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An Open Letter to Tiger Woods, Asking for More 
Deal W. Hudson | Column 

7/27/09 

ear Tiger,  

Golf commentator Rick Reilly recently 

upbraided you in an ESPN.com column for your 

behavior during golf tournaments. When I first read the 

words, "Woods needs to clean up his act," I was 

surprised that a writer whose livelihood depends on 

access to golfers like you would jeopardize his career by 

potentially alienating the game's most important player.  

After a little thought, though, I realized how I had 

overlooked and even indulged your bad manners. After 

rooting for you so long and so intensely, I had grown 

used to your grimaces, cursing, and club slamming. The 

TV coverage has indulged you, too. The camera has 

stopped following the flight of your ball, staying focused 

on your face and waiting for a reaction. Your reaction to 

the shot, unfortunately, has become part of the story 

and the coverage.  

Reilly has done golf, and you, a great service. All 

true golfers know the game is more important than any 

single player; I have no doubt you believe this. And, as I 

argued some years ago, golf is "the last outpost of 

American manners" in a sports culture where individual 

brashness and bravura have been valued over the grace 

of an unselfconscious devotion to playing the game 

well. (Thanks to your friend Roger Federer, tennis is 

making a comeback in this direction.) 

Wondering if my judgment was too harsh, I sent 

Reilly's column to 20 fellow golfers, all of them big fans 

of yours, asking for their reactions. The responses were 

nearly uniform: "Somebody had to say it." They spoke 

of your lack of "decorum" and "etiquette," your "visible 

display of temper" and use of profanity, none of which 

should be excused by your much-vaunted 

competitiveness, because "you still have to behave."  

Millions watch your every move, and, most 

importantly, it's from you that our children copy their 

golf swings and golf manners. You are one of the few 

public figures my twelve-year old son recognizes by 

name. As one friend put it, "I'd slightly modify the New 

Testament text and say to Tiger, 'To whom many 

admire, much is expected."' However, you already know 

that -- through the work of the Tiger Woods 

Foundation, you have already given much of your 

wealth to children. But they also need to see that 

blazing smile of yours in the face of pushed drives, 

pulled irons, and missed putts.  

You might wonder why a Catholic journalist would 

devote a column to golf on a Catholic Web site. Did 

you know the shepherds of St. Andrews who invented 

the game of "gowf" in the 12th century were Catholic? 

So were the Dutch who, others now claim, invented 

the game in the Middle Ages. But Catholics have a 

vested interest in any promotion of human excellence 

where a tradition of rules and manners is an integral 

part of attaining that excellence. To put it another way, 

we Catholics know that the virtues are not made up by 

each individual but are handed from generation to 

generation as part of a tradition. We learn them from 

the past, as it were.   

The Scottish Presbyterians, like Old Tom Morris, 

who developed the modern game, were stubborn in 

preserving golf's traditions. You may already know the 

story of Morris redesigning the course at St. Andrews, 

named after a Catholic saint, in the 1860s. Since Morris 

was having putting woes, some of the caddies 

suggested Morris should make the holes larger. But 

Old Tom, with a laugh, declined. Morris's biographer 

aptly notes, "As a stiff-backed Presbyterian he 

intended to earn his way into heaven, and as golfer he 

would earn his way into the hole." 

You have done so much that is right for the game 

and for society. I agree with Reilly when he pointed 

out, "In every other case, I think Tiger Woods has been 

an A-plus role model; never shows up in the back of a 

D 

http://sports.espn.go.com/espn/columns/story?columnist=reilly_rick&id=4347419
http://www.tigerwoodsfoundation.org/
http://www.tigerwoodsfoundation.org/
http://www.encyclopedia.com/doc/1P2-15753051.html
http://www.golfinstructionguide.com/general/who-invented-game-of-golf
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tom_Morris,_Sr.
http://www.standrews.com/info/saint.htm
http://alturl.com/p9k7
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squad car with a black eye." But now your fans are 

asking for something more.  

It will take courage to admit to yourself that your 

manners need improving. Anyone who watched your 

U.S. Open victory at Torrey Pines last year on a badly 

damaged left knee knows you have courage in 

abundance. You don't need to make a speech about it, 

or respond publicly to Reilly, just resolve to do it. We 

know you can.  

 

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://nbcsports.msnbc.com/id/25188840/
http://nbcsports.msnbc.com/id/25188840/
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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Roadblocks to Reform 
Russell Shaw | Column 

7/27/09

hat's the biggest obstacle to positive 

reform in the Church? Reactionaries in the 

Roman Curia? Conservatives in the 

conference of bishops? The Code of Canon Law? 

The correct answer is none of the above. The 

biggest obstacle to reform is the roadblock thrown in its 

way by self-styled reform groups themselves. By 

advocating changes that clash with the doctrine, 

discipline, and best interests of the Church, they give 

reform a bad name and lead sensible people to reason 

that if this is what "reform" means, they want no part of 

it. 

Not to leave you guessing, I mean Voice of the 

Faithful, Call to Action, and the gaggle of single-issue 

outfits pushing for women's ordination, approval of the 

homosexual lifestyle, and the return to active ministry 

of men who quit the priesthood and got married. 

Some months back, I had an experience that told 

me a lot about the mindset at work in such groups.  

Shortly after publishing a book on the abuse of 

secrecy in the Church, I got an e-mail from a woman 

associated with one of these groups who wanted me to 

help with planning a project -- a national "synod of the 

laity" several years down the line. 

But I had reservations. 

For starters, I explained, a synod, in the Christian 

tradition, is an officially convened convocation, not 

something any old group can throw together on its 

own. For Voice of the Faithful to call its meeting a synod 

would be needlessly provocative and invite trouble. But 

the woman seemed unpersuaded, and after further 

back and forth along these lines I broke off the 

conversation. 

I see from the Voice of the Faithful Web site that 

the synod of the laity has apparently morphed into a 

mere "historic assembly" to reform the Church. 

Currently it's planned for Detroit in the fall of 2011. I 

wish the organizers well, but I doubt that I'll be 

attending. Among other reasons, I strongly suspect that 

the historic assembly, supposing it takes place, will be 

one more nail in the coffin of reform. 

But here let me answer a question that may have 

occurred to readers: What kind of reform do I have in 

mind? For a reply, I offer a well-known authority on 

the subject -- Pope Benedict XVI. 

Last May 26, speaking to a pastoral convention of 

the Diocese of Rome, Benedict gave a remarkable talk 

that deserves far more attention than it's gotten to 

date. In it, he discussed the successes and failures in 

realizing the vision of the laity's role in the Church as 

set out by the Second Vatican Council, and proposed a 

program for the future. 

"There is still a long way to go," he said. "Too many 

of the baptized do not feel part of the ecclesial 

community and live on its margins." The solution, he 

suggested, lies in revising pastoral structures "in such a 

way that the co-responsibility of all members of the 

People of God in their entirety is gradually promoted." 

And then he added: 

This demands a change in mindset, particularly 

concerning lay people. They must no longer be 

viewed as "collaborators" of the clergy but truly 

recognized as "co-responsible", for the Church's 

being and action, thereby fostering the 

consolidation of a mature and committed laity. 

Remarkable.  

Co-responsibility was a watchword of advanced -- 

but responsible -- thinking about reforms in the 

decision-making processes of the Church in the early 

1970s. The concept eventually foundered for a variety 

of reasons, including the disastrous fiasco of the 
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original Call to Action Conference in 1976. For Benedict 

to revive it now suggests that, 35 years later, the idea 

still has an essential soundness and vitality that have 

yet to be realized. That's what responsible efforts at 

reform should be working on now. 

  

But Voice of the Faithful, Call to Action, and the rest 

aren't going to do the job. 

VOTF was founded in 2002 as a response to the sex-

abuse crisis, but it long since wandered into other areas 

well beyond its competence. Its 2009 national assembly 

scheduled for this October will be a shrunken affair in a 

Long Island hotel, beginning Friday evening and ending 

Saturday afternoon and featuring two perennial gadflies 

of progressive Catholicism: Sr. Joan Chittister, O.S.B., 

and Rev. Thomas Reese, S.J.  

But don't bet that the group will make it till then. 

VOTF was recently reported $60,000 short of what it 

needs to keep going through the summer; a last-minute 

appeal raised the necessary funds, but the future is still 

uncertain. Its strategic plan, available on the Web, 

admits that it suffers from "general apathy and 

discontent among leadership" and a persistent "inability 

to clearly define ourselves."  

 Call to Action's national conference in November in 

Milwaukee will last a full two-and-half days, but 

otherwise there's a family resemblance to VOTF, with 

an emphasis on shopworn jargon and the themes of 

dissent. Featured speakers will address such winning 

topics as "forms of marginality" and "recent trends in 

liberation theology regarding pluralism and eco-

theology."  

The first of the keynoters (there are three) will be 

Rev. Roy Bourgeois, M.M., who's led a long-running 

campaign against the army's School of the Americas and 

who tangled with the Vatican last year over his 

involvement in the "ordination" of a woman in a 

Unitarian Universalist church.  

Plainly, the group has a past, tracing its name to the 

1976 Call to Action Conference. Whether it has a 

future is questionable. 

Poorly as these groups seem to be doing, 

nevertheless, they have enough life left to be obstacles 

to reform. They do that by providing ammunition to 

super-reactionaries who'd like the Church to be just as 

it was in 1958 (the year that Pope Pius XII died, in case 

you've forgotten) and discouraging others from taking 

a serious look at needed changes. 

Pope Benedict did his best to give structural 

reform a jump-start last May. But it won't happen as 

long as the reform groups keep getting in the way.

 

Russell Shaw is the author of Catholic Laity in the 

Mission of the Church (Requiem Press), Nothing To 

Hide: Secrecy, Communication, and Communion in the 

Catholic Church (Ignatius Press), and other works. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0975854283/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0975854283/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1586172182/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1586172182/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1586172182/insidecatcom-20
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The Perspicuity of Scripture and Other Creation Myths 
Mark P. Shea | Column 

7/28/09

ast week, I wrote a little piece on the ways in 

which the various Protestantisms filter the 

sometimes ambiguous text of Scripture through 

various semi-permeable membranes in order to accept 

the bits of the Catholic Tradition they approve of while 

a) removing those things they dislike and b) stapling on 

those human ideas and notions they want to add or 

elevate to the status of Divine Revelation. 

That sort of seditious talk immediately got blasted 

as a "classic attack on the perspicuity of Scripture" in 

the normal circles of anti-Catholic apologetics huff-

puffery (my encounters with which I have discussed 

elsewhere). 

A few words on that whole "perspicuity of 

Scripture" thing: It is a classic case of stapling on a 

purely human idea to the Tradition and elevating it to 

the level of equality with the word of God. It works like 

this: The enthusiast for the doctrine of the "perspicuity 

of Scripture" reasons, "God always does what is best. 

Having a Bible that is perspicuous is best. Therefore, 

God has done that."  

(You can play that game with anything you like, by 

the way: "God always does what is best. Having the gift 

of tongues is best. Therefore, God demands all believers 

have the gift of tongues." "God always does what is 

best. Health and wealth are best. Therefore, God wills 

all believers to be healthy and wealthy.") 

You can always find some sort of biblical 

justification for your pet idea. Didn't Paul thank God 

that he spoke in tongues more than anybody (1 Cor 

14:18)? Doesn't Scripture say of the righteous man that 

whatever he does prospers (Ps 1:3)? Doesn't it say that 

the command of the Lord is clear (Ps 19:9)? Q.E.D.! And 

with sufficient willpower or ego, you can trumpet your 

pet idea as the Revealed Will of God Almighty, 

denouncing anybody who questions your pet theory, 

not as somebody who questions your pet theory, but as 

an enemy of God who "rails away" at God Almighty, 

while "the child of God knows better." It's a very cozy 

way to congratulate yourself. 

The thing is, the perspicuity of Scripture is one of 

those ideas, like Marxism, that is the result of theory 

run amuck and removed entirely from the laboratory 

of real life. Basically, it's a creation myth that was 

cobbled together in order to get rid of the need for the 

Catholic Magisterium. The reasoning was 

archetypically fallacious. It went like this: God always 

does what is best. Communicating His revelation in the 

form of a book of pellucid clarity is best. Therefore, 

that's what He must have done. Otherwise, you 

condemn the Bible to the dreadful prospect of being 

interpreted by the Church and, worse still, by a 

Magisterium that sometimes directly contradicts what 

I am quite certain it must mean.  

Since the whole project of the Reformation 

consisted of insisting that wherever the Church's 

Magisterium taught things not believed by A Man and 

His Bible, the Church was wrong, maintaining that 

creation myth was absolutely essential. The problem 

is, doing that requires the believer in the perspicuity of 

Scripture to resolutely shut his eyes to the constant 

blandishments and encroachments of reality, reason, 

common sense, experience, and the very testimony of 

Scripture itself.  

To this is often made the reply that "We walk by 

faith, not by sight." True enough, but faith never 

contradicts reason, whereas the doctrine of the 

perspicuity of Scripture achieves this feat on a daily 

basis.  

  

Make no mistake: Christianity has room for doctrines 

that can't be empirically verified. The doctrine of the 

Trinity is a classic example. We believe it because God 

L 

http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=6506&Itemid=48
http://www.aomin.org/aoblog/index.php?itemid=3383
http://www.mark-shea.com/fist.html
http://www.kxmb.com/getForumPost.asp?ArticleId=116683
http://www.joelosteen.com/Pages/Index.aspx
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revealed it to us through Christ and His Holy Church. 

