important for the course of 

W 



 

in
si

d
e
ca

th
o
lic

.c
o
m

 

32 

 

history. This would be a different world without Nicaea 

or Chalcedon or Trent.  

Or Vatican II. 

  

The Second Vatican Council didn't correct a new 

heresy or define a new doctrine. Nor was it merely the 

idea of John XXIII. Several cardinals had privately urged 

Pope John to call a council -- including Alfredo Cardinal 

Ottaviani, who later became the council's leading 

conservative, a man whom some reformers loved to 

criticize. 

John XXIII set the goal of Vatican II in his opening 

remarks: "The greatest concern of the ecumenical 

council is this: that the sacred deposit of Christian 

doctrine should be guarded and taught more 

efficaciously." To do that he wanted the council not to 

"reinvent" or "re-imagine" the Church, but to renew the 

methods, forms, and structures of the Church according 

to the needs of the modern world, always "recognizing 

that the substance of the ancient doctrine of the 

deposit of faith is one thing, and the way it is presented 

is another."  

In other words, the Church today has exactly the 

same goal as in 1956: the proclamation of the Lord 

Jesus Christ for the conversion and salvation of the 

world, through the truth of the Catholic Faith. The 

methods and structures may differ, but the mission 

remains. 

 The genius of Vatican II was its scope. Over a three-

year period, in 16 documents, it examined, purified, 

renewed, and reaffirmed nearly every aspect of Catholic 

life. In a very logical way, the council's four major 

constitutions give us a catechesis on the whole Christian 

Faith.  

For example, Catholics have always believed that lex 

orandi, lex credendi -- in other words, we worship as we 

believe, and believe as we worship. So in 1963, the 

council issued the Constitution on the Sacred Liturgy as 

its very first document, because our worship at the 

Eucharistic meal and sacrifice of the Mass is the 

cornerstone of our belief and of everything else that 

makes us distinctively Catholic. 

In 1964, the council defined who and what the 

community of Faith is in Lumen Gentium, the Dogmatic 

Constitution on the Church. Christ founded the Church 

before anyone wrote the first word of the first Gospel. 

The Church came first. The Holy Spirit inspired the 

Evangelists to write down God's Word fully and 

truthfully, but it was the community of believers that 

reflected on it, organized it, and interpreted it. The 

Church precedes the Bible, not the other way around. 

In the last weeks of Vatican II, the council issued 

the Dogmatic Constitution on Divine Revelation and 

the Pastoral Constitution on the Church in the Modern 

World. The council's work was then complete. 

  

Too many times over the past four decades, people 

have claimed to be the Church or to speak as the voice 

of the faithful and then acted or taught in ways that 

seemed to oppose what the Church actually believes.  

When people say, "We are the Church," of course 

that's true. We're all the Church, because the Church is 

the community of the faithful. But a "community of 

the faithful" implies that there's someone and 

something we have the duty to be faithful to. We don't 

invent the Catholic Faith, nor do we own it. We receive 

it; we live it in community; we witness it to others; and 

we pass it on fully -- if we're good stewards -- to our 

children. That's what life in the Church means. And 

that's why it's worth reflecting on the content of 

Lumen Gentium, the Dogmatic Constitution on the 

Church. 

Blessed John XXIII often described the Catholic 

Church as the "mother and teacher of all nations." In 

opening the Second Vatican Council, he said that "the 

Church, surrounded by divine light, spreads her rays 

over the entire earth." That's what the Latin words 

Lumen Gentium mean: "light to the nations." That's 

what God created us to be. That's the reality of the 

Church we all belong to -- not some religious 

corporation or the Elks Club at prayer; but the glory of 
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Jesus Christ alive and risen, and God's light to the world. 

Not all of Lumen Gentium is easy reading, but it's 

worth the effort, because this document does a 

wonderful job of teaching us who and what the Catholic 

Church is. The Dogmatic Constitution presents the 

Church in a range of beautiful images from Scripture 

and Catholic tradition. Each of the images is important 

and true, but none can stand alone outside the context 

of the others.  

The Church is a sheepfold of safety, with Jesus as 

the only gate. It is also God's flock, and also His tillage -- 

the land He cultivates to bring new life to the world. 

The Church is God's building, with Jesus as the 

foundation and each of us its living stones. The Church 

is the spotless spouse of Christ and the family of God. It 

is an exile and pilgrim in the world. The Church is also a 

sacrament -- a sign and instrument of communion with 

God and unity among men and women. 

Above all, the Church is the mystical Body of Christ 

and the new Israel; the new, messianic People of God 

with Jesus as our head. It is the new royal priesthood, 

with all Christians living in fundamental equality 

through baptism, but like a family, having a diversity of 

duties and organized in a hierarchy of roles. 

