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1054 and All That

The Confused Person's Guide
to Being Even More Confused
About Orthodoxy

Eastern Orthodoxy is exactly like Roman Catholicism, except that it is
Oriental and exotic. The Catholic Church split off from the Orthodox
Church because the Orthodox would not accept the filioque clause, an
anti-Arian shibboleth which offended the traditional Orthodox reverence
for Constantine (a baptized Arian). The Orthodox Church is very wise
because it has traditionally used the Julian Calendar to have an extra
thirteen days to prepare and contemplate before each day. Each year, the
Orthodox Church also rolls a die and holds Easter up to six weeks later
than in the West, just to make things more confusing.

The Orthodox Church, sometimes called the Church of the Seven
Ecumenical Councils, held seven ecumenical councils in response to
controversies that arose. The main results were that the Church officially
ruled out certain misunderstandings of Christ. The first council was the
Council at Nicaea, modern day Nice, where Saint Nicholas of Myra and
Lycia (our jolly old Saint Nick) boxed Arius on the ear. The Council at
Nicaea rejected Aryanism, which teaches that Christ had blonde hair and
blue eyes (a misunderstanding which is still prevalent in the land of
blonde hair and blue ears). The other councils are really not that
important, as they dealt with abtruse ancient controversies and don't



have much to say about the modern and practical questions people
struggle with today, such as whether Jesus was really tempted like us, or
was just play-acting. The word "ecumenical” comes from the Greek
okovpuevn, meaning the whole civilized world. Catholics and Orthodox
disagree whether there are still being ecumenical councils; the Catholics,
who are traditionally more universal and embracing, believe that a
council without Orthodox bishops can still be ecumenical, while the
Orthodox (considered by the Catholics to be schismatic) do not believe
one can hold an ecumenical council without healing certain divisions, a
task which faces any number of daunting obstacles, ranging from the
Catholic Church's progressive Westernization to the Archbishop of
Canterbury's demonstration that an Anglican can be a Druid. (If you find
this confusing, don't worry. Most Orthodox don't understand it either.)
Most devout Orthodox are wary at best of ecumenism as Protestant in
spirit, but even these Orthodox should none the less be distinguished
from the "True Orthodox", the preferred designation for a loose
confederation people and groups who regard themselves as properly
Orthodox and Novatians as liberal ecumenists.

Understanding the Orthodox understanding of understanding is a
point that is not often appreciated, partly because the syntax of
"understanding the Orthodox understanding of understanding" is very
confusing. The Orthodox believe, as Catholics still do on paper if not in
practice, that we have a logos (from the Greek Aoyoo, meaning the part of
the mind we use to keep track of facts related to corporate logos), and a
noose (from the Greek vovo, meaning the part of the mind we use to
grasp spiritual realities), and with typical ingenuity the Orthodox insist
on using the noose for practical matters. The noose is very different from
any Western understanding of mind, but if I explained it you wouldn't
believe the claim that Orthodoxy is ordinary, concerned with the here and
now, and not exotic in the way people assume. Some Orthodox, caught up
in the Celtic culture boom, want to represent the noose with a stylized
knot.

The words at the institution of Holy Communion, Aafete gpayete
(literally, "Take, eat") have been misunderstood in the West (i.e.
Catholics and Protestants) to mean "Take, understand." In the East,
among Orthodox, people have insisted on preserving the apostolic
meaning unchanged and have therefore reacted against the West and
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free to say that the Eucharist is a symbol, on the understanding that this
does not mean anything like the Western understanding of "just a
symbol." The Orthodox is also equally free to claim that
transsubstantiation occurs, on condition that "transsubstantiation" does
not mean what the Catholic doctrine says it means.

Grace is like the sun in Orthodoxy: not only do we see it, but it allows
us to see everything else. "Grace" characteristically means different things
for Catholic, Orthodox, and Protestant; for Catholics "grace" is what we
create by our works, for Orthodox "grace" is when God gives himself, and
for Protestants "Grace" is a woman's name. Grace is behind works,
sacraments, and everything else—food and drink, for that matter.
Orthodox believe that God's grace rains down from Heaven, and because
"He has established the round world so sure, it shall never be moved,"
God's grace then collects at the center of the earth.

Fully Orthodox believers may be divided into cradle Orthodox, who
don't understand Orthodoxy very well and tend not to take it seriously,
and convert Orthodox, who overdo everything. Orthodox are required to
remain in communion with their bishops, which means community and a
degree of submission to authority; people who fail to do this are called
non-canonical, schismatic, etc. Non-canonical "Orthodox" are notorious
for a rigid legalism in their interpretation of ancient canons. Canonical
Orthodox take the matter much more lightly and often do not know the
difference between a canon and a cannon.

There are many ranks of clergy, including (but not limited to)
readers*, subdeacons, deacons, archdeacons, proper subdeacons, sub-
sub-deacons, ostriches, priests, arch-priests, archimandrites, bishops,
arch-bishops, bishops of the caves, metropolitans, patriarchs, prophets,
ascetics, protons, neutrons, and Abednegons. There is a proper way of
addressing each of these ranks, and it is traditional to embarrass your
priest by not knowing how to address the higher ranks of clergy or (at
your option) not being sure how to address any clergy.

* Remember that Orthodoxy originated at a time when most people
didn't know how to read and write, and Orthodoxy hasn't seen mass
literacy as reason to change its practices. The positive way of stating this
is that Orthodoxy, while incorporating the act of writing, preserves many
of the attributes and the essential spirit of an oral tradition and culture,
an achievement which may be appreciated in light of the anthropological



observation that the opposite of "literate" is not "illiterate" but "oral". In
other words, a Catholic is an Orthodox who can read.

Orthodoxy has been blessed by many great theologians, including
Saint Dionysius the Aereopagite, who was not Saint Dionysius the
Aeropagite but another writer known as Saint Dionysius the Aeropagite,
and Saint Maximus Confessor, who stalwartly resisted the heresy that
Christ lacked a human will, and whose intricate analysis of will concluded
that we have something called a "gnomic" will and Christ does not.
Augustine is not revered nearly so much in the East, owing to the fact that
he became a Christian and in fact a bishop without realizing he was
supposed to stop being a Manichee. (This is why Augustine is considered
the founder of American Catholicism.) The Orthodox consider the
patristic era to be a golden age for theology; it ended in the ninth century
and has produced a small number of patristic theologians since its close.

In contrast to American individualism, the Orthodox Church talks
about how when we come closer to Christ the more closely we resemble
each other. This spirit of uniformity is demonstrated by her saints, who
have been known to live on top of a pillar, make acts of public foolishness
a form of spiritual discipline, or walk around after their deaths.

Icons are called "windows of Heaven" and, apart from being an
emblem of matter drawn into spiritual glory, provide a place where saints
can look in and see how people like them were on earth. This is a
humbling enough experience for the saints, so that they no longer have
problems with pride.

Please do ask why we aren't up to date enough to have women priests.
Some Orthodox consider feminism to be an interesting spot of local color
in our time and place, and at any rate the Orthodox will remember
feminism as it remembers other challenges which lasted a mere century
or two and which you probably haven't heard of. The Orthodox Church
will continue discipling boys and girls, men and women, to be the men
and women God created them to be, long after feminism is one more -ism
that people of the future will learn about when they study the history of
abandoned fashions. And besides, Orthodoxy is gender balanced. Cradle
Orthodoxy is a woman thing, and convert Orthodoxy is a man thing.

It is an Orthodox principle that there should be one Orthodox Church
in each country. That is why, if you are an American, you have your
choice of Greek Orthodox, Russian Orthodox, Orthodox Church in
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Metania (petavola) is from meta (ueta) as in "metacognition” or
"metaphysics", for a philosophical analysis of other things, and noia
(vowa), which means mind but is not to be confused with the noose above.
Hence "metania" means a philosophical discussion of how our minds
should be functioning if we are Orthodox. This is very important in
convert Orthodoxy; cradle Orthodox think converts miss metania
completely. "Metania" also refers to an action performed with the body in
worship, thus exemplifying the Orthodox penchant for conflating mind
and body.

One closing word. Part of what distinguishes Orthodox theology is
that it is no more systematic than the Church Fathers. In keeping with
this tradition, this introduction is proudly disorganized.



An Abstract Art of
Memory

Abstract. Author briefly describes classic mnemotechnics, indicates a
possible weakness in their ability to deal with abstractions, and suggests a
parallel development of related principles designed to work well with
abstractions.

Frances Yates opens The Art of Memory with a tale from ancient
Greece[1]:

At a banquet given by a nobleman of Thessaly named Scopas, the
poet Simonides of Ceos chanted a lyric poem in honor of his post but
including a passage in praise of Castor and Pollux. Scopas meanly
told the poet that he would only pay him half the sum agreed upon
for the panegyric and that he must obtain the balance from the twin
gods to whom he had devoted half the poem. A little later, a message
was brought in to Simonides that two young men were waiting
outside who wished to see him. He rose from the banquet and went
out but could find no one. During his absence the roof of the
banqueting hall fell in, crushing Scopas and all the guests beneath
the ruins; the corpses were so mangled that the relatives who came
to take them away for burial were unable to identify them. But
Simonides remembered the places at which they had been sitting at
the table and was therefore able to indicate to the relatives which
were their dead.

After his spatial memory in this event, Simonides is credited with
having created an art of memory: start with a building full of distinct



places. If you want to remember something, imagine a striking image
with a token of what you wish to remember at the place. To recall
something naval, you might imagine a giant nail driven into your front
door, with an anchor hanging from it; if you visualize this intensely, then
when in your mind's eye you go through your house and imagine your
front door, then the anchor will come to mind and you will remember the
boats. Imagining a striking image on a remembered place is called
pegging: when you do this, you fasten a piece of information on a given
peg, and can pick it up later. Yates uses the terms art of memory and
artificial memory as essentially interchangeable with mnemotechnics,
and I will follow a similar usage.

There is a little more than this to the technique, and it allows people to
do things that seem staggering to someone not familiar with the
phenomenon[2]. Being able to look at a list of twenty items and recite it
forwards and backwards is more than a party trick. The technique is
phenomenally well-adapted to language acquisition. It is possible for a
person skilled in the technique to learn to read a language in weeks. It is
the foundation to some people learning an amount of folklore so that
today they would be considered walking encyclopedias. This art of
memory was an important part of the ancient Greek rhetorical
tradition[3], drawn by medieval Europe into the cardinal virtue of
wisdom[4], and then transformed into an occult art by the
Renaissance[5]. Medieval and renaissance variations put the technique to
vastly different use, and understood it to signify greatly different things,
but outside of Lullism[6] and Ramism[7], the essential technique was the
same.

In my own efforts to learn the classical form of the art of memory, I
have noticed something curious. I'm better at remembering people's
names, and I no longer need to write call numbers down when I go to the
library. I was able, without difficulty, to deliver an hour-long speech from
memory. Learning vocabulary for foreign languages has come much more
quickly; it only took me about a month to learn to read the Latin Vulgate.
My weaknesses in memory are not nearly so great as they were, and I
know other people have been much better at the art than I am. At the
same time, I've found one surprise, something different from the all-
around better memory I suspected the art would give me. What is it? If
there is a problem, it is most likely subtle: the system has obvious



benefits. To tease it out, I'd like to recall a famous passage from Plato's
Phaedrusl8]:

Socrates: At the Egyptian city of Naucratis, there was a famous
old god, whose name was Theuth; the bird which is called the Ibis
was sacred to him, and he was the inventor of many arts, such as
arithmetic and calculation and geometry and astronomy and
draughts and dice, but his great discovery was the use of letters. Now
in those days Thamus was the king of the whole of Upper Egypt,
which is in the district surrounding that great city which is called by
the Hellenes Egyptian Thebes, and they call the god himself Ammon.
To him came Theuth and showed his inventions, desiring that the
other Egyptians might be allowed to have the benefit of them; he
went through them, and Thamus inquired about their several uses,
and praised some of them and censured others, as he approved or
disapproved of them. There would be no use in repeating all that
Thamus said to Theuth in praise or blame of the various arts. But
when they came to letters, This, said Theuth, will make the Egyptians
wiser and give them better memories; for this is the cure of
forgetfulness and folly. Thamus replied: O most ingenious Theuth,
he who has the gift of invention is not always the best judge of the
utility or inutility of his own inventions to the users of them. And in
this instance a paternal love of your own child has led you to say
what is not the fact: for this invention of yours will create
forgetfulness in the learners' souls, because they will not use their
memories; they will trust to the external written characters. You have
found a specific, not for memory but for reminiscence, and you give
your disciples only the pretence of wisdom; they will be hearers of
many things and will have learned nothing; they will appear to be
omniscient and will generally know nothing; they will be tiresome,
having the reputation of knowledge without the reality.