There's no scientific demonstration of it. Neither is 

there scientific disproof of it. It's not open to empirical 

investigation. You either trust God and His Church on 

this or you don't. All arguments against it can be refuted 

by reason. But it can't be proven by reason alone. 

Other doctrines have a toehold in empirical 

observation (though, again, they are not provable by 

reason alone). A good example of this is original sin. 

People who deny it and assert the Pelagian notion that 

we can work our way to God on our own steam find 

that the Laboratory of Reality has proven this false in 

every single experiment where it has been attempted. 

The bulk of what the doctrine of original sin has to tell 

us about ourselves can be verified by reading a 

newspaper or turning on the TV. 

But people who assert things like the Perspicuity of 

Scripture as Revealed Truth have to face the fact that 

the Laboratory of Experience is simply against them. 

The one thing Scripture is not is perspicuous. That's not 

me talking, that's Scripture: 

So also our beloved brother Paul wrote to you 

according to the wisdom given him, speaking of this 

as he does in all his letters. There are some things in 

them hard to understand, which the ignorant and 

unstable twist to their own destruction, as they do 

the other scriptures (2 Pt 3:15-16). 

Standard boilerplate replies from the perspicuity 

dogmatist generally run toward saying things like, 

"Paul's writing is perspicuous, it's just the ignorant and 

unstable who screw things up." 

Mm-hmm. Except that's not what it says. It says 

that there are some things in Paul's letters that are hard 

to understand. Yes, the ignorant and unstable muck up 

the interpretation of those letters. But that's partly 

because the letters themselves are "hard to 

understand." Whatever that is, it ain't perspicuity. And 

anybody who reads Paul can testify to that. It was C. S. 

Lewis who remarked of Paul, "I cannot be the only 

reader who has wondered why God, having given him 

so many gifts, withheld from him (what would to us 

seem so necessary for the first Christian theologian) 

that of lucidity and orderly exposition."  

Heck, forget Paul. Anybody who says that 

Revelation is "perspicuous" is simply a fool. Calvin was 

smart enough not to attempt a commentary on it, 

because he knew it would give the lie to the notion of 

the perspicuity of Scripture. Luther, with his 

characteristic bluntness, sized the book up by 

remarking, "A Revelation ought to reveal." He tried to 

solve the problem by just excising it from the New 

Testament. 

And this bleeding-obvious lack of clarity goes for 

great portions of Scripture. Jesus Himself sometimes 

seems to labor to be cryptic and difficult to 

understand. The meaning of the Parable of the Unjust 

Steward does not, for instance, leap off the page. His 

Olivet Discourse (cf. Matthew 24) is chockablock with 

mysterious passages. Likewise, the turbulent mixture 

of Paul's prose is often hard to follow. The prophets 

are often obscure and mysterious. The wisdom 

literature can be clear as mud sometimes. (What, for 

instance, does the book of Job mean? It's not that 

there's no meaning, it's that it's so rich in meanings 

that one comes away puzzled by what to make of the 

thing.) And don't get me started on the problems 

surrounding the "clear" meaning of Genesis 1-3. 

  

Don't misunderstand. I'm not saying Scripture is a 

sealed book. I'm saying the problem is not so much 

that the meaning of Scripture is dark and obscure as 

that it is bright -- like the sun in Plato's allegory of the 

cave. Our eyes can't take in the dazzling radiance. We 

need -- just as the Ethiopian Eunuch and the disciples 

on the Emmaus Road needed -- somebody to help us 

understand what is written, because we can't 

understand it on our own.  

Jesus, recognizing this need, gave us not just a 

book but a teaching office that could help us 

understand the book. In founding that office, He told 

the apostles: "He who receives you receives me, and 

he who receives me receives him who sent me" (Mt 
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10:40). And they, acting on this, likewise ordained 

bishops to guard the deposit of Faith handed down by 

them with the help of the Holy Spirit. 

What doctrines like the "perspicuity of Scripture" 

really mean is, "Scripture means what I take it to mean -

- no more, no less. The easy-to-understand parts are the 

parts that agree with what I think. The hard-to-

understand parts are the parts that a) talk about 

unimportant stuff or b) must be subordinated to what I 

understand."  

It's a useful fiction elevated to the level of Revealed 

Teaching so that self-appointed, one-man Magisteria 

can say, "Ignorant and unstable people may twist 

Scripture, but I am safe from all that so I understand 

perfectly what Scripture means. And when the Catholic 

Church disagrees with me, that's because the ignorant 

and unstable Church is disagreeing with me, who is not 

ignorant or unstable." 

In short, it's the rationale for erecting the sundry 

semi-permeable membranes of the sundry 

Protestantisms. Not surprisingly, then, the Bible teacher 

who claims that his special take on Scripture 

"disproves" the Church will react to criticisms of the 

absurd doctrine of the "perspicuity of Scripture" with 

the claim that it is an attack on God Himself. He has to 

say that, or his whole shell game comes apart. He has to 

say, in essence, "Oh sure, criticisms on the doctrine of 

the perspicuity of Scripture work in reality. But do they 

work in theory?" Because, as with Marxism, theory 

trumps reality, not simply in the experience of anybody 

who has ever attempted to read the Bible, but in the 

experience of the fragmented and mutually 

contradictory Protestantisms. 

Normally, the standard boilerplate response to that 

last point is to a) deny the fragmentation of 

Protestantism by recourse to the "Catholics exaggerate 

the 33,000 denominations thing" complaint and to 

accentuate the differences among Catholics (this sort of 

boilerplate is as ritualized as kabuki). 

Fair enough. Let's grant that Catholic apologist-

types beat the 33,000 denominations drum too much 

and don't really pay attention to the commonalities that 

exist in much of Protestant theology. Let us also grant 

that Catholic apologist types often don't pay attention, 

in such polemics, to the divisions in our own house. 

But at the end of the day, none of that really helps 

support the whole "perspicuity of Scripture" bunkum. If 

we grant that many denominations and little storefront 

churches are the result, not of some acrimonious split 

over doctrine, but of an amicable and harmonious 

church-planting mission or something else; if we grant 

that, in the words of G. K. Chesterton, "Catholics agree 

about everything, it is only everything else they 

disagree about," we are still faced with colossal and 

mutually contradictory differences between, say, 

Oneness Pentecostals (who deny the Trinity) and 

Trinitarian Protestants. We still have serious and flatly 

contradictory disagreements about whether baptism 

regenerates, whether children should be baptized, 

whether communion is or is not the Body and Blood of 

Jesus, whether marriage is a sacrament, whether 

anything is a sacrament, which books belong in the 

Bible, and so forth. You can't even get agreement on 

which issues are "core issues" and which are 

"peripheral."  

And that points to the bleedin' obvious truth that 

none of this is very good prima facie evidence for the 

perspicuity of Scripture. Eventually, what it always 

returns to is that the individual Bible teacher declares 

that he can't see what the big deal is with baptism or 

communion or what not, so it's peripheral, while the 

things he cares about are "core." And on those matters 

he thinks important, Scripture is perspicuous: It clearly 

teaches what he says it teaches, while on any matter 

where the Catholic Church disagrees with him, you can 

take it to the bank that the Church is wrong and he -- 

the Famously Not Ignorant or Unstable He -- is right. 

What could be clearer?

 

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.aomin.org/aoblog/index.php?itemid=2218
http://www.catholicexchange.com/
http://markshea.blogspot.com/
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Put the 'Mag' Back in Your Animus 
John Zmirak | Column 

7/29/09

m finishing up a book on the Seven Deadly Sins 

and their "contrary virtues" -- finishing writing 

one, that is. I'd much rather do that than read 

one, just as I'd rather talk than listen. (I find this 

argument reassures my freshmen rhetoric students.)  

Tracing the spectrum of virtue to vice requires a 

delicate moral calculus, and as Barbie said, "Math is 

hard!" As all good Thomists know -- which means that 

nowadays it's practically a secret -- you can't just take a 

vice and look for the "opposite," then tag that as a 

virtue. Otherwise the contrary virtue to Lust would be 

Frigidity, and the cure for Wrath would be a steady 

course of cringing, fawning Servility.  

Instead, we seek what Aristotle called the "golden 

mean," which you might think would sit at a comfy 

midpoint between two extremes, making it easy to 

calculate. And, of course, you would be wrong. The 

answer to a clash between fanatical faith and violent 

atheism isn't lukewarm religiosity -- no matter what 

your RCIA facilitator taught you during the puppet 

shows. Those who follow Goldilocks's recipe for heating 

up their souls will end, as Dante predicted, sloshing 

around outside the gates of Hell, trying to con the 

bouncer that their names are on the guest list.  

No, the virtue that hangs in tension betwixt two 

opposite vices in some sense stands above them, 

reconciling the partial truths they exaggerate in a higher 

synthesis that points toward Truth Himself. So someone 

striving for the virtue opposed to Envy shouldn't single 

out people he secretly despises and hope that they in 

particular might prosper, instead of his friends and 

family. That mental maneuver is so common nowadays 

it has a name: multiculturalism. 

Instead, we should strive to practice Kindness by 

cultivating the virtue of Magnanimity. Taken literally, 

this means we should expand our souls, instead of 

countering little bits of meanness with random acts of 

kindness that lead to visualizing whirled peas. If Envy 

amounts to looking at others and feeling inferior, then 

wishing to drag them down, Magnanimity requires that 

we expand and elevate the objects of our attention and, 

in a high-minded spirit, wish the best for everyone -- 

even (not especially) our enemies. And the best thing 

for anyone, of course, is eternal salvation. So that's the 

place to start, by "praying for those who persecute 

you."  

Which is just what Christ did on the cross, and the 

greatest saints did in their dying gestures. I'm thinking 

here of Edmund Campion, perhaps the greatest soul in 

the history of Great Britain. As Evelyn Waugh recounts 

it, Campion was a stellar Oxford scholar, poet, and 

playwright, who showed the same youthful promise as 

John Donne. Had Campion been likewise willing to 

apostatize, there is no telling what masterworks he 

might have written. And which of us wouldn't rather 

end up in the Norton Anthology than the Roman 

Martyrology? 

Well, Edmund, for instance. Young Campion gave 

up a cozy college sinecure paid for by Protestant 

nobles and left Elizabeth's England to join the Jesuits. 

Even as the "Virgin Queen" all-too-literally tightened 

the screws on Catholics and sent "priest-hunters" to 

scour the country, Edmund trained for a mission he 

knew would almost certainly end on the scaffold -- 

with his entrails drawn slowly out before his eyes . . . 

You get the picture, which is one I should like to hang 

in my local Episcopal parish, but it ain't magnanimous 

to kick folks when they're down.  

While he might have served the Church with a 

nice, clear conscience sending eloquent pamphlets 

across the Channel -- the sane course of action, in my 

travel-size souled opinion -- Campion could not forget 

the hundreds of thousands of English Catholics who 

lived deprived of Holy Communion and Confession, 

paying massive fines rather than go to Protestant 

I' 

http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=5810&Itemid=48
http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=5810&Itemid=48
http://www.amazon.com/Two-Lives-Campion-Continuum-Compact/dp/0826476333
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rack_%28torture_device%29
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rack_%28torture_device%29
http://www.nipissingu.ca/department/history/MUHLBERGER/uploaded_images/despenser-execution-748288.jpg
http://www.nytimes.com/2009/07/29/world/europe/29church.html?_r=1&ref=world
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services, watching the Faith of their fathers slowly 

strangled at the hands of political hacks. While he 

recognized the quite legitimate good of keeping his 

organs inside his body, Campion's soul had grown too 

large for his good health. If saying Mass or shriving souls 

was now an act of treason, he decided to make the 

most of it. He returned in secret to England on June 24, 

1580, and started his underground ministry, aware that 

he might quickly be arrested. If that happened, he 

would be tortured by Elizabeth's highly efficient secret 

police, who in such cases racked captive priests for 

"confessions" admitting that they'd been sent by the 

pope to assassinate the queen. (Few rulers have 

deserved it more, but that's for another article.) 

Not certain of what he might end up inventing 

under torture, Campion composed what we'd now call a 

press release and had it sent all over England shortly 

after his arrival. This document, now called "Campion's 

Brag," makes bracing reading -- at least for those of us 

whose experience of "persecution" consisted of getting 

shunned in gothic dining halls for writing pro-life op-eds 

in the student paper. In it, he expresses the humility in 

which every Jesuit once was trained: "I would be loath 

to speak anything that might sound of any insolent brag 

or challenge, especially being now as a dead man to this 

world and willing to put my head under every man's 

foot, and to kiss the ground they tread upon." You'd 

think that would put the reader off his guard, until you 

came to the passage where he challenges any and every 

Protestant intellectual in the country to open debate:  

I know perfectly that no one Protestant, nor all the 

Protestants living, nor any sect of our adversaries 

(howsoever they face men down in pulpits, and 

overrule us in their kingdom of grammarians and 

unlearned ears) can maintain their doctrine in 

disputation. I am to sue most humbly and instantly 

for combat with all and every of them, and the most 

principal that may be found: protesting that in this 

trial the better furnished they come, the better 

welcome they shall be. 

Then he raises the reader's anxiety by threatening a 

flood of men who will follow in his wake: 

Many innocent hands are lifted up to heaven for 

you daily by those English students, whose posterity 

shall never die, which beyond seas, gathering virtue 

and sufficient knowledge for the purpose, are 

determined never to give you over, but either to 

win you heaven, or to die upon your pikes. And 

touching our Society, be it known to you that we 

have made a league -- all the Jesuits in the world, 

whose succession and multitude must overreach all 

the practice of England -- cheerfully to carry the 

cross you shall lay upon us, and never to despair 

your recovery, while we have a man left to enjoy 

your Tyburn, or to be racked with your torments, 

or consumed with your prisons. The expense is 

reckoned, the enterprise is begun; it is of God; it 

cannot be withstood. So the faith was planted: So 

it must be restored. 