Religious and consecrated persons bear witness to 

the Beatitudes by living poverty, chastity, and 

obedience in a radical way. Laypeople, because they live 

in the daily secular world, have the missionary task of 

humanizing society and converting it to Jesus Christ. 

And the ordained have the vocation of service to the 

Church; feeding the faithful through the Eucharist and 

other sacraments; and teaching, sanctifying, 

encouraging, and governing for the sake of God's 

people. But all members of the Church have exactly the 

same call to holiness according to the circumstances of 

their lives. 

Lumen Gentium reminds us that no one is saved 

except through Jesus Christ, and that the Catholic 

Church is the true Church of Christ, necessary for 

salvation. As a result, no one can be saved "who, 

knowing that the Catholic Church was founded as 

necessary by God through Christ, would refuse either to 

enter it, or to remain in it."  

But God is also a merciful Father; He seeks the 

salvation of all men and women. Therefore, Lumen 

Gentium also teaches that those "who, through no fault 

of their own, do not know the Gospel of Christ or His 

Church, but who nevertheless seek God with a sincere 

heart, and moved by grace, try in their actions to do His 

will as they know it through the dictates of their 

conscience -- those too may achieve eternal salvation." 

But perhaps the most moving quality of Lumen 

Gentium is the way it begins and ends with a person. It 

begins with the person of Jesus Christ as the savior of 

humanity and the meaning of history. And it ends with 

the person of Mary, His mother and our mother, and 

an icon of what we can all be -- and what the Church 

will be -- in her perfection. When we claim that "we 

are the Church," Mary's humility, obedience, fidelity, 

and love are what we should mean. 

  

Last October marked the 43rd anniversary of one of 

the final documents of the council, Christus Dominus 

(Christ the Lord), or the Decree on the Pastoral Office 

of Bishops in the Church. The first line of the conciliar 

text reads, "Christ the Lord, the Son of the Living God, 

came to redeem His people from their sins, that all 

mankind might be sanctified." It reminds bishops that 

our first duty is to proclaim the Lordship of Jesus Christ 

-- to give up our own lives and live as Jesus Christ for 

the service of the persons in our care. 

Vatican II described the vocation of bishops as a 

call to serve rather than a call to power. When a 

bishop struggles to put on Jesus Christ over his own 

sins and weaknesses, he begins to understand why the 

council talks about the pastoral office of bishops in the 

Church, and not outside or above it. Bishops have the 

same need for redemption as the people to whom we 

belong. The only difference is that God will hold 

bishops even more accountable because of the 

leadership to which He ordained us, and because of 

the graces of the office we receive.  



 

in
si

d
e
ca

th
o
lic

.c
o
m

 

34 

 

Christus Dominus is a curious mix of housekeeping 

and theology. Much of the document deals with very 

practical matters -- redrawing diocesan boundaries, 

how long pastors should serve in parishes, when to ask 

for an auxiliary bishop, and the role of the diocesan 

staff. But all of the practical issues in Christus Dominus 

rest on the document's spiritual foundation, which 

comes from Lumen Gentium and the ancient traditions 

of the Church. 

The early Church Father St. Ignatius of Antioch, no 

stranger to Church controversy, reminded and 

cautioned Christians that "those [who] belong to God 

and to Jesus Christ -- they are with the bishop."  

Every bishop is a successor to the apostles and a 

pastor of souls. He has the duty to safeguard the 

liturgical life of the local Church. He must proclaim the 

gospel and teach the true Catholic faith in his diocese. 

Every bishop should give an example of personal 

sanctity in charity, humility, and simplicity of life. He 

should help the poor and suffering. He has the 

obligation to sanctify, encourage, correct, and govern 

the local people of God. And above all, every bishop 

needs to do these things with fatherly love and 

fraternal charity, because the Church is a family -- a 

family of faith -- not a political party or an impersonal 

institution.  

This is why bishops are always so reluctant to 

excommunicate anybody, even a grave public criminal 

or a Catholic public official who directly opposes Church 

teaching on a serious matter. A good father will do 

almost anything, and bear almost any insult or burden, 

to keep his daughter or son in the family. 

And he owes that same fidelity to his priests. 

Vatican II commands bishops to support their priests, 

and to treat them as sons and brothers. In Catholic 

teaching, a priest shares intimately in the mission of his 

bishop through the Sacrament of Orders. A priest is 

never simply an "employee" of the Church, and the 

bishop is forbidden to treat him that way. 

  

What does all this mean for those of us who serve as 

bishops in the early years of a new millennium? 

I believe that being a good bishop requires, first, 

that we become simple again -- and by that I mean 

gospel simple. Jesus loved simplicity because it allowed 

Him to immerse Himself in the essential things of His 

Father's business. I often wonder whether bishops in 

the developed world are in danger of losing that Christ-

like focus. The United States has become a culture of 

noise, confusion, and complication. Americans are a 

distracted people, and American Catholics are now 

also a distracted Church. We bishops have plans and 

committees and projects and staffs. All these things 

are important in their proper place. But at the end of 

the day, are we apostles, or are we executives? And 

what do our people really need: managers or pastors?  