There is clear concern that writing is not what it appears, and it will
endanger or destroy the knowledge people keep in memory; a case can be
made that the phenomenon of Renaissance artificial memory as an occult
practice occurred because only someone involved in the occult would
have occasion to keep such memory after books were so easily available.

What kind of things might one wish to have in memorv? Let me quote



one classic example: the argument by which Cantor proved that there are
more real numbers between 0 and 1 than there are counting numbers (1,
2, 3...). I paraphrase the basic argument here:

1. Two sets are said to have the same number of elements if you can
always pair them up, with nothing left over on either side. If one set
always has something left over after the matching up, it has more
elements.

2. Suppose, for the sake of argument, that there are at least as many
counting numbers as real numbers between 0 and 1. Then you can
make a list of the numbers between 0 and 1:

.012343289889. ..
.328932198323. ..
.438724328743. ..
.988733287923. ..
.324432003442. ..
.213443765001. ..
.321010320030. ..
.323983213298. ..
.982133982198. ..
10: .321932198904...
11: .000321321278...
12: .032103217832...
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3. Now, take the first decimal place of the first number, the second of
the second number, and so on and so forth, and make them into a
number:

.012343289889. ..
.328932198323. ..
.438724328743. ..
.988733287923. ..
.324432003442. . .
.213443765001. ..
.321010320030. ..
.323983213298. ..
.982133982198. ..
10: .321932198904...
11: .000321321278...
12: .032103217832...
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Result:



.028733312972. ..

4. Now make another number between 0 and 1 that is different at every
decimal place from the number just computed:

.139844423083. ..

5. Now, remember that we assumed that the list has all the numbers
between 0 and 1: every single one, without exception. Therefore, if
this assumption is true, then the latter number we constructed must
be on the list. But where?

The number can't be the first number on the list, because it was
constructed to be different at the first decimal place from the first
number on the list. It can't be the second number on the list, because
it was constructed to be different at the second decimal place from
the second number on the list. Nor can it be the third, fourth, fifth...
in fact, it can't be anywhere on the list because it was constructed to
be different. So we have one number left over. (Can we put that
number on the list? Certainly, but the argument shows that the new
list will leave out another number.)

6. The list of numbers between 0 and 1 doesn't have all the numbers
between 0 and 1.

7. We have a contradiction.

8. We started by assuming that you can make a list that contains all the
numbers between 0 and 1, but there's a contradiction: any list leaves
numbers left over. Therefore, our assumption must be wrong.
Therefore, there must be too many real numbers between 0 and 1 to
assign a separate counting number to each of them.

Let's say we want to commit this argument to memory. A
mathematician with artificial memory might say, "That's easy! You just
imagine a chessboard with distorted mirrors along its diagonal.” That is
indeed a good image if you are a mathematician who already understands
the concept. If you find the argument hard to follow, it is at best a difficult
thing to store via the artificial memory. Even if it can be done, storing this
argument in artificial memory is probably much more trouble than
learning it as a mathematician would.

Let me repeat the quotation from the Phaedrus, while changing a few
words:



Jefferson: At the Greek region of Thessaly, there was a famous
old poet, whose name was Simonides; totems seen with the inner eye
were devoted to him, and he was the inventor of a great art, greater
than arithmetic and calculation and geometry and astronomy and
draughts. Now in those days Rousseau was a sage revered
throughout the West, and they called the god himself Rationis. To
him came Simonides and showed his invention, desiring that the rest
of the world might be allowed to have the benefit of it; he went
through it, and Rousseau inquired about its several uses, and praised
some of them and censured others, as he approved or disapproved of
them. There would be no use in repeating all that Rousseau said to
Simonides in praise or blame of various facets. But when they came
to inner writing, This, said Simonides, will make the West wiser and
give it better memory; for this is the cure of forgetfulness and of folly.
Rousseau replied: O most ingenious Simonides, he who has the gift
of invention is not always the best judge of utility or inutility of his
own inventions to the users of them. And in this instance a paternal
love of your own child has led you to say what is not the fact; for this
invention will create forgetfulness in the learner's souls, because they
will not remember abstract things; they will trust to mere mnemonic
symbols and not remember things of depth. You have found a
specific, not for memory but for reminiscence, and you give your
disciples only the pretence of wisdom; they will be hearers of many
things and will have learned nothing; they will appear to be
omniscient and will generally know nothing; they will be tiresome,
having the reputation and outer shell of knowledge without the
reality of deep thought.

It is clear that if we follow Thomas Aquinas's instructions on memory
to visualize a woman for wisdom, we may recall wisdom. What is less
clear is that this inner writing particularly helps an abstract recollection
of wisdom. It may be able to recall an understanding of wisdom acquired
without the help of artificial memory, but this art which allows at times
stunning performance in the memorization of concrete data is of more
debatable merit in learning abstraction. It has been my own experience
that abstractions can be forced through the gate of concreteness in
artificial memory, but it is like forcing a sponge through a funnel. While I



admittedly don't have a medieval practitioner's inner vocabulary to deal
with abstractions, using the artificial memory to deal with abstractions
seems awkward in much the same way that storing individual letters
through artificial memory[q] is awkward. The standard artificial memory
is a tool for being reminded of abstractions, but not for remembering
them. It offers the abstract thinker a seductive way to recall a great many
concrete facts instead of learning deep thought.

The overall impression I receive of the artificial memory is not so
much a failed attempt at a tool to store abstractions as a successful
attempt at a concrete tool which was not intended to store abstractions. It
is my belief that some of its principles, in modified form, suggest the
beginnings of an art of memory well-fitted to dealing with abstractions.
The mature form of such an endeavor will not simply be an abstract
mirror image of a concrete artificial memory, but it is appropriate enough
for the first steps I might hazard.

Consider the following four paragraphs:

1. Physics is like music. Both owe something of substance to the
Pythagoreans. Both are aesthetic endeavors that in some way
represent nature in highly abstracted form. Both are interested in
mechanical waves. Many good physicists are closet musicians, and
all musical instruments operate on physical principle.

2. Physics is like literature. Both are written in books that vary from
moderately easy to very hard. Both deal with a distinction between
action and what is acted on, be it plot and character or force and
particle, and both allow complex entities to be built of simpler ones.
Practitioners of both want to be thought of as insightful people who
understand reality.

3. Physics is like an adventure. Both involve a venture into the
unknown, where the protagonist tries to discover what is happening.
Both have a mystique that exists despite most people's fear to
experience such things themselves. To succeed in either, one is
expected to have impressive strengths.

4. Physics is like magic. Both flourished in the West, at the same time,
out of the same desire: a desire to understand nature so as to control
it. Both attract abstract thinkers, are practiced in part through the
manipulation of arcane symbols, and may be found in the same



person, from Newton to Feynman[10]. Magical theory claims matter
to be composed of earth, air, fire, and water, while physics finds
matter to be composed of solid, liquid, gas, and plasma.

What is the merit of these comparisons? They recall a story in which a
literature professor asked Feynman if he thought physics was like
literature. Feynman led him on with an elaborate analogy of how physics
was like literature, and then said, "But it seems to me you can make such
an analogy between any two subjects, so I don't find such analogies
helpful." He observed that one can make a reasonably compelling analogy
even if there's no philosophically substantial connection.

The laws of logic and philosophy are not the laws of memory. What
is a liability to Feynman's implicit philosophical method is a strength to
memory. The philosophical merit of the above comparisons is debatable.
The benefit to memory is different: it appears to me that this is an
abstract analogue to pegging. A connection, real or spurious, aids the
memory even if it doesn't aid a rigorous philosophical understanding. In
pegging, it is considered an advantage to visualize a ludicrously illogical
scene: it is much more memorable than something routine and sensible.
Early psychological experiments in memory involved memorization of
nonsense syllables. The experimenters intentionally chose meaningless
material to memorize. Why? Well, if the subject perceived meaning, that
would provide a spurious way for the subject to remember the data, and
so proper Ebbinghausian memory study meant investigating how people
investigate memory material which was as meaningless as possible.
Without pausing to develop an obvious critique, I'd suggest that this
spurious route to memory is of great interest to us. Meaningful data is
more memorable than meaningless, and this is true whether the meaning
perceived is philosophically sound or obviously contrived. I might suggest
that interesting meaning provides a direct abstract parallel to the
striking, special-effect appearance of effective images in pegging.

I intentionally chose not to compare physics to astronomy, chemistry,
computer science, engineering, mathematics, metaphysics, or statistics,
because I wanted to show how a different concept can be used to establish
connections to a new one. Or, more properly, different concepts. Having
a new concept connected to three very different ones will capture
different facets than one anchor point, and possibly cancel out some of



each other's biases. A multiplicity of perspectives lends balance and
depth. This isn't to say similar concepts can't be used, only that searching
for a partial or full isomorphism to a known concept is easier than
encoding from scratch. If memorable connections can be made between
physics and adventure, music, English, and magic, what might be
obtained from comparison with mathematics, chemistry, and
engineering? A comparison between physics and these last three
disciplines is left as an exercise to the reader, and one that may be quite
fruitful.

Is this a desirable way to remember things? I would make two
different comments on this score. First, when learning Latin words, I
would first peg it to an English word with a vivid image, then later recall
the image and reconstruct the English equivalent, then recall the image
and remember the English, then the image would drop out so I would
directly remember the English, and finally the English word would drop
out too, leaving me with a Latin usage often different from the English
equivalent used. Artificial memory does not circumvent natural memory;
instead it streamlines the process and short-circuits many of the
disruptive trips to the dictionary. Pegs vanish with use; they are not an
alternate final product but a more efficient route for concepts more
frequently used, and a cache of reference material. Therefore, even if
remembered comparisons between physics and
adventure/music/English/magic fall short of how one would desire to
understand the concept, a similar flattening of the learning curve is
possible. Second, I would say that even if you fail to peg something, you
may succeed. How? In trying to peg a person's name, I hold that name
and face in an intense focus—quite the opposite how I once reacted: "I'll
never remember that," a belief which chased other people's names out of
my mind in seconds. That focus is relevant to memory, and it has
happened more than once that I completely failed to create a peg, but my
failure used enough mental energy that I still remembered. If you search
through your memory and fail to make even forced connections between
a new concept and existing concepts, the mental focus given to the
concept will leave you much better off than if you had thrown up your
hands and thought the self-fulfilling prophecy: "I will never remember
that!"

Certain kinds of emotional intelligence are part of the discipline.



Learning to cultivate presence has to do with an emotional side, and I
have written elsewhere about activities that can help to cultivate such
presence[11]. We learn material better if we are interested in it; therefore
consciously cultivating an interest in the material and seeing how it can
be fascinating is another edge. Cultivating and guarding your inner
emotional state can have substantial impact on memory and learning
abstractions. Much of it has to do with keeping a state of presence.
Shutting out abstractions is one obvious way to do this; another, perhaps
less obvious, is to avoid cramming and simply ploughing through
material unless it's something you don't really need to learn. Why?