This brashness was enough to make the document a 

national sensation, and kick off the witch hunt that 

ended with Campion's arrest within 13 months. Eager 

to gain a celebrity convert, Campion's old patrons 

arranged for him to meet with Queen Elizabeth 

herself. She intimated that he'd be made a bishop, 

given an income, a wife, and a palace, if only he'd 

renounce the silly business about the pope. Campion 

graciously urged the queen to save her soul instead. 

After that, the petty Anglican appointees enjoying 

the pulpits and priories built by their Catholic 

ancestors vented their spleen by forcing Campion to 

engage in debates, just as he'd challenged them. 

Before each event, he was tortured for days at a time. 

Then he'd he appear alone, physically broken, dressed 

in the Tudor equivalent of an orange prison jump suit, 

to face down teams of Oxbridge academics (complete 

with their books) in public disputations about the 

Faith. And Campion still won -- or at least the Anglicans 

thought so, since they canceled the debates and sped 

up the process leading to his execution. He was 

convicted in a trial that would have made Joseph Stalin 

smile. 

It was then that the last part of "Campion's Brag" 

came into play, the sentiments he'd repeat upon the 

scaffold, when he would not pray with the Anglican 

http://www.tyburnconvent.org.uk/home/index.html
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chaplain furnished -- although he would pray for him. As 

Campion had written, so he died: 

If these my offers be refused, and my endeavours 

can take no place, and I, having run thousands of 

miles to do you good, shall be rewarded with rigour, 

I have no more to say but to recommend your case 

and mine to Almighty God, the Searcher of Hearts, 

who send us his grace, and see us at accord before 

the day of payment, to the end we may at last be 

friends in heaven, when all injuries shall be 

forgotten. 

Souls don't come in a bigger size. That's triple-XL, 

available only at Big and Tall soul shops. Be warned: 

They're hazardous to your health.  

 

John Zmirak is the author, most recently, of the graphic 

novel The Grand Inquisitor and is Writer-in-Residence at 

Thomas More College in New Hampshire. He writes 

weekly for InsideCatholic.com.  

http://www.amazon.com/Grand-Inquisitor-Crossroad-Book/dp/0824524357/ref=pd_bbs_sr_4?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1231816877&sr=8-4
http://www.thomasmorecollege.edu/
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Understanding Caritas in Veritate 
David Warren | Column 

7/29/09

 was struck once -- struck and annoyed -- with a 

vagrant remark made to me by the Canadian 

philosopher George Grant (1918-1988). It came up 

in a conversation about Vietnam. He was using such 

terms as "technology" and "hegemony," which he'd 

employed elsewhere more abstractly in condemnation 

of the whole modern world, in pedestrian ways to 

condemn U.S. military operations against the 

Vietnamese Communists. 

Grant was my hero and, for various reasons, always 

will be. He was a man who would go to the wall for the 

truth. He possessed real historical insights into the 

nature of modernity. He was a sharp observer of many 

moral facts. He was of a truly Socratic disposition, and 

he walked through the poisoned halls of post-War 

academia in a deeply humane and beneficent fog. But 

he could also talk nonsense about party politics, the 

economy, foreign policy, etc. 

I had gone to some length to tell him, as a journalist 

who had been in Vietnam, that he had no idea what he 

was talking about; that he'd been felled by a frozen 

northern chunk of cheap leftist drivel; that he was 

parroting sources far more materialist, hegemonic, and 

malign than anything he could then have found in the 

Pentagon or White House. (Not that he'd find angels in 

there.) 

The dear man took my critical explosion in good 

sort and admitted that he was a bit of a fool in politics. 

"I'm sure you are right about the Communists. There 

are far worse accounts of justice than we find in John 

Locke." He then added, defensively: "If I'd wanted to get 

into politics, I would have studied current events when I 

was younger, instead of the things I did study." 

That was the remark that annoyed me. "If you 

admit to knowing nothing about these subjects, why do 

you publish opinions on them? Why do you allow 

cynical people to set you up with false information, and 

manipulate you with flattery, in order to exploit your 

reputation?" 

Grant looked hurt, confused, and so very innocent. 

We went back to discussing matters on which he was 

infinitely better informed: the lives of Anglican bishops, 

for instance. 

 

There were moments, in first reading Caritas in 

Veritate, when I came very close to the same bad 

reaction. There are moments when I almost think that 

Pope Benedict XVI -- unquestionably one of my heroes 

-- is surrounded by leftwing political operators who set 

him up with very false and twisted information about 

how the world works, in the hope of exploiting his 

magisterial authority. There are even moments when I 

think that people who live all their lives among 

"officials" of one kind or another may themselves 

believe that everything on earth requires central 

administration. So much, at least, for certain "new 

world order" passages, on subjects such as how energy 

supplies should be distributed internationally. I wish 

such ideas could remain unexpressed. 

But in the main, and in its spiritual depths, the 

encyclical is a wonderful thing. It seems to me that the 

Holy Father has begun the long process of recovering 

for the Catholic Church a view of politics and society 

that is organically related to her salvific faith, rather 

than an afterthought to it.  

He does, I think, a better job of avoiding "policy 

prescriptions" than his immediate predecessors, and 

helps un-write much that I thought unfortunate in the 

Populorum Progressio of Pope Paul VI, which went 

some distance to identify Christianity with "social 

democracy." 

Benedict instead delivers what at first seems a 

gentle, but on re-reading an excoriating rebuke of 
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political sentimentality and posturing. He declares that, 

without hard truth, "Love becomes an empty shell, to 

be filled in an arbitrary way. . . . It falls prey to 

contingent subjective emotions and opinions, the word 

'love' is abused and distorted, to the point where it 

comes to mean the opposite." 

He touches upon the narcissism of the age and 

incidentally makes a subtly brilliant defense of 

"capitalism" in connection with this: pointing out that 

the person who trades must serve the needs and wishes 

of others, rather than consulting only his own. 

Moreover, the pope refuses to condemn the instrument 

of free markets, condemning instead the ideologizing of 

them, by persons who think it is possible to detach 

economic decisions from ethical imperatives. 

The pope is teaching that justice cannot be 

disconnected from truth and love; that beauty, too, is 

not a "separate issue"; that there are no strictly 

autonomous values and thus no final role for specialized 

expertise. Man can only understand who he is in light of 

his Creator, and when the world's business is conducted 

outside this light, it merges into the inhuman darkness. 

This is the true humanism: a humanism not 

divorced from God. 

 

David Warren is a Canadian journalist who writes 

mostly on international affairs. His Web site is 

www.davidwarrenonline.com. 

http://www.davidwarrenonline.com/
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Building a Farm Team of New Conservative Leadership 

Deal W. Hudson | Column 

7/30/09
hat is being done to reinvigorate the next 

generation of conservatives in politics? 

Many new initiatives have been announced, 

but one of the few that will make a difference in coming 

elections is American Majority. Founded in January 

2008, this organization is aggressively recruiting and 

training a new generation of grassroots activists and 

future candidates throughout the nation.  

Ned Ryun, founder and president, grew up in 

politics, being the son of former Congressman Jim Ryun 

(R-KS). Ned is experienced at working with young 

activists, having co-founded, with his brother Drew, the 

Generation Joshua program. But, as Ned told me 

recently, the number of local grassroots groups popping 

up everywhere makes this an ideal time to offer them 

leadership training. Over 3,000 people have already 

received training in 22 states. 

Ryun explains, "Look what happened on April 15 -- 

there were 900 tea parties with over 1.2 million 

participants, but they don't know what to do next. We 

should educate them in how to go from protesting to 

implementing."  

Criss-crossing the country, going from one training 

session to another, Ryun has encountered a very high 

level of discontent: "People are angry across the board, 

at both Republicans and Democrats, about the 

expanding role of government."  

In fact, Ryun, a strong Evangelical, believes the 

biggest political battle is to get government back into its 

proper role. His central message to the activists and 

candidates he trains is the theme of limited 

government. "The only way we can win right now is to 

get government back within its proper boundaries – 

only then will it stop encroaching on businesses, 

families, and the Church."  

Ryun directs a staff of 22, including 16 field staff 

apportioned among six regional offices in Baton Rouge, 

Little Rock, Oklahoma City, St. Paul, Topeka, and San 

Antonio, in addition to the national headquarters in 

Northern Virginia. "We are going to the people who 

want the training, rather than making them come to us. 

That's why we are constantly in the field building a farm 

team of conservative leadership."  

Candidate training consists of an eight-hour 

seminar covering everything a person needs to be 

equipped to run for office. Trainees learn the 

rudiments of campaign strategy and planning, 

fundraising, media communication, and how to 

employ new media tools like Twitter, Facebook, and 

blogs. The results, so far, have been impressive. For 

example, Ryun urged 27 of his trainees to run for city 

council positions in Oklahoma, and 17 of them won. 

Only one had run for office before. 

"The conservative movement has been too 

focused on federal elections, but the Left, and 

especially the unions, has always been active at the 

local level." Ryun tells his trainees that 69 percent of 

the present House membership and 74 percent of the 

Senate started in politics by winning local or state 

elections. "If you want to get engaged and involved in 

politics that is how you should begin, at the local 

level." 

In his activist training, Ryun stresses the 

importance and power of "e-activism." We teach 

activists how to make effective use of Wikis, Twitter, 

social networking, and Google." An effective way to 

keep local officials accountable is to make 

contributions to Wikis like the Sunshine Review, 

Ballotpedia, and Judgepedia. Because of their amount 

of content and links, these Wikis have considerable 

"Google juice" and are listed high in Internet searches. 

"It's all about winning the information battle on-

line, where the Left is dominating the minds of those 

who are 30 and under," says Ryun.  

W 

http://www.americanmajority.org/
http://www.generationjoshua.org/dnn/
http://sunshinereview.org/index.php/Main_Page
http://ballotpedia.org/wiki/index.php/Main_Page
http://judgepedia.org/index.php/Main_Page
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With an average trainee age in the mid-forties, 

Ryun and his American Majority staff have their hands 

full in turning out a new generation of conservative 

leadership with tech savvy wedded to a message of 

limited government. But American Majority is off to a 

good start, and being the son of a famous distance 

runner, Ned Ryun knows what it takes to run the race to 

the end. 

 

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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For the Greater Glory of God 
Rev. John Jay Hughes | Column 

7/31/09

he man whom the Church celebrates on the last 

day of July was born, probably in 1491, to the 

noble family of Loyola in northeastern Spain. 

Baptized with the name Iñigo Lopez, he is known to us 

as Ignatius Loyola. He remained proud all his life of his 

noble lineage. 

In May 1521, Ignatius was struck by a cannonball 

while fighting invading French troops at Pamplona. With 

a broken right leg and a flesh wound in the left one, he 

was carried to the family castle at Loyola, where doctors 

decided that the bone in his broken leg must be reset. 

Under the shock of this operation his condition 

worsened, and on June 24 he was advised to confess his 

sins to a priest. Four days later, on the vigil of the feast 

of Sts. Peter and Paul, the doctors told him that he was 

dying. Ignatius prayed to Peter, promising that if he 

recovered he would devote his services to the apostle 

as a knight. The next day he was out of danger. When 

the reset bones knitted, however, a stump remained 

protruding from the flesh. Ignatius insisted that it be 

sawn off. He would walk with a limp for the rest of his 

life. 

During his recuperation, Ignatius asked for some 

tales of love and adventure -- the rough equivalent of 

today's pulp novels and Playboy magazine. When 

nothing of this kind could be found, he was given the 

Legends of the Saints and a Life of Christ. He initially 

found them boring, but gradually his interest was 

piqued. "What if I were to do what blessed Francis did?" 

Ignatius asked himself, "or blessed Dominic?" Still, his 

mind turned back to fantasies about knightly exploits 

and chasing girls.  

As the months crept by, he began to see that all his 

romantic dreams left him empty. The stories of the 

saints, on the other hand, filled him with a joy that 

persisted even after he laid the book down. He resolved 

to do penance for his many sins and to go on pilgrimage 

to Jerusalem -- another romantic dream, transformed 

now into a desire to serve a higher love, the love of God 

Himself. 

Lying sleepless one night, Ignatius had a vision of 

the Virgin Mary that flooded him with joy for many 

hours. From that time on, the licentious thoughts that 

had filled his imagination for so long disappeared, 

never to return. Family members were surprised that 

Ignatius spoke only of God, with a simplicity that 

deeply impressed all who heard him. It would be years 

before Ignatius realized it, but he had discovered his 

life's vocation. 

  

By March 1522, Ignatius was sufficiently recovered to 

set off on a mule for his pilgrimage to Jerusalem. He 

went first to the Benedictine monastery of Montserrat, 

where he made a general confession, laid down his 

sword at the shrine of the Black Virgin, gave his mule 

to the abbot, his fine clothes to a beggar, and donned 

the sackcloth garment of pilgrims.  

Ignatius then made for the nearby town of 

Manresa, where he stayed for the next ten months. He 

attended Mass daily, spent much of the day in prayer, 

and fasted to excess. He became seriously depressed, 

was tempted with thoughts of suicide, and tormented 

by scruples about whether his general confession at 

Montserrat had been complete.  

These often agonizing months at Manresa gave 

Ignatius what one of his later companions would 

describe as "the marvelous peace and strength seen in 

all he did, and the cheerfulness and joy that imbued all 

his actions: it shone in his face and could be seen in 

the prudence and assurance he showed in everything."  