In effect, the structures of today's diocesan life 

sometimes work to block the very thing they were 

meant to help: a bishop's direct contact with his 

people. Obviously, good stewardship requires skilled 

management of our resources. But it is easy today for 

a bishop to delegate his missionary zeal to others, to 

become a captive of his own administrative machinery. 

This runs exactly counter to the example of Jesus and 

the first apostles.  

In fact, many of the key problems bishops face as 

shepherds are not programmatic or resource-driven. 

They are problems of faith. Too often, those of us in 

the Church -- and sometimes even those of us who are 

bishops -- simply do not believe deeply and zealously 

enough.  

The hunger for God persists in every human heart, 

even when it's buried under a mountain of consumer 

goods. Too often, we're not feeding that hunger as 

effectively as fundamentalists and other evangelical 

Christians. And the thousands of Catholics who leave 

the Church every year for rigorous sects of every sort 

testify to that. 

Forty years after the council, the Church 

throughout the industrialized world urgently needs to 

recover her original spiritual fire. We need to lead 
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people back to the fullness of Jesus Christ, which can 

only be found in sacramental community -- especially in 

the Eucharist. But if we really want the conversion of 

the world, we who are bishops need to seek that same 

conversion first within and among ourselves.  

  

I began this reflection with the Council of Nicaea. 

While all true ecumenical councils are important, some 

seemed to have failed in achieving their goals. The 

Council of Florence had disappointing results in the 15th 

century because the Western Church was badly divided, 

and the Greek Church rejected a reunion. Participants 

at the Fifth Lateran Council in the early 16th century 

focused haplessly on the wrong issues. They did too 

little, too late, to address the conditions that would lead 

to the Protestant Reformation. 

In the years ahead, as we consider the goals that 

Vatican II set for itself, we must ask: Will history judge 

the council a success or a failure? It's a vital question. In 

opening the event, Blessed John XXIII claimed that "the 

council now beginning rises in the Church like daybreak, 

a forerunner of most splendid light." Pope John Paul II, 

who attended as a bishop, spoke many times about its 

vital role in a rebirth of Christian faith in the new 

millennium. 

So far the results are mixed. One in every three 

children born in "Christian Europe" today is Muslim. 

Except for Islam, religious belief and practice are 

declining across the continent. So are fertility rates. 

Pope Benedict XVI told a gathering of Italian priests 

recently that the "so-called traditional Churches look 

like they're dying." In fact, in Europe's wealth and 

selfishness and refusal to have children, an entire 

civilization is choosing to die. 

In September 2005, Pope Benedict told a group of 

new bishops to pray for "a humble trust in God and for 

the apostolic courage born of faith." In 2002, then-

Cardinal Ratzinger warned that "a bishop must do as 

Christ did: precede his flock, being the first to do what 

he calls others to do and, first of all, being the one who 

stands against the wolves who come to steal the 

sheep." 

Whether history judges Vatican II a success or 

failure will finally depend on us -- bishops, clergy, 

religious, and laypeople alike -- and how zealously we 

respond to God in living our Faith; how deeply we 

believe; and how much apostolic courage we show to 

an unbelieving world that urgently needs Jesus Christ.  

We've been here before. By human standards, the 

Council of Nicaea could easily have failed. That council, 

and all the long history that followed it, may have 

turned out very differently. It didn't, largely because of 

God's actions through one man -- a young deacon and 

scholar at Nicaea named Athanasius of Alexandria.  

Athanasius fought for the true Catholic Faith at 

Nicaea and all the rest of his life. Arian bishops 

excommunicated him. Emperors resented him. His 

enemies falsely accused him of cruelty, sorcery -- even 

murder. As a bishop, he was exiled five times. And in 

the face of it all, he became the single most articulate 

voice defending the orthodox Catholic Faith, which is 

why even today we remember him as Athanasius 

contra mundum: Athanasius against the world.  

He never gave up. He had courage. He had the 

truth -- and the truth won. He became one of history's 

best-loved bishops and greatest Doctors of the Church, 

and the Faith we take for granted today we owe in 

large measure to him. 

That's the Catholic ideal of a bishop. That's the 

Catholic ideal of a believer fully alive in Jesus Christ. 

And if bishops and their flock choose to live that same 

apostolic courage once again -- starting now -- then 

John XXIII's hopes for the council as a new dawn for 

Christianity will rise in the Church as a light to the 

nations. 

 

The Most Reverend Charles J. Chaput, O.F.M. Cap., is 

the archbishop of Denver. This article originally 

appeared in the January 2006 issue of crisis Magazine.  
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