If there is a sprinkler that disperses a fine mist, it will slowly moisten
the ground. What if there's a high-volume sprinkler that shoots big, heavy
drops of water high up in the air? With all that water pounding on the
ground, it looks like the ground is quickly saturated. The appearance is
deceptive. What has happened is that the heavy drops have pounded the
surface of the ground into a beaten shield, so there really is water rolling
off of a very wet surface, but go an inch down and the soil is as parched as
ever. This sort of thing happens in studying, when people think that the
more force they use, the better the results. Up to a point, definitely, and
perseverance counts—but I have found myself to learn much more when I
paid attention to my mental and emotional state and backed off if
sensed that I was leaving that optimal zone. I learn something if I say
"This is important, so I'll plough through as much as I can as quickly as I
can," but it's not as much, and keeping on task needs to be balanced with
getting off task when that is helpful.

Consider the following problem:[12]

In the inns of certain Himalayan villages is practiced a most
civilized and refined tea ceremony. The ceremony involves a host and
exactly two guests, neither more nor less. When his guests have
arrived and have seated themselves at his table, the host performs
five services for them. These services are listed in order of the
nobility which the Himalayan attribute to them: (1) Stoking the Fire,
(2) Fanning the Flames, (3) Passing the Rice Cakes, (4) Pouring the
Tea, and (5) Reciting Poetry. During the ceremony, any of those
present may ask another, "Honored Sir, may I perform this onerous

task for you?" However, a person may request of another only the
leact nnhle nf the tacke whirh the ather ic nerfarmino Further if a
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person is performing any tasks, then he may not request a task which
is nobler than the least noble task he is already performing. Custom
requires that by the time the tea ceremony is over, all the tasks will
have been transferred from the host to the most senior of the guests.
How may this be accomplished?

Incomprehensible appearances notwithstanding, this is a very simple
problem, the Towers of Hanoi. Someone who has learned the Towers of
Hanoi may still solve the tea ceremony formulation as slowly as someone
who's never seen any form of the problem[13]. A failure to recognize
isomorphisms provides one of the more interesting passages in
Feynman's memoirs[14]:

I often liked to play tricks on people when I was at MIT. One
time, in a mechanical drawing class, some joker picked up a French
curve (a piece of plastic for drawing smooth curves—a curly, funny-
looking thing) and said, "I wonder if the curves on this thing have
some special formula?"

I thought for a moment and said, "Sure they do. The curves are
very special curves. Lemme show ya," and I picked up my French
curve and began to turn it slowly. "The French curve is made so that
at the lowest point on each curve, no matter how you turn it, the
tangent is horizontal."

All the guys in the class were holding their French curve up at
different angles, holding their pencil up to it at the lowest point and
laying it along, and discovering that, sure enough, the tangent is
horizontal. They were all excited by this "discovery"—even though
they had already gone through a certain amount of calculus and had
already "learned" that the derivative (tangent) of the minimum
(lowest point) of any curve is zero (horizontal). They didn't put two
and two together. They didn't even know what they "knew."

What is going on here is that Feynman perceives an isomorphism
where the others do not. There may be a natural bent to or away from
perceiving isomorphisms, and cognitive science suggests most people
have a bent away. The finding, as best I can tell, is not so much that
people can't look for isomorphisms, as that they don't. The practice of



looking for and finding isomorphisms has something to give, because
something can be treated as already known instead of learned from
scratch. I might wonder in passing if the ultra-high-IQ rapid learning and
interdisciplinary proclivities stem in part from the perception and
application of isomorphisms, which may reduce the amount of material
actually learned in picking up a new skill.

The classical art of memory derives strength from a mind that works
visually; a background in abstract thought will help one learn
abstractions. It has been thought[15] that people can more effectively
encode and remember material in a given domain if it's one they have
worked with; I would suggest that this abstract pegging also creates a way
to encode material with background from other domains. An elaborate,
intense, and distinct encoding is believed to help recall[16]. Heightening
of memorable features, in what is striking or humorous[17], should help,
and mimetics seems likely to contain jewels in its accounts of how a
meme makes itself striking.

Someone familiar with artificial memory may ask, "What about places
(loci)?" Part of the art of memory, be it ancient, medieval, or renaissance,
involved having an inner building of sorts that one could imagine going
through in order and recalling items. I have two basic comments here.
First, a connection could use traditional artificial memory techniques as
an index: imagine a muscular man with a tremendous physique running
onto the scene, grabbing an adventurer's sword, shield, and pack, sitting
down at a pipe organ which has a large illuminated manuscript on top,
and clumsily playing music until a giant gold ring engraved with fiery
letters falls on the scene and turns it to dust. You have pegged physics to
adventure, music, literature, and magic; if you wanted to reconstruct an
understanding of physics, you could see what it was pegged to, and then
try to recall the given similarities. Second and more deeply, I believe that
a person's entire edifice of previously acquired concepts may serve as an
immense memory palace. It is not spatial in the traditional sense, and I
am not here concerned with the senses in which it might be considered a
topological space, but it is a deeply qualitative place, and accessible if one
uses traditional artificial memory for an index: these adaptations are
intended to expand the repertoire of what disciplined artificial memory
can do, not abolish the traditional discipline.

Symbols are the last unexplored facet. Earlier I suggested that a

AlhAancdhAaacawAd cimth ssmtwmmAana alasnma 3+a AsacAasrnal smmasr- ha a6 cAAA FAl-AR +A



CLICO S VUALU WILLL LTI ULDS dlUllg 1S Uldgulldl 11l1ldy U a gUUU LUKCILL WV
represent Cantor's diagonal argument, but does not bring memory of the
whole proof. Now I would like to give the other side: an abstraction may
not be fully captured by a symbol, but a good symbol helps. A
sign/symbol distinction has been made, where a sign represents while a
symbol represents and embodies. In this sense I suggest that tokens be as
symbolic as possible.

Why use a token? Aren't the deepest thoughts beyond words? Yes, but
recall depends on being able to encode. I have found my deepest thoughts
to not be worded and often difficult to translate to words, but I have also
found that I lose them if I cannot put them in words. As such, thinking
and choosing a good, mentally manipulable symbol for an abstraction is
both difficult and desirable. My own discipline of formation,
mathematics, chooses names for variables like 'x', 'y', and 'z' which
software engineers are taught not to use because they impede
comprehension: a computer program with variable names like 'x' and 'y’
is harder to understand or even write to completion than one which with
names like 'trucks_remaining' or 'customers_last_name'. The authors of
Design Patterns[18] comment that naming a pattern is one of the hardest
parts of writing it down. The art of creating a manipulable symbol for an
abstraction is hard, but worth the trouble. This, too, may also help you to
probe an abstraction in a way that will aid recall.

To test these principles, I decided to spend a week[19] seeing what I
could learn of a physics text[20] and Kant's Critique of Pure Reason[21].
I considered myself to have understood a portion of the physics text after
being able to solve the last of the list of questions. I had originally decided
to see how quickly I could absorb material. After working through 10% of
the physics text in one day, I decided to shift emphasis and pursue depth
more than speed. In reading Kant, the tendency to barely grasp a difficult
concept forgotten in grasping the next difficult concept gave way, with
artificial memory, to understanding the concepts better and grasping
them in a way that had a more permanent effect. I read through page 108
of 607 in the physics text and 144 of 669 in Kant's Critique of Pure
Reason.

The first day's physics ventures saw two interesting ways of storing
concepts, and one comment worth mentioning. There is a classic skit, in
which two rescuers are performing two-person CPR on a patient. Then
one of the rescuers says, "I'm getting tired. Let's switch," and the patient



gets up, the tired rescuer lies down, and the other two perform CPR on
him. This was used to store the interchangeability of point of effort, point
of resistance, and fulcrum on a lever, based on an isomorphism to the
skit's humor element.

The rule given later, that along any axis the sum of forces for a body in
equilibrium is always zero, was symbolized by an image of a knife cutting
a circle through the center: no matter what angle of cutting there was, the
cut leaves two equal halves.

These both involved images, but the images differed from pegging
images as a schematic diagram differs from a computer animated
advertisement. They seemed a combination of an isomorphism and a
symbol, and in both cases the power stemmed not only from the resultant
image but the process of creation. The images functioned in a sense
related to pegging, but most of the images so far developed have been
abstract images unlike anything I've read about in historical or how-to
discussion of the art of memory.

The following was logged that night. The problem referred to is a
somewhat complex lever problem given in three parts:

In reviewing the day's thoughts at night, I recognized that the
problems seem to admit a shortcut solution that does not rigorously
apply the principles but obtains the correct answer: problem 12 on
page 31 gives two weights and other information, and all three
subproblems can be answered by assuming that there are two parts
in the same ratio [as] the weights, and applying a little horse sense as
to which goes where. It's a bit like general relativity, which condenses
to "Everything changes by a factor of the square root of (1 -
(v*2/c”2))." I am not sure whether this is a property of physics itself
or a socially emergent property of problems used in physics texts.

I believe this suggests that I was interacting with the material deeply
and quite probably in a fashion not anticipated by the authors.

In reading Kant, I can't as easily say "I solved the last exercises in each
section" and don't simply want to just say, "I read these pages." I would
like to demonstrate interaction with the material with excerpts from my
log:

... am now in the introduction to the second edition, and there



are two images in reference to Kant's treatment of subjective and
objective. One is of a disc which has been cut in half, sliced again
along a perpendicular axis and brought together along the first axis
so that the direction of the cut has been changed. The other is of a
sphere being turned out by [topologically] compactifying R3
[Euclidean three-space] by the addition of a single point, and then
shifting so the vast outside has become the cramped inside and the
cramped inside has become the vast outside. Both images are
inadequate to the text, indicating at best what sort of thing may be
thought about in what sort of shift Kant tries to introduce, and I want
to reread the last couple of pages. Closer to the mark is a story about
three umpires who say, in turn, "I calls them as they are," "I calls
them as I see them," and "They may be strikes, they may be balls, but
they ain't nothing until I calls them!"



Having reread, I believe that the topological example is truer than
I realized. I made it on almost superficial grounds, after reading a
footnote which gave as example scientific progress after Copernicus
proposed, rather than that the observer be fixed and the heavens
rotate, the heavens are fixed and the observer rotate. The deeper
significance is this: prior accounts had apparently not given
sufficient account to subjective factors, treating subjective
differences as practically unimportant—what mattered for
investigation was the things in themselves. Thus the subjective was
the unexamined inside of the sphere. Then, after the transformation,
the objective was the unexaminable inside of the new sphere: we may
investigate what is now outside, our subjective states and the
appearances conformed to them, but things in themselves are more
sealed than our filters before: before, we didn't look; after, we can't
look. What is stated [in Kant] so far is a gross overextension of a
profound observation.

The below passages refer to pp. 68-70:

Kant's arguments that space is an a priori concept can be framed
as showing that there exists a chicken-and-egg or bootstrapping gap
between them and sense data.

What is a chicken-and-egg/bootstrapping gap? In assisting with
English as a Second Language instruction, I was faced with a
difficulty in explanation. Assuming certain background, it is possible
for a person not to know something while there is a straightforward
way of explaining—perhaps a very long way of explaining, but it's
obvious enough how to explain it in terms of communicable
concepts. Then there is the case where there is no direct way to
explain something: one example is how to explain to a small child
what air is. One can point to water, wood, metal, stone, food, and a
great many other things, but the same procedure may not yield
understanding of air. It may be possible with a Zen-like cleverness to
circumvent it—in saying, for example, that air is what presses on
your skin on a windy day—but it is not as straightforward as even an
involved and difficult explanation where you know how to use the
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In English as a Second Language instruction, this kind of gap is a
significant phenomenon in dealing with students who have no
beginning English knowledge, and in dealing with concepts that
cannot obviously be demonstrated: 'sister' and 'woman', when both
terms refer to an adult, differ in a way that is almost certainly
understood in the student's native tongue but is nonetheless
extremely difficult to explain. When I first made the musing, I
envisioned a Zen-like solution. Koans immortalize incidents in which
Zen masters bypassed chicken-and-egg gaps in trying to convey
enlightenment that cannot be straightforwardly explained, and
therefore show a powerful kind of communication. That is what I
envisioned, but it is not how English is taught to speakers of other
languages. What happens in ESL classes, and with younger children,
is a gradual emergence that is difficult to account for in the terms of
analytic philosophy—a straightforward explanation sounds like
hand-waving and sloppy thinking—but with enough repetition,
material is picked up. It may have something to do with a
mechanism of learning outlined in Polanyi's Personal Knowledge,
which talks about how i.e. swimmers learn from coaches to inhale
more air and exhale less completely so that their lungs act more as a
flotation device than a non-swimmers, even though neither
swimmer nor coach is likely aware of what is going on on any
conscious level. People pick things up through at least one route
besides grasping a concept consciously synthesized from sense data.