At Manresa Ignatius also began writing notes for 

what eventually became his Spiritual Exercises. Based 

on his own experiences, the work is a kind of 

handbook designed, as the opening paragraph says, 
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"to prepare and dispose the soul to rid itself of all 

disordered affections and then, after their removal, to 

seek and find God's will in the ordering of our life for 

the salvation of our soul." It would become the first 

organized manual for a spiritual retreat in Christianity's 

history.  

Ignatius left Manresa in February 1523. While 

waiting in Barcelona for a ship to take him to Italy, he 

talked with others about God and His plan for their 

lives, using material from his Spiritual Exercises. On 

reaching the Holy Land, he visited all the holy sites and 

was seized with the idea of remaining, to convert the 

Muslims. The Franciscan Provincial vetoed this 

proposal: Should Ignatius be taken captive by the 

Muslims, the Franciscans would have to ransom him. 

Returning by sea to Venice and then overland to 

Genoa, where he took ship again, Ignatius reached 

Barcelona in early 1524, almost a year since his original 

departure. Realizing the need to supplement his meager 

academic education, Ignatius began to study Latin. He 

lived in an attic room, begged for his bread (giving much 

of it away to beggars and the sick), and found time to 

lead both women and men in the still developing 

Spiritual Exercises.  

His earliest extant letter, written in December 

1525to a woman he was helping spiritually, shows how 

much Ignatius had learned since his extreme penances 

at Manresa. Telling her to live joyfully, and with limitless 

gratitude to God, Ignatius wrote: "The Lord does not bid 

you do difficult things detrimental to your health but to 

live joyfully in him, giving the body its due. We grow 

weary of his gifts so much faster than he ever grows 

weary of bestowing them."  

After two years of Latin, Ignatius began university 

study in Alacalá between Madrid and Toledo, where he 

donned clerical dress and resumed his activity as a 

spiritual counselor for others. This aroused the 

suspicion of the authorities, who charged him with 

heresy. Imprisoned and interrogated, he was eventually 

acquitted but told to dress like an ordinary student and 

not to dispense spiritual advice until he had studied for 

four years.  

Discouraged, Ignatius left for the larger university at 

Salamanca, where after only a few weeks his experience 

in Alacalá was repeated: charges of heresy, 

imprisonment, subsequent acquittal, and release with 

warnings for the future. It was a pattern that would be 

repeated often in future years. Ignatius's real offense 

was that he was gifted -- and different. He ignored what 

is often called in jest the Seven Last Words of the 

Church: "We never did it like that before." And he 

possessed boundless self-confidence -- a trait that 

inevitably provokes suspicion from envious and less 

gifted establishment types who feel threatened by 

those of superior intellect and character.  

Following rejection at two Spanish universities, 

Ignatius began his studies anew in Paris in February 

1528. Now 37, he gathered fellow students around 

him, guiding them through the Spiritual Exercises, and 

by March 1533 he had been awarded a licentiate in 

philosophy, the prerequisite for doctoral studies. On 

August 15, 1534, Ignatius and six companions attended 

a Mass celebrated by Peter Favre, the only priest in the 

group, in a chapel atop Montmartre, then outside 

Paris. Together they vowed to go to Jerusalem (the old 

romantic dream was not dead); and, if that proved 

impossible, to place themselves at the disposal of the 

pope for any work he assigned them.  

  

Only in January 1537 could the group reassemble at 

Venice, the jumping-off place for the Holy Land. On 

June 24, Ignatius and his companions were ordained 

priests in Venice. With the Mediterranean closed to 

shipping by the Turks, the hoped-for trip to Jerusalem 

was impossible. At the end of 1538, then, Ignatius and 

his companions proceeded to Rome where they 

offered themselves to Pope Paul III, who assigned 

them missions in Italy, Portugal, and overseas.  

Approval of the Society of Jesus as a religious order 

encountered opposition among the cardinals. Some 

thought that the Church had too many orders already. 

Others objected to the special vow of obedience to the 

pope, on the ground that all Christians owed such 

obedience. The lack of a common celebration of the 
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divine office was also criticized. To leave more time for 

apostolic work, members of the new society were to 

pray the office privately. But final approval by the pope 

came on September 27, 1540. The following April, 

Ignatius was unanimously elected superior.  

On April 22, 1541, Ignatius celebrated Mass at St. 

Paul's outside the Walls of Rome and gave Communion 

to five of his companions who, with him, made their 

solemn profession in the newly approved society. "From 

that moment," Ignatius wrote later, "there came over 

them a silence, profound and increasing, to the glory of 

our Lord Jesus Christ."   

Ignatius remained in Rome for the remaining 15 

years of his life. The story of those years is less that of 

Ignatius himself than of the rapid growth of the society 

he founded. These years saw the foundation of two 

colleges in Rome for the training of the clergy, of 

Rome's first orphanage, of the first "halfway house" for 

prostitutes wanting to change their lives, and, in 1547, 

the decision to found schools for laymen -- the 

beginning of the worldwide Jesuit teaching apostolate 

that continues today.  

Ignatius guided the society with a loose rein, 

allowing those on the spot to decide for themselves the 

best course of action. His extant correspondence, some 

6,800 letters, is the largest of any person in the 16th 

century.  

Inspiring and supporting all this activity was 

Ignatius's deep and prolonged prayer. His devotion to 

the Holy Trinity was so intense that he sometimes had 

difficulty starting to celebrate Mass, or to continue it. 

After Mass he would remain two hours in prayer.  

The Jesuits' reputation as the pope's shock troops 

against Protestantism came about more by accident 

than design. Ignatius himself always counseled 

gentleness in dealing with heretics, the approach that a 

later generation would describe as catching more flies 

with honey than with vinegar.  

Ignatius's influence on others was profound -- not 

least on his younger contemporary Philip Neri, the 

founder of the Oratory. After Ignatius's death, Neri 

testified that there was often a glow in the Spaniard's 

face that no portrait could capture -- clearly the fruit of 

his long hours of waiting on the Lord in silence. Indeed, 

silence was always important for Ignatius, who 

regarded it as a prerequisite for spiritual progress -- a 

lesson sorely needed today, when millions banish 

silence with TV, radio, and a host of other electronic 

distractions. 

Though Ignatius experienced poor health during 

his final years, his death before dawn on July 31, 1556, 

came unexpectedly. He went home to the Lord whom 

he had served so generously as he had taught his 

followers to live: without drama or fuss. At his death, 

those followers numbered more than a thousand, 

working as far afield as Japan and Brazil, and including 

the great apostle of the East, St. Francis Xavier.  

 

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

archdiocese and the author, most recently, of the 

memoir No Ordinary Fool and of Columns of Light: 30 

Remarkable Saints, available both in print and as a 

recorded book from Now You Know Media. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1606041827/insidecatcom-20
http://search.store.yahoo.net/cgi-bin/nsearch?catalog=yhst-23951345135210&.autodone2=http://store.yahoo.com/yhst-23951345135210/nsearch.html&query=Columns%20of%20light
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For the Love of a Balloon 
Danielle Bean | Column 

7/31/09

h no!" An entire van full of children 

gasped as two-year-old Daniel's green 

balloon escaped his chubby fingers, 

bounced its way over seats, and ducked out a partially 

opened window.  

We watched in silence as the balloon floated freely 

past a nearby tree and then rode the wind, bobbed in 

the breeze, and climbed ever higher into the sky. Within 

seconds, it rose above the tree line and disappeared 

from our view.  

Inside the van, a balloon-less Daniel took a deep 

breath and we all waited for what was to come.  

Surely it would come. 

It did come: He screeched. He wailed. He sobbed. 

And we leapt into action.  

"Here, have my balloon!" many children offered at 

once. An older sister even handed him her green 

balloon -- an exact replica of the one that had just 

wormed its way from the clutch of his tiny fingers.  

Such a replacement would have satisfied any 

reasonable person. But, of course, even on his best 

days, a two-year-old is not any sort of reasonable 

person. 

"Noooo!" came the predictable protest. "Dat not 

my balloon!"  

I am unusually sensitive to balloon-related 

tragedies. When I was a little girl, I suffered from severe 

balloon angst myself. I loved balloons. And when I say 

that, I don't just mean I loved them. I mean I really 

loved them.  

I didn't play with balloons often, but when I did get 

my hands on one, fear gripped my heart. I clutched the 

balloon and tied its string to my wrist. I checked the 

knots, tightened them, and then checked them again. 

When I envisioned my precious balloon freeing itself 

from its tethers and floating away into the sky, I had to 

catch my breath.  

And so it was that though I truly loved balloons, I 

never did enjoy them. Who can enjoy that kind of 

anxiety and pressure? Who can be grateful while 

suffering that kind of fear of loss? 

God, the Creator of balloons and every other 

blessing on earth, intends that we should enjoy the 

blessings He gives us -- not obsessively secure them, 

protect them, shelter them, and fear their loss. As 

every mother knows, though, this is a difficult thing to 

remember. 

One recent afternoon at my parents' house, I 

found myself sitting on the concrete front steps as I 

watched my smallest children ride bikes and scoot cars 

in the driveway. 

These were the steps where my own mother sat 

and watched me ride bikes and scoot cars years ago. 

This was where she likely watched her children play 

and, as all mothers do, wondered and worried about 

whatever might become of them. 

As I sat on those steps, I pictured my long-ago 

mother there, too -- the sometimes weary, often taken 

for granted mother of nine -- and I hugged her in my 

heart.  

It's going to be alright, I assured her. That little girl 

on the tricycle will grow up to not only appreciate all 

that you have given her, but to experience much of it 

herself so that she might understand motherly love 

and sacrifice in as intimate and real a way as possible. 

She will be forever grateful to you for your gifts of faith 

and unfailing love. 

When I consider my own children's futures, I still 

sometimes allow myself to fear just a bit. I do 
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sometimes have to stop myself from checking and re-

checking my "balloon strings."  

I know from experience that one of the greatest 

gifts I can give my children is the example of loving 

without fear. It takes a special kind of strength and 

discipline to not spoil the gift of this exact moment with 

fears for the future or laments of losses we have not yet 

experienced.  

I shared these thoughts with my imagined long-ago 

mother as we sat on the concrete front steps together. 

We kept each other company there, watching toddlers 

on trikes and basking in the sunshine of our 

perspective.  

Holding on too hard or holding back out of fear are 

not love at all, we agreed. Love is embracing each 

fragile, fleeting moment for the blessing that it is -- free 

from fear, and growing in gratitude. 

 

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
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http://twitter.com/DanielleBean
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The King's Anguish: Mistranslating the Holy Scriptures  
Anthony Esolen | Classic 

7/25/09 

f any man," says the preacher, "can show just 

cause why they may not lawfully be joined 

together, let him now speak, or else hereafter 

forever hold his peace." 

At that the door is flung open, and in strides 

anybody from a dozen old movies. The screenwriters 

knew their trade. The one marriage service from which 

everybody remembers a line or two is that of the Book 

of Common Prayer. That language was memorable. It 

had cadence, balance, emphasis, and a simplicity and 

reverence befitting Christian prayer: an unashamed 

naming of humble things that can be seen and heard 

and touched, along with a majesty fit to honor the 

Creator of all things visible and invisible. 

Why can't we Catholics have hymnals and a 

lectionary faithful to the ancient texts and sensitive to 

the requirements of poetry and memorable prose? It's 

not much to ask. 

We don't have them now. Sing "Rice-a-Roni" to a 

class of college freshmen, and they will finish the jingle 

for you. Begin the intro to The Brady Bunch and they 

will chime in, even if they haven't watched the show in 

years. The awful but catchy music does it. But what 

weekly communicant can remember more than a 

sentence of Eucharistic Prayer III? 

Readers, examine your memories. "Greater love 

than this hath no man." "What God hath joined 

together, let no man put asunder." "My cup runneth 

over." "Consider the lilies of the field, how they grow." 

I'll wager that your memories are like mine: When we 

think of a verse from the Bible, we recall the old 

language: King James, or Douay-Rheims, or an amalgam 

of several old-fashioned renderings. What 

we don't recall are the words from our lectionary or our 

modernized hymnals. And there are reasons why not. 

  

No Man's Land 

One of the results of our linguistic compromise with 

feminism is that we render many sentences vague, 

indirect, and impersonal. We also blur the Scripture's 

frequent opposition of God and man. Consider again 

the words of Jesus, this time from the old Jerusalem 

Bible:  

"What God has united, man must not divide" (Mt 

19:6, emphasis added).  

We can imagine, can't we, the temerarious man who 

would try? That's the glory of the singular-

collective man: It signifies everybody, but everybody 

conceived as one, and so it can summon an image of a 

particular man doing a particular thing. And that 

clarifies our position relative to God. For God is on one 

side of the sentence, and man is on the other. 

What do we lose when we concede the natural 

language? Accuracy, clarity, power, and memorability. 

Here is Jesus in Matthew 16:26, from the Challoner 

revision of Douay-Rheims, posing the ultimate choice: 

For what does it profit a man, if he gain the whole 

world, but suffer the loss of his own soul? Or what 

will a man give in exchange for his soul? 

Our lectionary: 

What profit would there be for one to gain the 

whole world and forfeit his life? Or what can one 

give in exchange for his life? 

What's happened? Well, the subject of the Greek 

sentence is anthropos, generic man, masculine in 

gender and, more important, capable of calling up a 

specific image, that of a man who will meet a wretched 

fate if he gains the whole world but loses his soul. But 

to avoid that direct translation, our jiggerers recast the 

grammar, turning the verb profit into an abstract 

noun, making the subject of the sentence the 
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impersonal there, and dropping the clear he, subject of 

the explanatory clause. Worse, they suppress the idea 

of man, generic or otherwise, by the vaguest of all 

indefinite pronouns, the stuffy little one. Nor does 

this one do a lot; there is profit for one to do thus and 

so, but one just sits bashfully in one's little accusative 

nook, hoping that nobody will notice. 

Thus the strong balance and contrast of Christ's 

eloquent words -- "if he gain the whole world, but 

suffer the loss of his own soul" -- are derailed. In the 

Douay, as in the original Greek, Christ proclaims a 

principle by summoning a specific image. We can all 

think of a man who thought he might gain the whole 

world, but who lost his own soul. The last misbegotten 

century provides a rogue's gallery of such. And we can 

all put ourselves in that man's place at the moment of 

decision: Ignatius of Loyola approaches us and says, 

"Francis, my friend, what does it profit a man if he gain 

the whole world?," and it is no theoretical one we're 

talking about, but this man, that woman, here and now. 

Yet for all its poverty of style, the lectionary fails to 

avoid the masculine pronoun anyway, and falls into 

incoherent grammar to boot. Having begun 

with one, the translators could not proceed 

grammatically without sounding like a blueblood 

sniffing the bouquet of a claret: "One simply does 

not drink one's wine, you know." So they 

used his instead of one's. But the possessive 

of one is one's, not his! One ties one's shoelaces, lest 

one fall on one's backside. His would refer to somebody 

else's. Replace one's with his in the previous sentence, 

and see if you don't suddenly imagine some awkward 

scene involving Moe, Larry, and Curly. 

I am not niggling here; only rarely does the 

no man's land of the lectionary fail to render Holy 

Scripture flabby or unintelligible. Here's a particularly 

bad case. First the good English: 

None of us lives to himself, and none of us dies to 

himself (RSV, Rom 14:7). 

Replacing "to" with "for" would bring it into 

contemporary idiom, though it is clear as it is. The 

Jerusalem Bible replaced the proverb with an 

explanatory gloss: 

The life and death of each of us has its influence on 

others. 

Which, though forgettable, is at least clear and 

grammatical. Now for a tongue that ear hath not heard, 

nor eye seen, nor hath it entered into the mind of man 

to conceive: 

None of us lives for oneself, and no one dies for 

oneself. 

That's grammatical gibberish. The 

reflexive oneself requires a one to reflect, but there 

isn't any. Replace no one with nobody, and you will 

see the problem. Oneself must refer to somebody 

else, thus reversing Paul's meaning: 

Nobody lives for one [the -self is now emphatic 

rather than reflexive], and nobody dies for one. 

One is on one's own, it seems. "Ah, Jeeves, people 

indeed are cold these days; why, no one will give one a 

lift, no matter that one's pig is endangered." 

Turn back, O person, and mend thy foolish ways! 

Even when the Greek reads aner or Andres (adult 

males), the habit of unsexing may prove too strong: 

"As he was entering a village, ten persons with leprosy 

met him" (Lk 17:12). Alas, ye lepers, fled of most men, 

but abbreviated by translators! And the language is 

stilted, too: 

"Who's coming down the road, Jimmy?"  

"Looks like ten persons with leprosy, Dad."  

"Ten persons with leprosy, eh? Last week it was six 

persons. I sure wish these persons with leprosy 

would stay on their own side of the gulch." 

  

Proceed in an Indeterminate Direction, Young Man 

The impersonal constructions and indefinite pronouns 

are only the leading edge of a stylistic low-pressure 

system rolling in, bringing their blankets of fog. The 
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translators seem to fear pricking their fingers on the 

bristles of strong prose. They reverse E. B. White's 

dictum: They prefer the vague to the precise, the 

abstract to the concrete, and the general to the specific. 

The losses in rhetorical force and in theological 

meaning are great. Consider: 

There was a landowner who planted a vineyard, put 

a hedge around it, dug a wine press in it, and built a 

tower. Then he leased it to tenants and went on a 

journey. When vintage time drew near, he sent his 

servants to the tenants to obtain his produce (Mt 

21:33-34, lectionary). 

Obtain his produce? Greek karpous is concrete, visible, 

tangible: fruits, literally things you pluck. Compare 

with King James: 

There was a certain householder, which planted a 

vineyard, and hedged it round about, and digged a 

winepress in it, and built a tower, and let it out to 

husbandmen, and went into a far country: And 

when the time of the fruit drew near, he sent his 

servants to the husbandmen, that they might 

receive the fruits of it. 

In each case where the translations differ, the King 

James translators choose a word that exactly and 

concretely expresses the sense of the Greek, and our 

lectioneers choose something in the ballpark, less 

precise and less interesting. For the man is no mere 

landowner but anoikodespotes, the ruler of a 

household; and he hedges his vineyard roundabout to 

protect it from thieves (the lectionary makes the hedge 

seem a decorative afterthought); and he leases it to 

men of the earth -- farmers, not simply tenants; and it is 

in Greek the lovely season of the fruit drawing near, 

and the man sends his servants to take the fruit. 

Jesus uses the image of fruit again and again, as 

does Paul. To translate karpous as produce is to bury 

the connection between this parable and all those 

passages that teach us the fruit of true faith and love. It 

also dulls the parable, importing into it the language of 

a wholesaler for Kroger's. "Blessed is the produce of 

your womb," said Elizabeth to Mary. "By their produce 

you shall know them," said Jesus. 

Sometimes the translators choose the vague to 

avoid the embarrassment of the specific, lest it prove 

too potent for our frail nerves. Here again is the parable 

of the ten persons with leprosy: 

And one of them, realizing he had been healed, 

returned, glorifying God in a loud voice; and he fell 

at the feet of Jesus and thanked him (Lk 17:15-16). 

It's clear enough, but note the King James: 

And one of them, when he saw that he was 

healed, turned back, and with a loud voice glorified 

God, and fell down on his face at his feet, giving 

him thanks. 

In which version do you see and hear the scene more 

clearly? In which does the leper act most dramatically? 

He does not simply realize he has been healed -- he 

sees it! The man is staring in wonder at hands that look 

like hands and not tree rot. And he doesn't 

simply return; he turned back -- turned right around 

on the spot and retraced his steps to find Jesus and 

thank Him. And when he does thank Him, he does not 

simply fall at Jesus' feet. That's an act of humility 

before an important person, beseeching Him by 

clasping His knees. The Greek is clear: Epesen epi 

prosopon. He prostrated himself, falling face to the 

ground at the feet of his Savior. That is an act of 

worship. 

We don't want words too suggestive of homage, 

do we? Note the dilution of urgency in this well-known 

parable: 

The kingdom of heaven may be likened to a king 

who gave a wedding feast for his son. He 

dispatched his servants to summon the invited 

guests to the feast, but they refused to come. A 

second time he sent other servants, saying, "Tell 

those invited: 'Behold, I have prepared my 

banquet, my calves and fattened cattle are killed, 
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and everything is ready; come to the feast.'" Some 

ignored the invitation... 

The concluding moral? "Many are invited, but few are 

chosen" (Mt 22:1-5, 14). Yes, indeed. I've known men 

who wondered whether they had an invitation to the 

priesthood; they searched their souls, then their 

unopened mail, and discovered that no, they had not 

been invited after all. 

The Challoner does read "invited" for the first 

section; King James has the more urgent "bidden," 

suggesting rather a polite command or summons than 

something you can choose to accept or not, 

indifferently. But for the climactic final line they and the 

Jerusalem Bible turn to the simple verb call, as of the 

summoning voice of God, with all its scriptural echoes 

and its immediacy: "Many are called, but few are 

chosen." As for the formal invitation, with its stuffy 

image of receiving a card, Repondez s'il vous plait, it is 

nowhere to be found in the older translations, because 

it is nowhere to be found in the Greek. What those who 

reject the call do is more specific, more humanly 

understandable, and more ominous: They made light 

of it. That, of course, goes a deal beyond ignoring. 

But the greatest danger of abstraction is 

meaninglessness. Abstract words are difficult to use 

precisely. St. Paul is often abstract; therefore the 

translator must strive to make the words and the 

grammar absolutely clear, and to preserve as much of 

the underlying concrete imagery as possible. Here is 

Paul urging his followers at Philippi to be united in love: 

If there be therefore any consolation in Christ, if any 

comfort of love, if any fellowship of the Spirit, if any 

bowels [meaning: compassion] and mercies, fulfill 

ye my joy, that ye be likeminded, having the same 

love, being of one accord, of one mind (Phil 2:1-2). 

Look at that fellowship (Greek koinonia). It implies that 

the Christians are united with the Spirit, and therefore 

with one another. For an abstract noun, it retains great 

warmth, because it shows us the fellow men who are, in 

the Spirit, of one accord, of one mind. Now the 

lectionary: 

If there is any encouragement in Christ, any solace 

in love, any participation in the Spirit, any 

compassion and mercy, complete my joy by being 

of the same mind, with the same love, united in 

heart, thinking one thing. 

The phrase united in heart is not bad, but the rest is 

flat. The translators have muffled the powerful 

anaphora of if...  if, apparently thinking that any... any 

would do as well. They have unaccountably 

ditched fulfill, with its suggestion of fullness of heart, of 

overflowing joy; again, King James is closer to the 

original. But what's happened to the fellowship? What 

can the question mean, "If there is 

any participation in the Spirit"? Is it possible for Phil to 

participate in the Spirit, but not Fred? If Phil of Philippi 

participates in the Spirit, whatever that means, and 

Fred of Philippi doesn't, then how does one answer 

Paul's question? "Yes, we have participation in the 

Spirit here at Philippi, yes indeed. Phil participates, and 

so does Penelope, but most of us are waiting to see 

what happens." 

  

The Mod Squad 

If you see a man in a gray suit and tie and fedora, you'll 

say, "That man is well-dressed, in an old-fashioned 

way." If you see a man in a sweatshirt and jeans, you'll 

say, "That man is dressed casually." But if you see a 

man in a sweatshirt and jeans, with a tie and a fedora, 

you won't say, "That man is old-fashioned," or "That 

man is contemporary." You'll say, "That man is a fool." 

Our lectionary is the man in a sweatshirt and jeans, 

with a tie and a fedora. The translators couldn't excise 

all the old forms without sounding like tax attorneys. 

So they excised most of them but left others in; and 

the odd incongruities are sadly comical. Here is the 

finale of the magnificent hymn in Philippians: 

Because of this, God greatly exalted him and 

bestowed on him the name which is above every 

name, that at the name of Jesus every knee should 

bend, of those in heaven and on earth and under 
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the earth, and every tongue confess that Jesus 

Christ is Lord, to the glory of God the Father. 

It's not Douay, it's not King James, but it will do. The 

periodic sentence is not sliced into lector-manageable 

pieces; the hieratic bestow is for once permitted to stay 

in the room; the modifier at the name of Jesus retains 

its striking position preceding the subject of the final 

clause. But note how the introduction to the hymn has 

been revised. Here is King James: 

Let this mind be in you, which was also in Christ 

Jesus. 

That word mind resumes, with great force, what Paul 

has been advising for his followers, namely that they be 

of one mind. Here then is the one mind wherein they 

are to abide. Our lectioneers miss the cue, or cannot 

allow the slight old-fashionedness of this use 

of mind, even though they would soon allow the far 

more old-fashioned bestow. So they unwittingly call up 

the image of a struttin' Jesus: 

Have in you the same attitude that is also in Christ 

Jesus. 

An attitude is a posture, a pose; the thumb-hooking 

slouch of a kid on the streets is a particularly 

unpleasant attitude. Paul is talking not about an 

attitude but about something that reaches the core of 

our beings. To see the difference, revise the words of 

Jesus thus: "You shall love the Lord your God with all 

your heart, your soul, your strength, and your attitude." 

Doesn't work, does it? 

I don't object to revision when the old forms are 

misleading or unintentionally silly. But the translator 

should never forget that Scripture must often and 

necessarily be strange. That is partly because we're not 

living in ancient Palestine. But why should the feel of 

that culture and its traditions be lost? So when the 

lectioneers have Gabriel announce the pregnancy of 

Mary's relative Elizabeth, I weep for Palestine lost, and 

its richness of cultural meaning. Why the dead modern 

word? What dullard won't know 

what kinswoman means? Yet what does that old word 

imply that the new word loses? Maybe an entire world 

wherein one's most important bonds were forged 

among one's family, one's kin. A relative has something 

or other to do with me, perhaps by tedious marital 

connections. But a kinsman is of my kind, in English as in 

Greek. 

How dull is the change? It's as if the translators had 

eliminated a deeply personal word, like the 

verb abide (Greek meno, to stay, stand fast, abide) in 

"Abide in me, and I in you" Un 15:4), with all its echoes 

of dwelling and steadfastness, and replaced it with a 

bald function word denoting stasis and little else -- a 

word like remain. Ah, so they have done, throughout 

the Gospels. 

Consider the lovely opening of this old hymn, and 

modernize it in the style of the lectionary: 

Abide with me; fast falls the eventide,  

The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide. 

Remain with me, the evening starts to wane;   

It's getting dark, O Lord with me remain. 

Yet for all these semantic landmines, the real 

destruction is carried on quietly. Jesus did not write, 

but taught on mountains, in boats, and in the 

synagogue. Now, oral narratives require rhetorical 

devices to make them memorable: balance, 

parallelism, repetition, and, most important of all, easy 

and frequent links from clause to clause, and passage 

to passage. 