Kant's proof that a given concept is a priori essentially consists of
argument that the concept that cannot be synthesized from sense
data through the obvious means of central route processing. He is
probably right in that the concepts he classifies as a priori, and
presumably others as well, cannot just be synthesized from sense
data through central route processing. It does not follow that a
concept must be a priori: there are other possibilities besides the
route Kant investigates that one can acquire a belief. I do believe,
though, that we come with some kind of innate or a priori
knowledge: the difficulties experienced in visualizing four
dimensional objects suggest that our dealing with three-dimensional
space is not simply the result of a completely amorphous central



nervous system which we happen to condition to deal with three
dimensions; there is something of substance, comparable in
character to a psychologist's broader understanding of memory, that
we are born to. An investigation of that would take me too far afield.



P. 87. "Now a thing in itself cannot be known throu[g]h mere
relations; and we may therefore conclude that since outer science
gives us nothing but mere relations, this sense can contain in its
representation only the relation of an object to the subject, and not
the inner properties of the object in itself."

There is a near-compatibility between this and realist philosophy
of science. How?

Recall my observation about chicken-and-egg gaps and how they
may be surmounted (here I think of Zenlike short-circuiting of the
gap rather than the vaguely indicated gradual emergence of concepts
which haven't been subject to a detailed and understood
explanation). What goes on in a physics experiment? The truly
famous ones since 1900—1I think of the Millikin oil-drop experiment
—include a very clever hack that tricks nature into revealing herself.
People, not even experimental physicists, can grab a handful of
household items and prove that electric charge is quantized.[22]
Perhaps that was possible in Galileo's day, but a groundbreaking
experiment involves a brilliant, clever, unexpected trickery of nature
that is isomorphic to a Zen short-circuiting in a chicken-and-egg gap,
or a clever hack, and so on and so forth. Even a routine classroom
experiment uses technology that is the fruit of this kind of
resourcefulness. People do something they "shouldn't" be able to do.
This is possibly how we might learn intuitions Kant classifies as a
priori, and how experimental scientists cleverly circumvent the
roadblock Kant describes here. It might be said that understanding
this basic problem is prerequisite to a good realist philosophy of
science.

'Hack', in this context, refers to the programming cleverness described
in Programming Pearls[23]. I analyzed that fundamental mode of
problem solving and compared it with its counterpart in "Of Technology,
Magic, and Channels"[24]. There are other observations and interactions
with the text, but I believe these should adequately make the point.

I chose Kant because of his reputation as an impenetrable analytic
philosopher. With the aid of a good translation and these principles, I was
at times surprised at how easy it was to read. By the end of the week, I



had another surprise when I decided to reread George MacDonald's
Phantastes[25], a work which I have greatly enjoyed. This time, my
experience was different. I felt my mind working differently despite a
high degree of mental fatigue. The evocative metaphor fell dead, and I
found myself reading the text as I would read Kant, thinking in a manner
deeply influenced by reading Kant, and in the end setting it down because
my mind had shifted deeply into a mode quite different from what allows
me to enjoy Phantastes. I was surprised at how deeply using abstract
memory to read Kant had affected not only conscious recall of ideas but
also ways of thought itself.

I do not consider my recorded observations to be in any sense a
rigorous experiment, but I believe the experience suggests it's interesting
enough to be worth a good experiment.

Here are twelve proposed principles, or rules of thumb, of abstract
memory:

1. Be wholly present. Want to know the material. Make it emotionally
relevant and connected to something that concerns you. Don't take
notes[26].

2. Encode material in multiple ways. Some different ways to encode
are: analogies to different abstractions, list distinctions from similar
abstractions, paraphrase, search for isomorphisms, use the concepts,
and create visual symbols.[27]

3. At least in the beginning, mix a little bit of reading material with a lot
of processing. Don't plough through anything you want to remember.
Work on drawing a lot of mist in, not pounding with heavy drops
that will create a beaten shield.

4. Don't read out of a desire to finish reading a text. Read to draw the
materials through processed thought.

5. Process in a way that is striking, stunning, novel, and counter-
intuitive: in a word, memorable.

6. Process material on as deep a level as you can.[28]

7. Search for subtle distinctions between a concept under study and its
near neighbors.

8. Converse, interact with, and respond to the abstractions. What
would you say if an acquaintance said that in a discussion? What
questions would you ask? Write it down.



9. Know how much mental energy you have, and choose battles wisely.
Given a limited amount of energy, it is better to fully remember a
smaller number of critical abstractions than to have diffuse
knowledge of many random ideas.

10. Guard your emotions. Be aware of what emotional states you learn
well in, and put being in those states before passing your eyes over
such-and-such many pages of reading material.

11. Review material after study, seeking to find a different way of putting
it.

12. Metacogitate. Be your own coach.

Committing these principles to memory is left as an exercise to the
reader.

What can I say to conclude this monograph? I can think of one or two
brief addenda, such as the programmer's virtue of laziness[29], but in a
very real sense I can't conclude now. I can sketch out a couple of critiques
that may be of interest. Jerry Mander[30] critiques the artificial
unusuality of television and especially advertising, in a way that has
direct bearing on traditional mnemotechnics. He suggests that giving
otherwise uninteresting sensation a strained and artificial unusuality has
undesirable impact on how people perceive life as seen outside of TV, and
the angle of his critique is the main reason why I was hesitant to learn
artificial memory. There may be room for similar critiques about why
making ridiculous comparisons to remember ideas creates a bad habit for
someone who wishes to think rigorously. There is also the cognitive
critique that the search for isomorphisms will introduce unnoted
distortion. One thinks of the person who says, "All the religions in the
world say the same thing." There is a common and problematic tendency
to be astute in perceiving substantial similarities among world religions
and all but blind in perceiving even more substantial differences. That is
why I suggest comparing with multiple and different familiar concepts,
rather than one. I could give other thoughts about critiques, but I'm
trying to explain an art of memory, not especially to defend it.My
intention here is not to settle all questions, but open the biggest one and
suggest a direction of inquiry by which an emerging investigation may
find a more powerful way to learn abstractions.[31]

Notes
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Yates, Frances A., The Art of Memory, hereafter AM, Chicago:
University of Chicago Press, 1966, pp. 1-2. The text is a treasure trove
on the development of mnemotechnics, also referred to here as
artificial memory or the art of memory. Back

. Trudeau, Kevin, Kevin Trudeau's Mega Memory, hereafter KTMM,

New York: William Morrow & Co., 1995 is one of several practical
manuals for someone who thinks the classical art of memory
interesting and would like to be able to use it. Back

AM, pp. 271f. Back

Ibid., pp. 50ff. Back

Ibid., pp. 129ff. Back

Ibid., pp. 173ff. Back

Ibid., pp. 231ff. Back

Jowett, B., The Dialogues of Plato, Vol. 111, hereafter DP, New York:
National Library Company, pp. 442-443. Back

AM, pp. 112ff describes one popularizer whose somewhat debased
form advocated memorizing individual letters. This practice is
awkward, much as it would be awkward to record the appearance of
a room by taking a notepad and writing one letter on each sheet of
paper. Back

Feynman, Richard, Surely You're Joking, Mr. Feynman, hereafter
SYJMF, New York: W. W. Norton & Company, 1985, pp. 338ff and
other places in the text. He began his famous "Cargo Cult Science"
address by talking about his occult diversions from scientific
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Actually, to Me, It Is
a Very Good Day

Let me begin by sharing my favorite For Better or for Worse strip. On
a night that is dark, wet, and probably quite cold, John Patterson steps
into a cab and says, "What a miserable day!" The cabby surprises him by
saying, "Actually, to me, it is a very good day."

John is surprised, but the cabby explains. "You see," he says, "I am
from Sudan. I have seen my friends shot and killed. I have a wife whom I
have not seen in two years, and a son whom I have never seen. But every
day I save a little, and I am that much closer to bringing them here." At
the end of the trip, John rather pensively pays and tips the cabby.

Then he steps in the door—it is still dark, wet, and probably rather
cold—and his wife says, "What a miserable day!"

John simply puts his arms around her and their little girl, and said,
"Actually, to me, it is a very good day."

This is a good vignette to be mindful of, and if economic times are
rougher now than when these words first appeared, it does not diminish
their truth in the least. To me, it is a very good day.

To me, it is a very good day.

And let me explain what I mean.

One of my goals in life has been to be a scholar, and I've tried hard to
earn credentials to teach in theology. Given the difficulties Ph.D. holders
have getting a job, it seemed to me to be rather silly to apply for a job
without getting the standard "union card:" a Ph.D.

I became a graduate student in theology while overcoming cancer, and
earned a master's in theology under Cambridge's philosophy of religion

seminar. And, after some time to recover, I entered a Ph.D. program.
A A
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I've spent a lot of time looking for a way to explain what happened in
the Ph.D. program. Eventually, I began to suspect that I might be having
such difficulty finding an appropriate way to explain those events because
they are not the kind of thing that can be explained appropriately.

So let me say the following.

e I'm a pretty bright guy. Ranked 7th in a nationwide math contest.
Did an independent study of calculus in middle school. Studied over
a dozen languages. And so on.

¢ I honestly found more than one thing at the university to be worse
than suffering chemo. (And chemotherapy included the worst hour
of merely physical pain in my life.)

¢ The university is not budging in their position that, as my GPA in all
that happened was 3.386/4.0 and a 3.5 was required, I have washed
out of their Ph.D. program.

And I'm not sure, after an experience like that, that I'm really in the
best position to apply to another program: references are important, and
it would show a profound naiveté to tell a professor, "I know you
retaliated for my gestures of friendship, but you'll still be kind and give
me a good letter of reference, right?" I am not in the best position to
apply to another Ph.D. program. And I wish to very clearly say, today is a
very good day to me.

The goals I was pursuing are a privilege and not a right. For that
matter, the job I have now is not something to be taken for granted. I
have a job that is meeting all my basic expenses. Most jobs you have at
least one pest to deal with. Not this one; there is not a single person at my
job that I would rather not deal with. They're all decent people.

If I had my way and got my Ph.D., there are other things that probably
would not have happened, including my books being published. And I am
quite glad for that. And even in theology, I may never be involved with
theology on the terms I envisioned, but that is not nearly so final as it
sounds, and I would like to be clear about that.

A Christian in the West may or may not find it strange to place
theology in the category of "academic disciplines." In Orthodoxy the
placement is strange indeed, because theology, even in its treatment of
texts, is much more a spiritual discipline of prayer than a technical



discipline of analysis. And 1n that sense, the door to theology 1s as open to
me as it ever was: it is a door that I can enter through repentance, and is
as open to me now as much as any time.

To me, it is a very good day.

And perhaps I may well leave behind something value, but perhaps
God did not intend it to be scholarship. Perhaps I was just meant to write.

And on that note, I would like to share some snippets, some
highlights, from my books.

The books include several shorter works building up to a long piece;
The Sign of the Grail tells the story of a young man whose world begins to
deepen when he discovers, in his college dorm room, a book of Arthurian
legends:

After eating part of his meal, George opened Brocéliande, flipping
from place to place until an illustration caught his eye. He read:

Merlin walked about in the clearing on the Isle of Avalon. To
his right was the castle, and to his left was the forest. Amidst the
birdsong a brook babbled, and a faint fragrance of frankincense
flowed.