So, given the chance to preserve a taste of the 

preaching of Jesus, the lilt of His voice as He moved 

effortlessly from point to point, weaving His words 

together into a coherent and melodious whole that 

could be remembered by His unlettered listeners, our 

translators slice and dice, making it hard to follow the 

train of thought, and impossible to remember it in its 

entirety. Here is Jesus speaking against the hypocrites 

of His day. First the choppy lectionary: 

But do not follow their example. For they preach 

but they do not practice. They tie up heavy 

burdens hard to carry and lay them on people's 

shoulders, but they will not lift a finger to move 

them. All their works are performed to be seen. 
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They widen their phylacteries and lengthen their 

tassels. They love places of honor at banquets, seats 

of honor in synagogues, greetings in marketplaces, 

and the salutation "Rabbi." As for you, do not be 

called "Rabbi." You have one teacher, and you are 

all brothers (Mt 23:3-8). 

Now Challoner, with additional connectors italicized: 

But do not act according to their works; for they 

talk but do nothing. And they bind together heavy 

and oppressive burdens, and lay them on men's 

shoulders; but not with one finger of their own do 

they choose to move them. In fact, all their works 

they do in order to be seen by men; for they widen 

their phylacteries, and enlarge their 

tassels, and love the first places at suppers and the 

front seats in the synagogues, and greetings in the 

marketplace, and to be called by men "Rabbi." But 

do not you be called "Rabbi"; for one is your 

Master, and you are all brothers. 

Not only is the and... and series faithful to the original; 

it builds to a climax, as Jesus, master preacher, loads 

charge upon charge against the scribes and Pharisees, 

accumulating them in a sentence as heavily burdened 

as the niggling rules wherewith the Pharisees 

burdened other people. It is a breathless tour-de-force; 

alas, too old-fashioned to fit in our neighborhood, and 

therefore leveled for a rhetorical parking lot. 

  

Alt., in the Name of the Law! 

If the lectionary is poor, the hymnals are worse. I'm not 

only referring to the off-Broadway show tunes 

masquerading as folk music, but to "traditional" hymns, 

neutered and cauterized and blacktopped without 

shame. Here flattened language, theological deafness, 

incongruity of diction, and bad grammar unite. I need 

only place side by side an original poem with its mugged 

and beaten version from Today's Missal: 

Fairest Lord Jesus, Ruler of all Nature,  

O thou of God and Man the Son! 

Thee will I cherish, thee will I honor,  

Thou my soul's glory, joy, and crown. 

Beautiful Savior, King of Creation,  

Son of God and Son of Man!  

Truly I'd love thee, truly I'd serve thee,   

Light of my soul, my joy, my crown. 

Fair is the sunshine, fairer still the moonlight,  

And all the twinkling starry host;  

Jesus shines brighter, Jesus shines purer  

Than all the angels Heaven can boast. 

Fair is the sunshine, fair is the moonlight,   

Bright the sparkling stars on high;   

Jesus shines brighter, Jesus shines purer  

Than all the angels in the sky. 

What, O revisers, did this poor poem do to you, that 

you had to mangle it and then tag it with the 

theological nonsense of angels floating in the 

stratosphere, somewhere between weather balloons 

and the space station? 

Perhaps the revisers had no malice against Fairest 

Lord Jesus. Perhaps they were only incompetent. But 

who told them they should bother the poem in the 

first place? Space won't permit an excursus into the 

bad theology behind most of the revisions; but why 

should they do to religious lyric what they wouldn't 

dare do to Shakespeare? Or would they dare? My 

gosh, it's Yorick! l used to know this guy! 

I'm well-acquainted with sins of translation, having 

committed my share. But the revisers of our lectionary 

enjoy enviable advantages. They don't have to worry 

about meter and rhyme. They are free to work from 

past translations, and they have millennia of tradition 

and commentary to assist them. They can often do the 

wisest thing -- nothing -- and be congratulated. As for 

the compilers of hymnals, they should simply choose 

the songs and let them be. 

I know we'll be seeing a new lectionary soon. My 

hopes aren't high. In the meantime, two generations 

of Catholics have grown up with the mind-erasing 
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prose of the current version. Not to worry. There's 

still The Brady Bunch. 
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Reconciling Judas: Evangelizing the Theologians 

Rev. Edward T. Oakes, S.J. | Classic 

7/28/09 
n 1968, a professor of theology at the University of 

Regensburg wrote a modestly sized treatise on the 

Apostles' Creed called Introduction to Christianity. 

Its impact, however, was anything but modest, for the 

book so captivated Pope Paul VI that he made its author 

archbishop of Munich (and later cardinal, one of his last 

appointments to the college); and just a few years later, 

the new pope, John Paul II, summoned the same man to 

Rome to head the Congregation for the Doctrine of the 

Faith. His name, of course, was Joseph Ratzinger. 

Not many books have changed history, but this one 

certainly did, not just for the author personally but also 

for the wider Church. For it would be hard to 

exaggerate the influence of this bookish Bavarian, not 

just on John Paul II (perhaps the most influential pope in 

history) but on Catholics worldwide through the 

cardinal's role as doctrinal overseer and enforcer of 

magisterial orthodoxy, and now, as the Supreme Pontiff 

himself. What made the book itself so remarkable was 

not just its deft use of the Apostles' Creed to explain 

Christianity to the lay reader or its acute analysis of 

unbelief and the secular mind. An even greater virtue of 

the book was the future pope's keen analysis of why the 

promising spirit of Vatican II failed to bring about a 

reunited Christianity and a re-Christianized Europe. 

According to Ratzinger's analysis, post-

Enlightenment Christianity in Europe had been conned 

into adopting an evangelical strategy too superficial in 

its approach and too intimidated by Enlightened 

objections to Christian doctrine. He illustrated the 

reasoning behind this anemic strategy with a parable, 

one that Søren Kierkegaard once recounted about a fire 

that breaks out backstage right before a circus is set to 

perform. In panic the stage manager sends out one of 

the performers -- a clown as it happens, and naturally 

already in costume -- to warn the audience to leave 

immediately. But the spectators take the clown's 

desperate pleas as part of his schtick; and the more he 

gesticulates the more they laugh, until fire engulfs the 

whole theater. This, said Kierkegaard, is the situation of 

Christians: The more they gesticulate with their creed, 

the more laughable they seem to their skeptical 

neighbors, until the world becomes engulfed in the 

flames of war and mutual hatred -- a hell on earth as 

prelude to the hell after death. If only these Christian 

clowns had first thought to change out of their goofy 

costume, he implied, the theatergoing world might 

have been spared. 

Kierkegaard did not explicitly say just what kind of 

funny clothes he thought Christians should now strip 

off to make their message of impending doom more 

credible. But whatever costume this Danish 

philosopher felt Christians should doff, his parable, at 

least for the professor from Regensburg, does not get 

at the real dilemma of preaching the gospel to a 

secular culture. The very news that a fire is on the way 

-- and, above all, that we can be spared by the simple 

expedient of a belief in a transworldly message (why 

not just leave the theater?) -- strikes the contemporary 

secular spectator as much more incredible than any 

costumed language in which it might be couched. 

Change the rites of the Mass from Latin to the 

vernacular, call on nuns to modernize their habits, 

introduce guitars and folk music in the Church's 

worship, address the modern world in tones of respect 

and hope, praise modernity for its achievements -- the 

core of the message will still seem absurd to the 

secular mind. 

So maybe Kierkegaard misled us with his famous 

parable. Perhaps another story is more appropriate. 

For that reason, the future pontiff began his book with 

an even more somber narrative, one of the fairy tales 

from the Brothers Grimm. Once upon a time, a poor 

widow sends her young son Hans into the village to 

fetch a simple meal, and along the way into town he 

discovers a lump of gold. Thrilled, he heads back home 

to show his mother his amazing good luck. But no 

sooner has he started back than he meets a knight 
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who persuades him to exchange the gold for the 

knight's steed. "The better for plowing!" the knight 

assures the boy. Further down the way, a farmer 

explains that the widow can't eat a horse, so why not 

exchange the horse for the farmer's cow? After making 

this seemingly reasonable bargain, the boy continues 

home but then meets up with a neighbor carrying a 

goose under his arm. Of course the widow wants a meal 

today, says the neighbor, so why not exchange cow for 

goose? Done. Finally, nearly home, he meets up with a 

boy who tells him that if he exchanges the goose for a 

whetstone he can keep his knife sharpened for 

slaughtering any number of geese in the future. Done 

again. But when he gets home he notices the clumsy 

stone in his pocket and, puzzled at its presence, throws 

it away before crossing the threshold of his home, none 

the sadder and certainly none the wiser. 

  

Anyone who has followed the path taken by Protestant 

theology in the past two centuries, and by Catholic 

theology in the past four decades, already knows the 

point of this story: All the costume changes in the world 

won't matter if the messenger has squandered his 

treasure by altering his message to suit the convenience 

of the audience. For Ratzinger, creeds matter only if 

what they proclaim is true, and if Christians deep down 

don't really think so, then all the translation strategies 

in the world will mean nothing: 

The worried Christian of today is often bothered by 

questions like these: has our theology in the last 

few years not taken in many ways a similar path? 

Has it not gradually watered down the demands of 

faith, which had been found all too demanding, 

always only so little that nothing important seemed 

to be lost, yet always so much that it was soon 

possible to venture on to the next step? And will 

poor Hans, the Christian who trustfully let himself 

be led from exchange to exchange, from 

interpretation to interpretation, not really soon 

hold in his hand, instead of the gold with which he 

began, only a whetstone, which he can be 

confidently recommended to throw away? 

The results of this not-so-wonderful exchange have now 

descended upon us: plummeting church attendance 

and a secular culture grown aggressively anti-Christian. 

Little surprise there, for the Church now trumpets its 

gospel with a most uncertain tocsin. As the late and 

renowned historian of dogma Jaroslav Pelikan brutally 

observes in Christian Doctrine and Modern Culture (the 

fifth of his five-volume The Christian Tradition), "The 

modern period in the history of Christian doctrine may 

be defined as the time when doctrines that had been 

assumed more than debated for most of Christian 

history were themselves called into question: the idea 

of revelation, the uniqueness of Christ, the authority of 

Scripture, the expectation of life after death, even the 

very transcendence of God." 

Add to this mix doubts about the existence of hell 

and the need for the atoning death of Christ on the 

cross, then no wonder more and more struggling and 

confused believers say to themselves, "Why bother?," 

and no wonder secular culture regards with such 

contempt the pathetic attempts of self-styled liberal 

believers to play catch-up ball with modern advances. 

But perhaps the greatest harm done by this step-

by-step sell-out is the damage Christians inflict on 

themselves by continuing to go to church while calling 

into question, secretly or openly, such central 

doctrines as the divinity of Christ and His atoning 

death. For when that happens, professions of faith 

become hollow and words are used without meaning 

them. In other words, Christians turn themselves into 

liars by showing up for church while hedging their bets 

even as they profess their Faith. In one of his Parochial 

and Plain Sermons, fittingly called "Unreal Words," 

John Henry Cardinal Newman gets at this point directly 

when he says: 

To make professions is to play with edged tools, 

unless we attend to what we are saying. Words 

have a meaning, whether we mean that meaning 

or not; and they are imputed to us in their real 

meaning, when our not meaning it is our own 

fault. He who takes God's Name in vain is not 

counted guiltless because he means nothing by it -- 

he cannot frame a language for himself; and they 
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who make professions, of whatever kind, are heard 

in the sense of those professions, and are not 

excused because they themselves attach no sense 

to them. 

Jesus Himself admonishes us in just these terms when 

He says: "But I tell you that men will have to give an 

account on the day of judgment for every careless word 

they have spoken. For by your words you will be 

acquitted, and by your words you will be condemned" 

(Matthew 12:36-37). But what is true of individuals is 

even truer of the Church, for when ambivalence and 

equivocation take hold of the faithful in the very act of 

reciting the Creed, the Church will be choked off from 

the very graces it was founded to give to the world -- 

again as Cardinal Newman, in that same sermon, 

foresaw: 

The invisible Church has developed itself into the 

Church visible, and its outward rites and forms are 

nourished and animated by the living power which 

dwells within it. Thus every part of it is real, down 

to the minutest details. But when the seductions of 

the world and the lusts of the flesh have eaten out 

this divine inward life, what is the outward Church 

but a hollowness and a mockery, like the whited 

sepulchres of which our Lord speaks, a memorial of 

what was and is not? And though we trust that the 

Church is nowhere thus utterly deserted by the 

Spirit of truth, at least according to God's ordinary 

providence, yet may we not say that in proportion 

as it approaches to this state of deadness, the grace 

of its ordinances, though not forfeited, at least 

flows in but a scanty or uncertain stream? 

A scanty, uncertain stream indeed. How else can we 

explain the dearth of vocations in the industrialized 

West, the empty churches in Europe, the abysmal 

ignorance of the Faith among nominal Christians, the 

closing of Catholic schools in this country and Canada, 

the notorious violation of their vows by some priests 

(however few or many that number may be), even the 

very fact that the internal precincts of the Church have 

become one of the battlefields in the Culture Wars? 

  

For that reason, I hold that the primary cause of all 

that ails the Church in modern times stems from this 

prior capitulation to the Enlightened agenda so well 

adumbrated by Cardinal Ratzinger in his epochal book. 