Sir Galahad walked out of the castle portal, and he bore a
basket of bread.

Then Galahad asked Merlin about his secrets and ways, of
what he could do and his lore, of his calling forth from the wood
what a man anchored in the castle could never call forth. And
Galahad enquired, and Merlin answered, and Galahad enquired
of Merlin if Merlin knew words that were more words than our
words and more mystically real than the British tongue, and
then the High Latin tongue, and then the tongue of Old Atlantis.
And then Galahad asked after anything beyond Atlantis, and
Merlin's inexhaustible fount ran dry.

Then Sir Galahad asked Merlin of his wood, of the stones and
herbs, and the trees and birds, and the adder and the dragon,
the gryphon and the lion, and the unicorn whom only a virgin
may touch. And Merlin spake to him him of the pelican, piercing
her bosom that her young may feed, and the wonders, virtues,
and interpretation of each creature, until Galahad asked of the
dragon's head for which Uther had been called Uther
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Pendragon, and every Pendragon after him bore the title of King
and Pendragon. Merlin wot the virtue of the dragon's body, but
of the dragon's head he wot nothing, and Sir Galahad spake that
it was better that Merlin wist not.

Then Sir Galahad did ask Merlin after things of which he
knew him nothing, of what was the weight of fire, and of what is
the end of natural philosophy without magic art, and what is a
man if he enters not in the castle, and "Whom doth the Grail
serve?", and of how many layers the Grail hath. And Merlin did
avow that of these he wist not none.

Then Merlin asked, "How is it that you are wise to ask after
these all?"

Then Galahad spake of a soft voice in Merlin his ear and
anon Merlin ran into the wood, bearing bread from the castle.

George was tired, and he wished he could read more. But he
absently closed the book, threw away what was left of his
hamburgers and fries, and crawled into bed. It seemed but a moment
that he was dreaming.

George found himself on the enchanted Isle of Avalon, and it
seemed that the Grail Castle was not far off.

George was in the castle, and explored room after room,
entranced. Then he opened a heavy wooden door and found himself
facing the museum exhibit, and he knew he was seeing the same 5t2-
6t century sword from the Celtic lands, only it looked exactly like a
wall hanger sword he had seen online, a replica of a 13" century
Provencale longsword that was mass produced, bore no artisan's
fingerprints, and would split if it struck a bale of hay. He tried to
make it look like the real surface, ever so real, that he had seen, but
machined steel never changed.

Then George looked at the plaque, and every letter, every word,
every sentence was something he could read but the whole thing
made no sense. Then the plaque grew larger and larger, until the
words and even letters grew undecipherable, and he heard what he
knew were a dragon's footprints and smelled the stench of acrid
smoke. George went through room and passage until the noises grew

louder, and chanced to glance at a pool and see his reflection.
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was unmistakably the head of a dragon.

And the story of this nightmare is part of the story of how he begins
questing for the Holy Grail and ultimately wakes up in life.
A short story builds up in The Christmas Tales:

The crown of Earth is the temple,
and the crown of the temple is Heaven.

Stephan ran to get away from his pesky sister—if nothing else he
could at least outrun her!

Where to go?

One place seemed best, and his legs carried him to the chapel—or,
better to say, the temple. The chapel was a building which seemed
larger from the inside than the outside, and (though this is less
remarkable than it sounds) it is shaped like an octagon on the
outside and a cross on the inside.

Stephan slowed down to a walk. This place, so vast and open and
full of light on the inside—a mystically hearted architect who read
The Timeless Way of Building might have said that it breathed—and
Stephan did not think of why he felt so much at home, but if he did
he would have thought of the congregation worshipping with the
skies and the seas, the rocks and the trees, and choir after choir of
angels, and perhaps he would have thought of this place not only as a
crown to earth but a room of Heaven.

What he was thinking of was the Icon that adorns the Icon stand,
and for that matter adorns the whole temple. It had not only the
Icons, but the relics of (from left to right) Saint Gregory of Nyssa,
Saint John Chrysostom, and Saint Basil the Great. His mother had
told Stephan that they were very old, and Stephan looked at her and
said, "Older than email? Now that is old!" She closed her eyes, and
when she opened them she smiled. "Older than email," she said, "and
electric lights, and cars, and a great many of the kinds of things in
our house, and our country, and..." her voice trailed off. He said,
"Was it as old as King Arthur?" She said, "It is older than even the
tale of King Arthur and his Knights of the Round Table."

This story, incidentally, is set in a real place. I have been there.
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One of the medium-sized works in A Cord of Seven Strands is a
narrative as of a dream:

You pull your arms to your side and glide through the water. On
your left is a fountain of bubbles, upside down, beneath a waterfall;
the bubbles shoot down and then cascade out and to the surface. To
your right swims a school of colorful fish, red and blue with thin
black stripes. The water is cool, and you can feel the currents gently
pushing and pulling on your body. Ahead of you, seaweed above and
long, bright green leaves below wave back and forth, flowing and
bending. You pull your arms, again, with a powerful stroke which
shoots you forward under the seaweed; your back feels cool in the
shade. You kick, and you feel the warmth of the sun again, soaking in
and through your skin and muscles. Bands of light dance on the sand
beneath you, as the light is bent and turned by the waves.

There is a time of rest and stillness; all is at a deep and serene
peace. The slow motion of the waves, the dancing lights below and
above, the supple bending of the plants, all form part of a stillness. It
is soothing, like the soft, smooth notes of a lullaby.

Your eyes slowly close, and you feel even more the warm sunlight,
and the gentle caresses of the sea. And, in your rest, you become
more aware of a silent presence. You were not unaware of it before,
but you are more aware of it now. It is there:

Being.

Love.

Life.

Healing.

Calm.

Rest.

Reality.

Like a tree with water slowly flowing in, through roots hidden
deep within the earth, and filling it from the inside out, you abide in
the presence. It is a moment spent, not in time, but in eternity.

Firestorm 2034 tells the story of a brilliant medieval traveler
transported to some twenty or thirty years in our future. It's a little like a
story told more compactly and more like a dream:
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It was late in the day, and my feet were hurting.

I had spent the past three hours on the winding path up the
foothills, and you will excuse me if I was not paying attention to the
beauty around me.

I saw it, and then wondered how I had not seen it—an alabaster
palace rising out of the dark rock around it, hidden in a niche as
foothill became mountain. After I saw it, I realized—I could not tell if
the plants around me were wild or garden, but there was a grassy
spot around it. Some of my fatigue eased as I looked into a pond and
saw koi and goldfish swimming.

I looked around and saw the Gothic buildings, the trees, the stone
path and walkways. I was beginning to relax, when I heard a voice
say, "Good evening," and looked, and realized there was a man on
the bench in front of me.

He was wearing a grey-green monk's robe, and cleaning a gun. He
looked at me for a moment, tucked the gun into a shack, and
welcomed me in.

Outside, the sun was setting. At the time, I thought of the last rays
of the dying sun—Dbut it was not that, so much as day giving birth to
night. We passed inside to a hallway, with wooden chairs and a
round wooden table. It seemed brightly enough lit, if by torchlight.

My guide disappeared into a hallway, and returned with two
silver chalices, and set one before me. He raised his chalice, and took
a sip.

The wine was a dry white wine—refreshing and cold as ice. It
must have gone to my head faster than I expected; I gave a long list
of complaints, about how inaccessible this place was, and how hard
the road. He listened silently, and I burst out, "Can you get the
master of this place to come to me? I need to see him personally."

The servant softly replied, "He knows you are coming, and he will
see you before you leave. In the mean time, may I show you around
his corner of the world?"

I felt anger flaring within me; I am a busy man, and do not like to
waste my time with subordinates. If it was only one of his underlings
who would be available, I would have sent a subordinate myself. As I
thought this, I was surprised to hear myself say, "Please."”

We set down the chalices, and started walking through a maze of
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brightly, and we passed through a few doors before stepping into a
massive room.

The room blazed with intense brilliance; I covered my eyes, and
wondered how they made a flame to burn so bright. Then I realized
that the chandaliers were lit with incandescent light. The shelves had
illuminated manuscripts next to books with plastic covers—computer
science next to bestiaries. My guide went over by one place, tapped
with his finger—and I realized that he was at a computer.

Perhaps reading the look on my face, my guide told me, "The
master uses computers as much as you do. Do you need to check
your e-mail?"

I asked, "Why are there torches in the room you left me in, and
electric light here?"

He said, "Is a person not permitted to use both? The master, as
you call him, believes that technology is like alcohol—good within
proper limits—and not something you have to use as much as you
can. There are electric lights here because their brilliance makes
reading easier on the eyes. Other rooms have torches, or nothing at
all, because a flame has a different meaning, one that we prefer.
Never mind; I can get you a flashlight if you like. Oh, and you can
take off your watch now. It won't work here."

"It won't work? Look, it keeps track of time to the second, and it is
working as we speak!"

The man studied my watch, though I think he was humoring me,
and said, "It will give a number as well here as anywhere else. But
that number means very little here, and you would do just as well to
put it in your pocket."

I looked at my watch, and kept it on. He asked, "What time is it?"

I looked, and said, "19:58."

"Is that all?"

I told him the seconds, and then the date and year, and added,
"But it doesn't feel like the 21st century here." I was beginning to feel
a little nervous.

He said, "What century do you think it is here?"

I said, "Like a medieval time that someone's taken a scissors to.
You have a garden with perfect gothic architecture, and you in a
monk's robe, holding an expensive-looking rifle. And a computer in a



library that doesn't even try to organize books by subject or time."

I looked around on the wall, and noticed a hunting trophy. Or at
least that's what I took it for at first. There was a large sheild-shaped
piece of wood, such as would come with a beautiful stag—but no
animal's head. Instead, there were hundreds upon hundreds of bullet
holes in the wood—enough that the wood should have shattered. I
walked over, and read the glass plate: "This magnificent deer shot 1-
4-98 in Wisconsin with an AK-47. God bless the NRA."

I laughed a minute, and said, "What is this doing in here?"

The servant said, "What is anything doing here? Does it surprise
you?"

I said, "From what I have heard, the master of this place is very
serious about life."

My guide said, "Of course he is. And he cherishes laughter."

I looked around a bit, but could not understand why the other
things were there—only be puzzled at how anyone could arrange a
computer and other oddments to make a room that felt unmistably
medieval. Or was it? "What time is it here? To you?"

My guide said, "Every time and no time. We do not measure time
by numbers here; to the extent that time is 'measured’, we 'measure’
by what fills it—something qualitative and not quantiative. Your
culture measures a place's niche in history by how many physical
years have passed before it; we understand that well enough, but we
reckon time, not by its place in the march of seconds, but by the
content of its character. You may think of this place as medieval if
you want; others view it as ancient, and not a small part is
postmodern—more than the computer is contemporary."

I looked at my watch. Only five minutes had passed. I felt
frustration and puzzlement, and wondered how long this could go
on.

"When can we move on from here?"

"When you are ready. You aren't ready yet."

I looked at my watch. Not even ten seconds had passed. The
second hand seemed to be moving very slowly.

I felt something moving in the back of my mind, but I tried to
push it back. The second hand continued on its lazy journey, and
then—I took off my watch and put it in my pocket.
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He led me to a doorway, opening a door, and warning me not to
step over the threshold. I looked, and saw why—there was a drop of
about a foot, into a pool of water. The walls were blue, and there was
sand at the far end. Two children—a little boy and a little girl—were
making sand castles.

He led me through the mazelike passages to rooms I cannot
describe. One room had mechanical devices in all stages of assembly
and disassembly. Another was bare and clean. The kitchen had
pepperoni and peppers hanging, and was filled with an orange glow
that was more than torchlight. There was a deserted classroom filled
with flickering blue light, and then we walked into a theatre.

The chamber was small, and this theatre had more than the usual
slanted floor. The best way I could describe it is to say that it was a
wall, at times vertical, with handholds and outcroppings. There were
three women and two men on the stage, but not standing—or sitting,
for that matter. They were climbing, shifting about as they talked.

I could not understand their language, but there was something
about it that fascinated me. I was surprised to find myself listening to
it. I was even more surprised to realize that, if I could not understand
the words, I could no less grasp the story. It was a story of friendship,
and there is something important in that words melted into song,
and climbing into dance.

I watched to the end. The actors and actresses did not disappear
backstage, but simply climbed down into the audience, and began
talking with people. I could not tell if the conversation was part of
the act, or if they were just seeing friends. I wondered if it really
made any difference—and then realized, with a flash, that I had
caught a glimpse into how this place worked.

When I wanted to go, the servant led me to a room filled with
pipes. He cranked a wheel, and I heard gears turning, and began to
see the jet black keys of an organ. He played a musical fragment; it
sounded incomplete.

He said, "Play."”

I closed my eyes and said, "I don't know how to play any
instrument."

He repeated the fragment and said, "That doesn't matter. Play."

There followed a game of question and answer—he would



improvise a snatch of music, and I would follow. I would say that it
was beautiful, but I couldn't really put it that way. It would be better
to say that his music was mediocre, and mine didn't quite reach that
standard.

We walked out into a cloister. I gasped. There was a sheltered
pathway around a grassy court and a pool stirred by fish. It was
illumined by moon and star, and the brilliance was dazzling.

We walked around, and I looked. In my mind's eye I could see
white marble statues of saints praying—I wasn't sure, but I made up
my mind to suggest that to the master. After a time we stopped
walking on the grass, and entered another door.

Not too far into the hallway, he turned, set the oil lamp into a
small alcove, and began to rise up the wall. Shortly before
disappearing into the blackness above, he said, "Climb."

I learn a little, I think. I did not protest; I put my hands and feet
on the wall, and felt nothing. I leaned against it, and felt something
give way—something yielding to give a handhold. Then I started
climbing. I fell a couple of times, but reached the shadows where he
disappeared. He took me by the hand and began to lead me along a
path.

I could feel a wall on either side, and then nothing, save his hand
and my feet. Where was I? I said, "I can't see!"

A woman's voice said, "No one can see here. Eyes aren't needed."
I felt an arm around my waist, and a gentle squeeze.

I felt that warmth, and said, "I came to this place because I
wanted to see the master of this house, and I wanted to see him
personally. Now—I am ready to leave without seeing him. I have seen
enough, and I no longer want to trouble him."

I felt my guide's hand on my shoulder, and heard his voice as he
said, "You have seen me personally, and you are not troubling me.
You are here at my invitation. You will always be welcome here."

When I first entered the house, I would have been stunned. Now,
it seemed the last puzzle piece in something I had been gathering
since I started hiking.

The conversation was deep, and I cannot tell you what was said. I
don't mean that I forgot it—I remember it clearly enough. I don't
really mean that it would be a breach of confidence—it might be that



as well. What I mean is that there was something special in that
room, and it would not make much sense to you even if I could
explain it. If I were to say that we talked in a room without light,
where you had to feel around to move about—it would be literally
true, but beside the point. When I remember the room, I do not
think about what wasn't there, but what was there. I was glad I took
off my watch—but I cannot say why. The best thing I can say is that if
you can figure out how a person could be aware of a succession of
moments, and at the same time have time sense that is not entirely
linear—or at very least not just linear—you have a glimpse of what I
found in that room.

We talked long, and it was late into the next day when I got up
from a perfectly ordinary guestroom, packed, and left. I put on my
watch, returned to my business, and started working on the backlog
of invoices and meetings that accumulated in my absence. I'm still
pretty busy, but I have never left that room.

Hayward's Unabridged Dictionary is a thin volume for a dictionary,
but then it works a little unlike the more standard dictionary one uses to
look things up:

Form, n. A piece of paper used by administrations to deter
people from using their services. It is the opinion of this
lexicographer that the following form could be of the
utmost assistance in helping bureaucracies more effectively
serve those under their care.

Form to Request Information in the Form of a
Form

Section 1: Personal Information

Name: Sex: [ ]M [
|F Date of Birth: __ /_ /
Social Security Number: - -
Driver's License Number: - -
VISA/MasterCard Number: - - -

Mailing Address, Business:
Street:
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City: State:_ ZIP
Code:

Mailing Address, Home:

Street:

City: State:_ ZIP
Code:

Telephone, Work: ( ) - , Ext.

Telephone, Home: ( ) -

Telephone, Car: ( ) -

Beeper: ( ) - Chicago High School: [
IY[IN

E-mail Address:

(if address is in domain aol.com or webtv.net, please
explain on a separate sheet of paper)
Height: _', " Weight: _ # Hair: Eyes:
Blood type: _ 1Q:___
Political Affiliation: [ ]Federalist [ ][Republican [
]Democrat [ ]Libertarian [ ][Monarchist [ ]Socialist [
]Marxist [ |[Communist [ |[Nazi [ JFascist [ JAnarchist [
1Other (Please specify: )
Citizenship: [ JUnited States, including Canada and
other territories [ [Mexico [ JCalifornia [ ]Other (Please
specify: )
Race: [ ]Caucasian/Pigmentally Challenged [ JAfrican
[ JAsian [ JHispanic/Latino [ JAmerindian [ ]Heinz-57
[ ]Other (Please specify: ) [
]An athletic event where people run around an oval
again and again and again.
Page 1 * End of Section 1 of 3
Section 2: Form Description
Length of Form, in Characters:
Number of Questions or Required Data:
Expected Time to Complete: __ Hours,
Minutes, Seconds.
Expected Mental Effort Required to Complete:
(if form would




insult the intelligence of a senile hamster, please
explain on a separate sheet of paper)

Expected number of questions judged to be
annoying, unnecessary, and/or personally
offensive: _

Expected time wasted on questions judged to
be annoying, unnecessary, and/or personally
offensive:  Hours, Minutes, Seconds.
Expected blood pressure increase while filling
out form: __ mmHg systolic, _ mmHg diastolic.

If further contemplation has led you to believe that
some of the questions asked are not strictly necessary
to provide the service that you offer upon completion
of said form, please enclose revised prototype here.

Page 2 * End of Section 2 of 3

Section 3: Essay Questions

Please explain, in 500 words or less, your

philosophy concerning the use of forms.

Please explain, in 200 words or less, why you
designed this form as you did.

Please explain, in 300 words or less, why you
believe that this form is necessary. If you are in a
service oriented sector and desire to require the form
of people you serve, please explain why you believe
that requiring people to fill out forms constitutes a
service to them.

When this form is completed, please return to the
address provided. The Committee for Selecting Forms
will carefully examine your case and delegate
responsibility to an appropriate subcommittee.

Please allow approximately six to eight weeks for
the appointed subcommittee to lose your file in a paper
shuffle.

Page 3 * End of Section 3 of 3



But many of the definitions are shorter: "Christmas, n. An annual
holiday celebrating the coming of the chief Deity of Western civilization:
Mammon."

Yonder is a shorter work, like the others can be mischievous and
iconoclastic, and opens with a fictitious news article heralding the
discovery of an inclusive language manuscript for a good chunk of the
Greek New Testament. The culminating work is a Socratic dialogue, set in
a science fiction thoughtscape that paints a terrifying silhouette and asks
a terrifying question, "What if we really didn't have the things about a
world of men and women and all the things that we chafe at?" Along the
way to that work comes a moment of rest:

The day his daughter Abigail was born was the best day of
Abraham's life. Like father, like daughter, they said in the village,
and especially of them. He was an accomplished musician, and she
breathed music.

He taught her a music that was simple, pure, powerful. It had
only one voice; it needed only one voice. It moved slowly,
unhurriedly, and had a force that was spellbinding. Abraham taught
Abigail many songs, and as she grew, she began to make songs of her
own. Abigail knew nothing of polyphony, nor of hurried technical
complexity; her songs needed nothing of them. Her songs came from
an unhurried time out of time, gentle as lapping waves, and mighty
as an ocean.

One day a visitor came, a young man in a white suit. He said,
"Before your father comes, I would like you to see what you have
been missing." He took out a music player, and began to play.

Abby at first covered her ears; she was in turn stunned, shocked,
and intrigued. The music had many voices, weaving in and out of
each other quickly, intricately. She heard wheels within wheels
within wheels within wheels of complexity. She began to try, began
to think in polyphony — and the man said, "I will come to you later.
It is time for your music with your father."

Every time in her life, sitting down at a keyboard with her father
was the highlight of her day. Every day but this day. This day, she
could only think about how simple and plain the music was, how
lacking in complexity. Abraham stopped his song and looked at his

danchter "Whan have vann heen lictenine tn Ahicail?"
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Something had been gnawing at Abby's heart; the music seemed
bleak, grey. It was as if she had beheld the world in fair moonlight,
and then a blast of eerie light assaulted her eyes — and now she
could see nothing. She felt embarrassed by her music, ashamed to
have dared to approach her father with anything so terribly
unsophisticated. Crying, she gathered up her skirts and ran as if
there were no tomorrow.

Tomorrow came, and the day after; it was a miserable day, after
sleeping in a gutter. Abigail began to beg, and it was over a year
before another beggar let her play on his keyboard. Abby learned to
play in many voices; she was so successful that she forgot that she
was missing something. She occupied herself so fully with intricate
music that in another year she was asked to give concerts and
performances. Her music was rich and full, and her heart was poor
and empty.

Years passed, and Abigail gave the performance of her career. It
was before a sold-out audience, and it was written about in the
papers. She walked out after the performance and the reception, with
moonlight falling over soft grass and fireflies dancing, and something
happened.

Abby heard the wind blowing in the trees.

In the wind, Abigail heard music, and in the wind and the music
Abigail heard all the things she had lost in her childhood. It was as if
she had looked in an image and asked, "What is that wretched
thing?" — and realized she was looking into a mirror. No, it was not
quite that; it was as if in an instant her whole world was turned
upside down, and her musical complexity she could not bear. She
heard all over again the words, "Who have you been listening to?" —
only, this time, she did not think them the words of a jealous
monster, but words of concern, words of "Who has struck a blow
against you?" She saw that she was blind and heard that she was
deaf: that the hearing of complexity had not simply been an opening
of her ears, but a wounding, a smiting, after which she could not
know the concentrated presence a child had known, no matter how
complex — or how simple — the music became. The sword cut deeper
when she tried to sing songs from her childhood, at first could
remember none, then could remember one — and it sounded empty



— and she knew that the song was not empty. It was her. She lay
down and wailed.

Suddenly, she realized she was not alone. An old man was
watching her. Abigail looked around in fright; there was nowhere to
run to hide. "What do you want?" she said.

"There is music even in your wail."

"I loathe music."

There was a time of silence, a time that drew uncomfortably long,
and Abigail asked, "What is your name?"

The man said, "Look into my eyes. You know my name."

Abigail stood, poised like a man balancing on the edge of a sword,
a chasm to either side. She did not — Abigail shrieked with joy.
"Daddy!"

"It has been a long time since we've sat down at music, sweet
daughter."

"You don't want to hear my music. I was ashamed of what we
used to play, and I am now ashamed of it all."

"Oh, child! Yes, I do. I will never be ashamed of you. Will you
come and walk with me? I have a keyboard."

As Abby's fingers began to dance, she first felt as if she were being
weighed in the balance and found wanting. The self-consciousness
she had finally managed to banish in her playing was now there —
ugly, repulsive — and then she was through it. She made a horrible
mistake, and then another, and then laughed, and Abraham laughed
with her. Abby began to play and then sing, serious, inconsequential,
silly, and delightful in the presence of her father. It was as if shackles
fell from her wrists, her tongue loosed — she thought for a moment
that she was like a little girl again, playing at her father's side, and
then knew that it was better. What could she compare it to? She
couldn't. She was at a simplicity beyond complexity, and her father
called forth from her music that she could never have done without
her trouble. The music seemed like dance, like laughter; it was under
and around and through her, connecting her with her father, a
moment out of time.