Sometimes this capitulation is openly admitted, even 

celebrated, as in the slogan that was so popular in the 

Sixties and Seventies: "The world sets the agenda for 

the Church." Many trends in theology are also quite 

open about this capitulation. St. Paul says, "We destroy 

arguments, demolishing every proud obstacle to the 

knowledge of God, and we take every thought captive 

to make it obedient to Christ" (2 Corinthians 10:5). In 

total contrast to such Pauline courage would be the 

pusillanimity of those theologians who take the 

opposite tack by capitulating to every Enlightened 

thought to make the gospel captive to it. 

Take, for example, the Jesuit Rev. Roger Haight, 

whose book Jesus: Symbol of God perfectly illustrates 

Catholic theology's recent declension from gold to 

whetstone. What follows is a kind of catena of 

citations from the book -- a catena plumbi, as it were -- 

to show what I mean: 

My understanding of the resurrection does not 

support the necessity of an empty tomb in 

principle. Resurrection faith today is not belief in 

an external miracle, an empirical historical event 

testified to by disciples, which we take as a fact on 

the basis of their word. Although that may 

describe in fact the belief of many Christians, it is 

no ideal. A reflective faith-hope today will affirm 

Jesus risen on the basis of a conviction that Jesus' 

message is true; because God is the way Jesus 

revealed God to be, Jesus is alive.… Because it was 

Jesus whom people experienced as risen, and not 

someone else, one must assume that Jesus had a 

forceful religious impact on people.… In the view 

proposed here, the external event that helped 

mediate a consciousness of Jesus risen was Jesus 

himself during his ministry. Or, to be more exact, 

after his death, the disciples' memory of Jesus 

filled this role [emphases mine]. 

In other words, the resurrection of Jesus differs in no 

fundamental way metaphysically from the way Dr. 
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Martin Luther King Jr. or Mahatma Gandhi continue to 

live on in the memory of those who have been inspired 

by their respective messages. With a thesis like this now 

afloat in the professional journals, theology has clearly 

reached the point where it thinks it can bargain with 

modern unbelief using a whetstone for legal tender. 

What Father Haight has given us, in effect, is a 

christology equally suitable to the followers of the slain 

Beatle, John Lennon, whose fans gather each year at 

Strawberry Fields in New York's Central Park (their 

Golgotha) on the anniversary of his assassination (their 

Easter), fondly recall his memory, proudly affirm that his 

message is true, and recognize him for the forceful 

impact he had on people (as he once blurted out to a 

reporter when he was on tour in South Africa, and to 

immense controversy, "We're more popular than 

Jesus"). 

But let us now ignore that one book as merely 

symptomatic and turn to all those sermons on Easter 

Sunday that inform the congregation that "Jesus died as 

a man and rose as a community" or warble on from the 

pulpit that the risen Jesus is "not a he, but a we." Or as 

one campus minister said in my hearing at a church 

service (I will forbear to call it a Mass, although such 

was its billing), "Let us now worship that sense of 

Ultimacy we sometimes call God." 

I recall another occasion when an ex-priest from 

Denver (who edits one of those depressing "homily 

helper" newsletters) got caught speaking incautiously to 

the religion editor of the Rocky Mountain News. "No, I 

don't have a personal relation with Jesus," he averred. 

"My pastoral approach is to gradually wean people 

away from the individual to the corporate reality." To 

possible objections that might arise from a more careful 

and exacting exegesis of the New Testament's 

resurrection narratives, the man merely sneered and, 

borrowing an arrow from Father Haight's quiver, called 

these gospel depictions "the Polaroid Jesus, someone 

you could photograph on Easter Sunday." The reporter 

recounting these recherché opinions seemed rather 

nonplussed and wondered what could ever motivate 

Christians to consent to such an obvious, wholesale 

liquidation of their own company store, to which the 

man replied that an "allegiance to a Jewish male 

affronts the modern commitment to ethnic and gender 

diversity." 

  

It is because of views like these that I hold that the first 

(but in no way exclusive) task of the New Evangelization 

is to evangelize Christians. This task, as I say, is daunting 

and requires, among its other skills, that the orthodox 

be alert to what I call "pod-people talk," using here an 

analogy drawn from that classic sci-fi flick, The Invasion 

of the Body Snatchers, the famous cult movie about 

aliens who try to take over the planet by kidnapping 

hapless humans and forcing them to spend a night in 

large pods the size of body bags. Upon awakening from 

these awesome contraptions, the earthlings would 

have been zapped into alienhood: They emerged from 

their pods still looking and acting exactly as their past 

humanity would lead one to expect, but in essence 

they were aliens, fully intent on taking over the planet. 

For me the fascination of this plot derives from the 

way the loved ones of these newly alienized beings 

came to suspect something might be amiss. For 

although the Los Angeles English of the aliens was 

completely idiomatic and accent-free, there was yet 

something vaguely unsettling about their demeanor 

and sentences. A kind of subtext to their ordinary 

communications made their loved ones edgy and 

uneasy, until finally one or another of the disguised 

aliens would say something so utterly out of character 

that there could be no doubting their new identity. 

In the course of 40 years of adult life spent in the 

wake of the Second Vatican Council, it has gradually 

been borne in upon me that most students attending 

our elite divinity schools must have spent a night in the 

theological version of these pods. For although they 

seem to speak real English, unaccented and fully 

idiomatic, there is yet something strange and 

unsettling about the lingo that comes out of their 

mouths. At first their sentences are merely unsettling 

and ooze with a slippery vagueness that sounds wrong 

but which can -- with those patient hermeneutical 

transpositions that so many theologians have made 

their stock-in-trade -- be explained away. But then 
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along comes a Father Haight or an ex-priest caught on 

tape with a reporter, and suddenly the orthodox wake 

up with the queasy feeling that the body snatchers have 

entered the ancient precincts of the Church. 

A few years back the Vatican made half-hearted 

attempts to address this problem with the directive 

known as Ex Corde Ecclesiae, but the sex-abuse crisis 

seems to have taken the wind out of the bishops' sails 

when the time came to enforce the prescriptions in that 

document (which was one reason the liberal press, 

most especially the liberal Catholic press, found the 

scandal so useful). But however worthy the document 

or half-hearted its implementation, the problems 

attendant upon the professionalization of theology, 

with its huge superstructure of hermeneutical 

legerdemain, actually go much deeper than anything 

that the Vatican could address with a mere document. 

In the face of this truly mortal danger to the life of 

the Church, I believe Christians must be evangelized by 

preachers who deliberately set out to destroy the 

pretensions of the body snatchers. And to do that they 

must attack head-on what I regard as the most basic 

presupposition of the pod people. In my reading of their 

works, liberal Christians want to make the Christian 

message easy to believe, and to do so they must first 

make the New Testament hard to understand -- which 

explains why there must be such a huge superstructure 

of biblical commentaries and hermeneutical throat-

clearing whenever a preacher sets out to preach, and 

why the end result proves to be so easy on the intellect 

once the sermon is over. For example, no one could 

possibly doubt that the disciples "remembered" the 

ministry of Jesus after His death; and if, by definition, 

that is all that the resurrection means, who could deny 

that Jesus "rose" in the mind of the disciples? But to 

explain how the New Testament could seem to give an 

impression so at odds with this easygoing view, one 

must subject the Scriptures to an astonishingly 

elaborate historical-critical analysis and then try to get 

the believer to accept the end result as an even 

remotely plausible reflection of what the New 

Testament says. No wonder courses in hermeneutics 

are so popular in elite divinity schools. 

In fact, the situation of New Testament 

interpretation is the exact opposite: I maintain that the 

Christian dispensation is much more difficult to believe 

than it is to understand, for its message can be boiled 

down to a five-word sentence of remarkable simplicity 

but one that represents a radical challenge to the 

intellect: We die before we live. Or again, another five-

word kerygma: We meet Christ in death. In each case, 

five simple, easy-to-understand words, but ones that 

nearly everything about the way the modern world is 

structured make difficult to believe. In an age of 

popularized books on neurology from the pen of Oliver 

Sacks and when most people are intuitively aware of 

the dependence of consciousness on brain chemistry 

(just from living in a "Prozac Nation" or from 

witnessing a relative suffer from Alzheimer's disease, if 

from nothing else), these two five-word sentences will 

immediately strike the hearer as easy to understand 

but difficult to believe. 

Far be it from me to deny the difficulties involved 

in true belief, as opposed to the thin gruel peddled by 

our pod theologians. But whatever the challenges 

facing preachers of the true gospel, we at least have 

before us the lesson of two centuries of cultural 

Protestantism and four decades of liberal Catholicism 

to warn us against the alternative. For both these 

versions of "Christianity" teach us that a little bit of the 

gospel is more damaging than would be forthright 

rejection of the whole package. Watered-down 

Christianity has only given us absurd hopes, the vision 

of a non-existent future, lukewarm zeal, a narcissistic 

ethic, incantatory theology, invented grievances (like 

the pseudo-allergy to so-called gender-biased 

language), and a preaching in which, in Dante's harsh 

words, "sheep leave church, having been fed on wind." 

No wonder T. S. Eliot tartly observed, "We know too 

much, and are convinced of too little. Our literature is 

a substitute for religion, and so is our religion." 

 

Edward T. Oakes, S.J., is Chester & Margaret Paluch 

Professor of Theology at the University of St. Mary of 

the Lake/Mundelein Seminary, the Catholic seminary 
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for the Archdiocese of Chicago. This article originally 

appeared in the October 2004 issue of crisis Magazine. 
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Victims Unseen  

Anthony Esolen | Classic 

7/30/09 
magine a rash of fires, lit by fire chiefs, in certain 

ghettos of Eastern Europe during the 1930s. A 

synagogue burns to the ground in Kraków, another 

in Prague, a Jewish community house in Danzig, the 

Beth-salem Orphanage in Leipzig, and yet another 

synagogue in Bratislava. All are destroyed. Imagine that 

half of the leaders of the governments involved respond 

by insisting that laws against arson are outdated and 

oppressive; that the desire to burn things is natural in 

man and needs a healthy outlet; that our customs 

regarding pyrophilia are hypocritical; and that one 

cannot expect fire chiefs always to be putting out fires 

without wanting to set a few themselves. Imagine that 

the other leaders notice that the problem seems not to 

have been arson but hatred of Jews. Imagine that while 

these groups fight it out -- the one surely in the grip of 

dementia, the other correct but still half-blind and 

impotent -- the Jews still have no synagogues, no 

orphanages, and no community houses, nor is it 

proposed that they get any. In fact, any real thought 

about who the Jews are, what they give, and what they 

need is uncomfortably set aside, if it ever arises at all.  

That is an analogy for what has happened in our 

Church, with this one exception: While there's no 

natural connection between arson and the very being of 

a Jewish worshiper, there is a connection -- a terrible 

one -- between the seduction of boys and the manhood 

that was ruined or vitiated in them.To burn a man's 

house is to sin against his property, perhaps his 

posterity. To burn his house out of hatred is to sin 

against his person. But to seduce a boy, to corrupt his 

manhood while it is yet in the bud, is to sin against his 

nature, his essential created being.  

We have ignored the boys. And we ignored them, as 

we have been ignoring them, these many years. 

Governments and foundations shovel money into 

programs to teach math and science specifically to girls, 

but not a penny, not for any subject, devoted 

specifically to boys. Why is that? Nowadays in some 

places a boy growing up with a father is as rare as an 

orphan used to be. These boys need more than ever the 

male discipline of sports -- so what do we do about it? 

We cut their rosters. Sometimes, against common 

sense, against plain decency and charity, we force the 

boys to play on the same teams with girls, even when 

there are girls' teams available. Why that happy 

cruelty? We know that these same boys -- often 

fatherless -- are less likely to go to church than are 

their sisters. That's all right by us; we set up 

committees to study women's participation in the 

Church. We stock up on female lectors and female 

directors of religious education. We showcase our altar 

girls. Why?  

Young men are strong enough and aggressive 

enough to commit -- but also vulnerable enough to 

suffer -- the bulk of violent crime in our country. 

Everyone knows the former; does anyone care to 

consider the latter? One in ten black men aged 20 to 

30 is currently in prison. Do we sponsor any initiatives 

to reach the boys before they fall into that abyss? Boys 

are now far outnumbered by girls in college. Exactly 

how this state of affairs is to be a boon to the 

civilization, the country, the family, and the Church, no 

one has bothered to examine. I think it heralds the 

onset of catastrophe. But is there a single program 

anywhere designed to address the issue? Boys find 

school detestable -- I found it so, and I have met few 

young men, even those I teach in college, and most 

especially the brightest, who say that they loved high 

school, and few young women who say they hated it. 

Does anyone care?  

Catholic conservatives -- I am tempted to place 

that word in scare quotes -- have noticed that nearly 

all the victims in the scandals were teenage boys. Bully 

for them; it was hard not to notice it. But that's where 

the noticing stopped. I fear I know why. To press the 

issue is to venture into a minefield, for we have failed 

the boys and would prefer not to be reminded of it. 
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How else to explain the delicate attempts by many to 

soften the perception of the crime?  

It's true that conservatives have called on us to 

recommit ourselves to the Church's teachings on 

homosexuality, and justly so. But their focus has been 

entirely on the priest, not at all on the boy. For when 

they discussed the scandals they noted carefully that 

the cases of pedophilia were rare; what we were 

dealing with, they said, was ephebophilia, the seduction 

(not rape, sometimes not even statutory rape) of 

teenage boys. True enough. But what then about those 

teenage boys? Ephebophilia may not be rape, but it is, I 

think, something more insidious, and possibly more 

destructive. To understand the sins of these priests, we 

need to understand what was peculiarly sinful about 

their seduction of the boys.  