After they had both sung and laughed and cried, Abraham said,
"Abby, will you come home with me? My house has never been the
same without you."



There are some other passages that I would like to quote, but I'll stop
with one more, from The Steel Orb, which ends with a paired science
fiction short work and a fantasy novella. Both of those works share in this
paean's joy:

With what words
shall I hymn the Lord of Heaven and Earth,
the Creator of all things visible and invisible?
Shall I indeed meditate
on the beauty of his Creation?

As I pray to Thee, Lord,
what words shall I use,
and how shall I render Thee praise?

Shall I thank thee for the living tapestry,
oak and maple and ivy and grass,
that I see before me
as I go to return to Thee at Church?

Shall I thank Thee for Zappy,
and for her long life—
eighteen years old and still catching mice?
Shall I thank thee for her tiger stripes,
the color of pepper?

Shall I thank thee for her kindness,
and the warmth of her purr?

Shall I thank Thee for a starry sapphire orb
hung with a million million diamonds, where
"The heavens declare the glory of God;
and the firmament proclaims the work of his hands.
Day to day utters speech,
and night to night proclaims knowledge.
There are no speeches or words,
in which their voices are not heard.

Their voice is gone out into all the earth,

and their words to the end of the earth.

In the sun he has set his tabernacle;

and he comes forth as a bridegroom out of his chamber: he will exult

as a giant to run his course."?
Shall T thank Thee far the river nf time
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now flowing quickly,

now flowing slowly,

NOwW narrow,

now deep,

now flowing straight and clear,
now swirling in eddies that dance?

Shall I thank Thee for the hymns and songs,
the chant at Church, when we praise Thee in the head of Creation,
the vanguard of Creation that has come from Thee in Thy splendor
and to Thee returns in reverence?

Shall I thank thee for the Chalice:
an image,
an icon,

a shadow of,

a participation in,

a re-embodiment of,
the Holy Grail?

Shall I forget how the Holy Grail itself
is but the shadow,
the impact,
the golden surface reflecting the light,
secondary reflection to the primeval light,
the wrapping paper that disintegrates next to the Gift it holds:
that which is
mystically and really
the body and the blood of Christ:
the family of saints
for me to be united to,
and the divine Life?

Shall I meditate
on how I am fed
by the divine generosity
and the divine gift
of the divine energies?

Shall I thank Thee for a stew I am making,
or for a body nourished by food?

Shall I indeed muse that there is



nothing else I could be nourished by,
for spaghetti and bread and beer
are from a whole cosmos
illuminated by the divine light,
a candle next to the sun,
a beeswax candle,
where the sun's energy filters through plants
and the work of bees
and the work of men
to deliver light and energy from the sun,
and as candle to sun,
so too is the bread of earth
to the Bread that came from Heaven,
the work of plants and men,
the firstfruits of Earth
returned to Heaven,
that they may become
the firstfruits of Heaven
returned to earth?
Shall I muse on the royal "we,"
where the kings and queens
said not of themselves"I", but "we"
while Christians are called to say "we"
and learn that the "I" is to be transformed,
made luminous,
scintillating,
when we move beyond "Me, me, me,"
to learn to say, "we"?
And the royal priesthood is one in which we are called to be
a royal priesthood,
a chosen people,
more than conquerors,
a Church of God's eclecticism,
made divine,
a family of little Christs,
sons to God and brothers to Christ,

the ornament of the visible Creation,
of racke and treec and ctare and ceac
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and the spiritual Creation as well:

seraphim, cherubim, thrones

dominions, principalities, authorities,

powers, archangels, angels,

rank on rank of angels,

singing before the presence of God,

and without whom no one can plumb the depths
of the world that can be seen and touched.

For to which of the angels did God say,
"You make my Creation complete," or
"My whole Creation, visible and invisible,
is encapsulated in you,
summed up in your human race?"

To which of the angels
did the divine Word say,

"I am become what you are
that you may become what I am?"

To which of the angels did the Light say,
"Thou art my Son; today I have adopted Thee,"
and then turn to say,

"You are my sons; today I have adopted you;
because I AM WHO I AM,
you are who you are."?

So I am called to learn to say, "we",
and when we learn to say we,
that "we" means,

a royal priesthood,

a chosen people,

more than conquerors,

a Church of God's eclecticism,

a family of little Christs,

made divine,

the ornament of Creation, visible and invisible,
called to lead the whole Creation
loved into being by God,

to be in love

that to God they may return.



And when we worship thus,
it cannot be only us, for
apples and alligators,
boulders and bears,
creeks and crystals,
dolphins and dragonflies,
eggplants and emeralds,
fog and furballs,
galaxies and grapes,
horses and habaneros,
ice and icicles,
jacinth and jade,
kangaroos and knots,
lightning and light,
meadows and mist,
nebulas and neutrons,
oaks and octupi,
porcupines and petunias,
quails and quarks,
rocks and rivers,
skies and seas,
toads and trees,
ukeleles and umber umbrellas,
wine and weirs,
xylophones and X-rays,
yuccas and yaks,
zebras and zebrawood,
are all called to join us before Thy throne
in the Divine Liturgy:

Praise ye the Lord.
Praise ye the Lord from the heavens:
praise him in the heights.
Praise ye him, all his angels:
praise ye him, all his hosts.
Praise ye him, sun and moon:
praise him, all ye stars of light.
Praise him. ve heavens of heavens.



and ye waters that be above the heavens.
Let them praise the name of the Lord:

for he commanded, and they were created.
He hath also stablished them for ever and ever:
he hath made a decree which shall not pass.
Praise the Lord from the earth, ye dragons, and all deeps:
Fire, and hail; snow, and vapours;

stormy wind fulfilling his word:

Mountains, and all hills;

fruitful trees, and all cedars:

Beasts, and all cattle;

creeping things, and flying fowl:

Kings of the earth, and all people;

princes, and all judges of the earth:

Both young men, and maidens;

old men, and children:

Let them praise the name of the Lord:

for his name alone is excellent;

his glory is above the earth and heaven.

He also exalteth the horn of his people,

the praise of all his saints;

even of the children of Israel,

a people near unto him.

Praise ye the Lord.

And my blessings are not just that, unlike the cab driver, I have not
seen my friends shot and killed. Nor is it just that I have a job in a time
when having a job shouldn't be taken for granted—working with kind co-
workers, and a good boss, to boot. I've received my first major book
review—and, I hope, not the last:

Down through the centuries, the Legend of King Arthur has
been used as an icon for so many literary works in the western
world. "The Sign of the Grail" is a collection of memorable literary
works by CJS Hayward centering around the Holy Grail and what
it means to orthodox religion, as well as those who follow those
teachings. Tackling diverse subjects such as iconography and an
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earthly paradise, he pulls no punches when dealing with many of
the topics laid out through the legends. "The Sign of the Grail" is a
unique, scholarly, and thorough examination of the Grail mythos,
granting it a top reccommendation for academia and the non-
specialist general reader with an interest in these subjects. Also
very highly recommended for personal, academic, and community
library collections are CJS Hayward's other deftly written and
original literary works, essays, and commentaries compilations
and anthologies: "Yonder" (9780615202174, $40.00); "Firestorm
2034" (9780615202167, $40.00), "A Cord of Seven Strands"
(9780615202174, $40.00), "The Steel Orb" (9780615193618,
$40.00), "The Christmas Tales" (9780615193632, $40.00), and
"Hayward's Unabridged Dictionary" (9780615193625, $40.00).
John Burroughs
Reviewer
[The Midwest Book Review]

Actually, to me, it is a very good day.
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The Administrator
Who Cried,
"Important!"

Once upon a time, there was a new employee, hired fresh out of
college by a big company. The first day on the job, he attended a pep rally,
filled out paperwork concerning taxes and insurance, and received a two
page document that said at the top, "Sexual Harassment Policy:
Important. Read Very Carefully!"

So our employee read the sexual harassment policy with utmost care,
and signed at the bottom indicating that he had read it. The policy was a
remedial course in common sense, although parts of it showed a decided
lack of common sense. It was an insult to both his intelligence and his
social maturity.

Our employee was slightly puzzled as to why he was expected to read
such a document that carefully, but soon pushed doubts out of his mind.
He trotted over to his new cubicle, sat down, and began to read the two
inch thick manual on core essentials that every employee needs to know.
He was still reading core essentials two hours later when his boss came by
and said, "Could you take a break from that? I want to introduce you to
your new co-workers, and show you around."

So our employee talked with his boss — a knowledgeable, competent,
and understanding woman — and enjoyed meeting his co-workers, trying
to learn their names. He didn't have very much other work yet, so he
dutifully read everything that the administrators sent him — even the
ones that didn't say "Important — please read" at the top. He read about
ISO 9001 certification, continual changes and updates to company policy,
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customer success stories, and other oddments totalling to at least a
quarter inch of paper each day, not counting e-mails.

His boss saw that he worked well, and began to assign more difficult
tasks appropriate to his talent. He took on this new workload while
continuing to read everything the administration told him to read, and
worked longer and longer days.

One day, a veteran came and put a hand on his shoulder, saying, "Kid,
just between the two of us, you don't have to read every piece of paper
that says 'Important’ at the top. None of us read all that."

And so our friend began to glance at the first pages of long memos, to
see if they said anything helpful for him to know, and found that most of
them did not. Some time after that, he realized that his boss or one of his
co-workers would explicitly tell him if there was a memo that said
something he needed to know. The employee found his workload reduced
to slightly less than fifty hours per week. He was productive and happy.

One day, a memo came. It said at the top, "Important: Please Read." A
little more than halfway through, on page twenty-seven, there was a
description of a new law that had been passed, and how it required
several jobs (including his own) to be done in a slightly different manner.
Unfortunately, our friend's boss was in bed with a bad stomach flu, and
so she wasn't able to tell him he needed to read the memo. So he
continued doing his job as usual.

A year later, the company found itself the defendant in a forty million
dollar lawsuit, and traced the negligence to the action of one single
employee — our friend. He was fired, and made the central villain in the
storm of bad publicity.

But he definitely was in the wrong, and deserved what was coming to
him. The administration very clearly explained the liability and his
responsibility, in a memo very clearly labelled "Important”. And he didn't
even read the memo. It's his fault, right?

No.

Every communication that is sent to a person constitutes an implicit
claim of, "This concerns you and is worth your attention.” If experience
tells other people that we lie again and again when we say this, then
what right do we have to be believed when we really do have something
important to say?

I retold the story of the boy who cried wolf as the story of the



administrator who cried important, because administrators are among
the worst offenders, along with lawyers, spammers, and perhaps people
who pass along e-mail forwards. Among the stack of paper I was expected
to sign when I moved in to my apartment was a statement that I had
tested my smoke detector. The apartment staff was surprised that I
wanted to test my smoke detector before signing my name to that
statement. When an authority figure is surprised when a person reads a
statement carefully and doesn't want to sign a claim that all involved
know to be false, it's a bad sign.

There is communication that concerns the person it's directed to, but
says too much — for example, most of the legal contracts I've seen. The
tiny print used to print many of those contracts constitutes an implicit
acknowledment that the signer is not expected to read it: they don't even
use the additional sheets of paper necessary to print text at a size that a
person who only has 20/20 vision can easily read. There is also
communication that is broadcast to many people who have no interest in
it. To that communication, I would propose the following rule: Do not,
without exceptionally good reason, broadcast a communication that
concerns only a minority of its recipients. It's OK every now and then to
announce that the blue Toyota with license place ABC 123 has its lights
on. It's not OK to have a regular announcement that broadcasts anything
that is approved as having interest to some of the recipients.