 

It is a rotten time to be a boy. Loveless feminists can 

carp all they want, but being a boy has never been easy, 

and now we seem bent on making it as arduous and as 

grim as possible. The boy knows that he will not have 

achieved manhood by reaching a certain age or by the 

maturation of his reproductive system. Manhood, 

though we find it convenient to forget the fact, must be 

won and won again. Boys cannot forget it, and so they 

naturally form gangs, blood brotherhoods, teams: If 

you're a member, you have won approval -- you're a 

real boy, a real man. But your membership is contingent 

upon your holding up your end of the deal. You must be 

brave; you must be loyal.  

There is nothing inherently wrong with such 

brotherhoods. Saner societies than ours used to foster 

and direct them: Boy Scouts, Junior Achievement, ROTC. 

They, or something like them, are necessary for the 

boy's development. If the boy is rejected by the other 

boys, he needs a man to take their place, to be his 

mentor, to bolster him in his uncertain manhood, to 

assure him that his arms are growing stronger, to holler 

and rail if need be as he straps on the helmet or grabs 

the next knot in the rope, and to nod (a laconic nod of 

approval more powerful to that boy than any mother's 

smile can be) when he stands in victory.  

So let us look at our ephebophile and his prey. 

Pardon me as I condense several accounts of crimes we 

have read about to present the deed in its essence. 

Between the man and the boy in question, there's a 

curious affinity. Father Mike, let us call him, was, as a 

boy, intelligent but shy, not terribly athletic but 

admiring of athletes. He was the boy who looked out 

the window, in resentment yet with aching attraction, 

at the other boys playing king-of-the-hill in the yard 

next door. He cannot be like them, he thinks, but he 

wants to be like them. They may barrel into each other 

with innocent rivalry or boyish affection, but he has 

never felt that crush of bodies, or the few times he has 

felt it, it meant too much to him because it was too 

rare. He is skinny or pudgy or short or nearsighted or 

asthmatic or coddled by a hypochondriacal mother or 

ignored by his father. He wears his body awkwardly, 

wishing he looked like one of the other boys. He is not 

privy to what they whisper and snort about behind the 

shed or up the woods. He suspects the ribaldry he 

doesn't know. The grosser he supposes it to be, the 

more he despises it, and the more he wishes he were 

part of it.  

This lad I'm describing was not born so. The 

thoughtlessness and cruelty of others have made him 

so. He will say he has always felt an attraction for 

members of his sex. He isn't lying. He has. But he's 

mistaken about it nonetheless: His longing for male 

comradeship is something he shares with every man 

who has ever lived. His feelings, in themselves, show 

how David admired Jonathan, how Oliver wished to die 

beside Roland, how Gilgamesh wept inconsolably 

beside the body of Enkidu the strong. The problem is 

that when he reaches puberty, the longings natural to 

every boy and man may become -- by being unmet, by 

having been a source of pain -- unnaturally sexualized. 

If so, he becomes a homosexual man: that is, a man 

who still wants to be one of the boys, even as he 

resents boys who are comfortable and easy with their 

masculinity.  

 

He is drawn to those like him. He sees a boy, possibly 

better-looking than he was or more athletic, but still 

lonely, unsure of himself, needing the approval of a 
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man. Perhaps the boy's father is far away; perhaps that 

distance is the doing of a selfish mother. Perhaps the 

father is all too near and is cruel and angry. It may be 

that the boy is not exactly rejected by his peers, but not 

exactly welcomed, either. Enter the older man, the 

apparently (but only apparently) confident priest. At 

this crisis of the boy's life the priest comes on the scene 

as the male friend, the mentor, the older comrade. He 

takes the boy to the basketball game -- something the 

boy wishes his father had done. He slaps him on the 

back with what seems like nonchalance. He praises him 

for his cleverness, asks him if he's all right with the girls, 

laughs when the boy tells of some trouble he got into at 

school, and wisely advises him how to get out of it 

again.  

Soon Father Mike -- Father Mike, not Reverend but 

Father -- has taken the boy into his own confidence, 

too. He encourages him to be comfortable with, actually 

a trifle loose with, his body and his sexual feelings. He 

may ply him with a few of the secrets of pornography. 

Now the boy -- remember, this is a lonely sort of boy 

looking from the outside into the mysteries of manhood 

-- feels that he's finally being taken seriously, that he's 

finally being considered a man by another man. At the 

same time, the pathetic Father enjoys what for him is 

the rare pleasure of being admired as a man by anyone 

at all. At last he's the lead boy on the field, the captain 

of his team in Capture the Flag.  

Inevitably it comes round to undressing. I assert 

that there is not one woman alive who can really 

understand this, not one. I also assert that there is not 

one man alive who does not immediately understand 

this, as painful as it may be to admit. The nakedness of 

both is enjoyable. For the change from boy's body to 

man's body is stark and embarrassingly conspicuous. 

The boy is intrigued by his own body (all boys are) and is 

excited to be in the presence, naked, of one of his own 

kind who will accept him for what he is and not laugh at 

him. Boys go skinny-dipping even before puberty -- they 

always have. Were it not for the keyed-up emotions and 

the subtle sexual undermining of the mentor -- the 

Father -- this too could be healthy. Peter and his 

comrades did not wear wetsuits when they fished! 

There is a great ease and pleasure in such frankness. So 

the two of them are in the shower, let us say, after a 

workout in the gym; the older man diseased and 

unscrupulous but deeply lonely, the boy excited and 

pleased, finally, so he thinks, having arrived at the port 

of his manhood.  

Then the Father touches him -- there -- and all is 

ruined, corrupted, soiled forever.  

I know there are variations on this account. 

Sometimes the priest has gathered around himself a 

kind of sexual gang, a brotherhood of carnality. 

Pornography can work wonders for establishing such a 

thing. Sometimes the boy struggles to pretend that he 

was not violated, that he wished for the encounter 

after all. Sometimes the priest verges upon the 

ghoulish; sometimes he even believes, and teaches, 

that there is a sacramentality in this abuse of the body. 

Sometimes he even says that it is a manly thing to do.  

Whatever the gross details may be, it is important 

to consider that touch. The terrible thing is that the 

boy, confused, is excited; he cannot believe what is 

happening and is too surprised to know immediately 

what to do. This is the man he has, so to speak, fallen 

in love with -- fallen in admiration of, as a boy will 

admire a man, a hero, his own father. He feels at once 

ashamed and prized; he does not pull away. His body 

betrays him. Never will he be able to say, as the raped 

woman can say (and please, I am not making light of 

that horrible crime; it is a different sort of crime), "I 

was overcome." No, he was willing, certainly not 

wholly unwilling, and that is the ugly horror of it. Never 

will he be able to say, "I felt no pleasure in it." Till the 

day he dies the nerves of his own body will testify 

against him. He is not raped. Would that he were; he is 

seduced, made to cooperate in the perversion of his 

own manhood. At the most vulnerable time of his life, 

as he tries to steer that most perilous strait, he is 

corrupted not only in his body but in his being, in his 

manhood, by the very "man," the Father, who seemed 

to promise to him safe passage. Does he wish he had 

been raped? Talk to some, and they will say they wish 

they had been strangled.  
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Why have the commentators not seen this? Grown 

men speaking about their experiences have collapsed 

into tears on national television. Are we to believe they 

would do so had they been seduced by nuns? Had any 

one of those men been so seduced, it would, we hope, 

be a source of shame to him, as any sin ought to be. 

More probably he would himself ensure that tales 

about the shameful sister never died down.  

Why have we not seen it? Because all of us, 

conservative and leftist alike, have too much invested in 

feminism. Boys with rotten lives may be the most 

obvious and poignant reminders of the misery spread 

by our latest version of the egalitarian heresy. But men 

are too busy pushing their daughters into ice hockey, 

and women are too busy reading Redbook on the 

subway home from the bank. Besides, boys are sloppy, 

unruly clods, no? So says the popular culture. And they 

can take care of themselves, can't they?  

Jesus would not have thought so. I have read, and I 

accept as valid, the argument for the all-male 

priesthood that notes that Jesus chose only men to be 

His apostles. But could He not have had an additional 

reason for it, a very human reason? Jesus often chose to 

be alone: We see him retreat into the wilderness, to the 

mountains, to a boat offshore. He also seemed to enjoy 

the occasional crowd and celebration, and in fact He 

mentions that His detractors jeer at Him for His eating 

and drinking. We see Him do what no self-respecting 

rabbi of his day would do; that is, talk alone with 

women, teach them, whether the good Mary of 

Bethany or the not-so-good-yet Samaritan woman at 

the well. But He chose only men for His apostles. He 

traveled with them, He confided in them, He huddled 

against the cold with them, He spoke to them about His 

coming agony. They were more than His friends: They 

were His brothers. Sometimes, in His humanity, Jesus 

wished to be alone with other men.  

And in their company we see Jesus as a man among 

men. In one of my favorite passages, the names of the 

apostles are recounted, and when we come to the 

brothers James and John, we learn that He called them 

"Boanerges, which is, The Sons of Thunder" (Mark 3:17). 

I love that nickname; it fits the brothers who wanted to 

sit at either side of Christ when He came into His glory. I 

love it, too, because it shows us a glimpse of Jesus the 

Man -- for giving nicknames is a thing men do, out of 

affection, sometimes even, as is the case here, out of an 

ironical affection. Jesus did the same for Simon Peter. I 

am struck not only by what He called Simon bar-Jonah, 

but that He called him anything new at all. Of course, 

the new name signaled a new birth for Simon, a new 

being; but on a more human level, it meant that Simon 

was Jesus' blood-brother, a man worthy to be given a 

new name.  

No faithful woman should be so childish as to 

complain of this. We never hear Jesus utter a 

condemnation of a single woman; while his lashing out 

against the scribes and Pharisees is unmatched for 

vehemence. On the other hand, we never see Jesus 

predicting martyrdom for the women, nor does He 

share with Mary and Martha His agonies to come. 

Jesus did not truckle to women; note that while He 

obeys His mother's wish at Cana, by His reply He yet 

asserts authority. Jesus loved women as women and 

men as men, and treated women as women and men 

as men.  

 

What we need now are men like St. John Bosco, who 

won the attention of the homeless boys of Turin by 

impressing them with boyish tricks and athletics, and 

who then taught them chastity and temperance and 

courage and the unalterable truths of the Faith. We 

are not likely to see such men. If we speak about St. 

John Bosco, we say that he had a ministry to children. 

No such thing! His ministry, the peculiar grace he was 

given to preach the Word of God, was to boys. Now of 

all times, when fatherhood itself is under siege from 

no-fault divorce, from feminism, from a sneeringly 

misandrist educational system, from popular culture, 

and from our chase of the almighty dollar at the cost of 

sanity and order at home, in short from the manifold 

sins of men and women, now of all times we need a St. 

John Bosco. We need a man to slap a boy's back and 

say, "Son, your name is Smoke, because that's what 

you're throwing." We need it, and barring an 

extraordinary gift of grace, the need will not be met.  
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For how can it be met? The boys are invisible, and 

now that our Church has caved in ever so slightly but 

ever so noticeably on the issue of homosexuality, it has 

helped ensure that men with vocations to work with 

boys will not be able to fulfill them. Did it never occur to 

our soft-minded leaders that one of the reasons why we 

cordon off male homosexuality as unnatural is to give 

boys the breathing room to develop such friendships as 

Jesus Himself enjoyed? In poisoned air the most 

salutary meal will smell sour.  

And the poison lingers. The original evil was 

perpetrated by a few of our priests, allowed by some of 

our bishops, and unwittingly encouraged by all of us 

Catholics who have found it a bit too comfortable to 

condone the kissing cousins of androgyny and sexual 

license. But that evil has not ended with the corrupted 

youths of the boys who were abused. Because of that 

abuse, now when ministry to boys is needed most, 

ministry to boys is all but unthinkable. What man now 

dare play the part of John Bosco? When in some places 

you cannot utter the word "mankind" without being 

scolded, who would even think it worth his time to 

propose to the bishop a new effort to help boys see 

what true manliness and true Christianity look like?  

But nothing is impossible for God. Therefore with 

hope in Him -- certainly with no hope in the leaders of 

my Church, or in myself and my fellow Catholics, so 

blandly indistinguishable are we from the most secular 

of our countrymen -- I wish to issue a challenge. Millions 

of dollars are being siphoned away from dioceses to 

settle civil litigation in this scandal. Let some money 

also go toward righting the wrong, the particular wrong 

of the abuse of the boys. I propose that for every boy 

corrupted by a priest, ten boys be educated at some 

new, Catholic, all-boys school; or for every ten boys 

abused, one new boys' school be built to teach 100. 

Needless to say, these schools would have to be staffed 

with healthy men, not adult males stuck in the neutral 

of everlasting puerility, and they would cheerfully 

violate every tenet of political correctness spit forth by 

the great Despiser of the Sexes from his ice hole below. 

The manhood of the boys was undermined, 

destroyed. Then build up the manhood of others. The 

abusers took advantage of the boys' desire for 

comradeship. Then meet that desire now by giving 

others the chance for comradeship that is upright and 

sane. The psychology of the boys themselves was 

turned to their sexual corruption. Then use that same 

psychology to teach boys courage and cleanliness in 

body and mind. Father engaged in the sickest of incest. 

Now show others, in the company of men, what a true 

father and a true man is. So did St. John Bosco. So did 

Jesus Christ. 

What about it, leaders of my Church? Do you yet 

have any trace of the Sons of Thunder in you? What 

about it, my fellow Catholics, fellow squishers and 

squeezers of the sixth commandment? We have our 

share of repenting to do. Repent by building. Stop 

ignoring the boys.  
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