My church, which I am in general very happy with, has succumbed to
vice by adding a section to the worship liturgy called "Announcements",
where someone reads a list of events and such just before the end of the
service, and completely dispels the moment that has been filling the
sanctuary up until the announcements start. They don't do this with other
things — the offering is announced by music (usually good music) that
contributes to the reverent atmosphere of the service. But when the
service is drawing to a close, the worshipful atmosphere is disrupted by
announcements which I at least almost never find useful. If the same list
were printed on a sheet of paper, I could read it after the service, in less
time, with greater comprehension, with zero disruption to the moment
that every other part of the service tries so carefully to build — and I
could skip over any announcements that begin "For Married Couples:" or
"Attention Junior High and High Schoolers!" The only advantage I can
see to the present practice, from the church leadership's perspective, is



that many people will not read the announcements at all if they have a
choice about it — and maybe, just maybe, there's a lesson in that.

As well as pointing out examples of a rampant problem in
communication, where an administrator cries "Important!" over many
things that are not worth reading, and then wonders why people don't
believe him when he cries "Important!" about something which is
important, I would like to suggest an alternative for communities that
have access to the internet. A web server could use a form to let people
select areas of concern and interest, and announcements submitted
would be categorized, optionally cleared with a moderator, and sent only
to those people who are interested in them. Another desirable feature
might let end receivers select how much announcement information they
can receive in a day — providing a discernible incentive to the senders to
minimize trivial communication. In a sense, this is what happens already
— intercom litanies of announcements ignored by school students in a
classroom, employees carrying memos straight from their mailboxes to
the recycle bins — but in this case, administrators receive clear incentive
and choice to conserve bandwidth and only send stuff that is genuinely
important.

While I'm giving my Utopian dreams, I'd like to comment that at least
some of this functionality is already supported by the infrastructure
developed by UseNet. Probably there are refinements that can be
implemented in a web interface — all announcements for one topic
shown from a single web page, since they shouldn't be nearly as long as a
normal UseNet post arguing some obscure detail in an ongoing
discussion. Perhaps other and better can be done — I am suggesting
"Here's something better than the status quo," not "Here's something so
perfect that there's no room for improvement."

In one UseNet newsgroup, an exchange occurred that broadcasters of
announcements would be well-advised to keep in mind. One person said,
"I'm trying to decide whether to give the UseNet Bore of the Year Award
to [name] or [name]. The winner will receive, as his prize, a copy of all of
their postings, minutely inscribed, and rolled up inside a two foot poster
tube."

Someone else posted a reply asking, "Length or diameter?"

To those of you who broadcast to people whom you are able to
address because of your position and not because they have chosen to



receive your broadcasts, I have the following to say: In each
communication you send, you are deciding the basis by which people
will decide if future communications are worth paying attention to, or
just unwanted noise. If your noise deafens their ears, you have no right
to complain that the few truly important things you have to tell them fall
on deaf ears. Only you can prevent spam!
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Abstract

I explore artificial intelligence as failing in a way that is characteristic
of a faulty anthropology. Artificial intelligence has had excellent funding,
brilliant minds, and exponentially faster computers, which suggests that
any failures present may not be due to lack of resources, but arise from an
error that is manifest in anthropology and may even be cosmological.
Maximus Confessor provides a genuinely different background to criticise
artificial intelligence, a background which shares far fewer assumptions
with the artificial intelligence movement than figures like John Searle.
Throughout this dissertation, I will be looking at topics which seem to
offer something interesting, even if cultural factors today often obscure
their relevance. I discuss Maximus's use of the patristic distinction
between 'reason' and spiritual 'intellect’ as providing an interesting
alternative to 'cognitive faculties.' My approach is meant to be distinctive
both by reference to Greek Fathers and by studying artificial intelligence
in light of the occult foundations of modern science, an important datum

omitted in the broader scientific movement's self-presentation. The
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Confessor's worldview and that of artificial intelligence. The broader goal
is to make three suggestions: first, that artificial intelligence provides an
experimental test of scientific materialism's picture of the human mind,;
second, that the outcome of the experiment suggests we might reconsider
scientific materialism's I-It relationship to the world; and third, that
figures like Maximus Confessor, working within an I-Thou relationship,
offer more wisdom to us today than is sometimes assumed. I do not
attempt to compare Maximus Confessor's Orthodoxy with other religious
traditions, however I do suggest that Orthodoxy has relevant insights into
personhood which the artificial intelligence community still lacks.



Introduction

Some decades ago, one could imagine a science fiction writer asking,
'What would happen if billions of dollars, dedicated laboratories with
some of the world's most advanced equipment, indeed an important
academic discipline with decades of work from some of the world's most
brilliant minds—what if all of these were poured into an attempt to make
an artificial mind based on an understanding of personhood that came
out of a framework of false assumptions?' We could wince at the waste, or
wonder that after all the failures the researchers still had faith in their
project. And yet exactly this philosophical experiment has been carried
out, in full, and has been expanded. This philosophical experiment is the
artificial intelligence movement.

What relevance does Al have to theology? Artificial intelligence
assumes a particular anthropology, and failures by artificial intelligence
may reflect something of interest to theological anthropology. It appears
that the artificial intelligence project has failed in a substantial and
characteristic way, and furthermore that it has failed as if its assumptions
were false—in a way that makes sense given some form of Christian
theological anthropology. I will therefore be using the failure of artificial
intelligence as a point of departure for the study of theological
anthropology. Beyond a negative critique, I will be exploring a positive
alternative. The structure of this dissertation will open with critiques,
then trace historical development from an interesting alternative to the
present problematic state, and then explore that older alternative. I will
thus move in the opposite of the usual direction.

For the purposes of this dissertation, artificial intelligence (Al)
denotes the endeavour to create computer software that will be humanly
intelligent, and cognitive science the interdisciplinary field which seeks to
understand the mind on computational terms so it can be re-



implemented on a computer. Artificial intelligence is more focused on
programming, whilst cognitive science includes other disciplines such as
philosophy of mind, cognitive psychology, and linguistics. Strong AI is
the classical approach which has generated chess players and theorem
provers, and tries to create a disembodied mind. Other areas of artificial
intelligence include the connectionist school, which works with neural
nets,[1] and embodied AI, which tries to take our mind's embodiment
seriously. The picture on the cover[2] is from an embodied AI website
and is interesting for reasons which I will discuss below under the
heading of 'Artificial Intelligence.’

Fraser Watts (2002) and John Puddefoot (1996) offer similar and
straightforward pictures of Al. I will depart from them in being less
optimistic about the present state of Al, and more willing to find
something lurking beneath appearances. I owe my brief remarks about Al
and its eschatology, under the heading of 'Artificial Intelligence' below, to
a line of Watts' argument.[3]

Other critics[4] argue that artificial intelligence neglects the body as
mere packaging for the mind, pointing out ways in which our intelligence
is embodied. They share many of the basic assumptions of artificial
intelligence but understand our minds as biologically emergent and
therefore tied to the body.

There are two basic points I accept in their critiques:

First, they argue that our intelligence is an embodied intelligence,
often with specific arguments that are worth attention.

Second, they often capture a quality, or flavour, to thought that
beautifully illustrates what sort of thing human thought might be besides
digital symbol manipulation on biological hardware.

There are two basic points where I will be departing from their line of
argument:

First, they think outside the box, but may not go far enough. They are
playing on the opposite team to cognitive science researchers, but they
are playing the same game, by the same rules. The disagreement between
proponents and critics is not whether mind may be explained in purely
materialist terms, but only whether that assumption entails that minds
can be re-implemented on computers.

Second, they see the mind's ties to the body, but not to the spirit,
which means that they miss out on half of a spectrum of interesting



critiques. I will seek to explore what, in particular, some of the other half
of the spectrum might look like. As their critiques explore what it might
mean to say that the mind is embodied, the discussion of reason and
intellect under the heading 'Intellect and Reason' below may give some
sense of what it might mean to say that the mind is spiritual. In
particular, the conception of the intellects offers an interesting base
characterisation of human thought that competes with cognitive faculties.
Rather than saying that the critics offer false critiques, I suggest that they
are too narrow and miss important arguments that are worth exploring.

I will explore failures of artificial intelligence in connection with the
Greek Fathers. More specifically, I will look at the seventh century
Maximus Confessor's Mystagogia. I will investigate the occult as a
conduit between the (quasi-Patristic) medieval West and the West today.
The use of Orthodox sources could be a particularly helpful light, and one
that is not explored elsewhere. Artificial intelligence seems to fail along
lines predictable to the patristic understanding of a spirit-soul-body
unity, essentially connected with God and other creatures. The discussion
becomes more interesting when one looks at the implications of the
patristic distinction between 'reason' and the spiritual 'intellect.' I suggest
that connections with the Orthodox doctrine of divinisation may make an
interesting a direction for future enquiry. I will only make a two-way
comparison between Orthodox theological anthropology and one
particular quasi-theological anthropology. This dissertation is in
particular not an attempt to compare Orthodoxy with other religious
traditions.

One wag said that the best book on computer programming for the
layperson was Alice's Adventures in Wonderland, but that's just because
the best book on anything for the layperson was Alice's Adventures in
Wonderland. One lesson learned by a beginning scholar is that many
things that 'everybody knows' are mistaken or half-truths, as 'everybody
knows' the truth about Galileo, the Crusades, the Spanish Inquisition,
and other select historical topics which we learn about by rumour. There
are some things we will have trouble understanding unless we can
question what 'everybody knows.' This dissertation will be challenging
certain things that 'everybody knows,' such as that we're making progress
towards achieving artificial intelligence, that seventh century theology
belongs in a separate mental compartment from Al, or that science is a




different kind of thing from magic. The result is bound to resemble a tour
of Wonderland, not because I am pursuing strangeness for its own sake,
but because my attempt to understand artificial intelligence has taken me
to strange places. Renaissance and early modern magic is a place artificial
intelligence has been, and patristic theology represents what we had to
leave to get to artificial intelligence.

The artificial intelligence project as we know it has existed for perhaps
half a century, but its roots reach much further back. This picture attests
to something that has been a human desire for much longer than we've
had digital computers. In exploring the roots of artificial intelligence,
there may be reason to look at a topic that may seem strange to mention
in connection with science: the Renaissance and early modern occult
enterprise.

Why bring the occult into a discussion of artificial intelligence? It
doesn't make sense if you accept science's own self-portrayal and look at
the past through its eyes. Yet this shows bias and insensitivity to another
culture's inner logic, almost a cultural imperialism—not between two
cultures today but between the present and the past. A part of what I will
be trying to do in this thesis is look at things that have genuine relevance
to this question, but whose relevance is obscured by cultural factors
today. Our sense of a deep divide between science and magic is more
cultural prejudice than considered historical judgment. We judge by the
concept of scientific progress, and treating prior cultures' endeavours as
more or less successful attempts to establish a scientific enterprise
properly measured by our terms.

We miss how the occult turn taken by some of Western culture in the
Renaissance and early modern period established lines of development
that remain foundational to science today. Many chasms exist between
the mediaeval perspective and our own, and there is good reason to place
the decisive break between the mediaeval way of life and the
Renaissance/early modern occult development, not placing mediaeval
times and magic together with an exceptionalism for our science. I
suggest that our main differences with the occult project are
disagreements as to means, not ends—and that distinguishes the post-
mediaeval West from the mediaevals. If so, there is a kinship between the
occult project and our own time: we provide a variant answer to the same
question as the Renaissance magus, whilst patristic and mediaeval
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has fragmented, with its dominion over the natural world becoming
scientific technology, its vision for a better world becoming political
ideology, and its spiritual practices becoming a private fantasy.

One way to look at historical data in a way that shows the kind of
sensitivity I'm interested in, is explored by Mary Midgley in Science as
Salvation (1992); she doesn't dwell on the occult as such, but she
perceptively argues that science is far more continuous with religion than
its self-understanding would suggest. Her approach pays a certain kind of
attention to things which science leads us to ignore. She looks at ways
science is doing far more than falsifying hypotheses, and in so doing
observes some things which are important. I hope to develop a similar
argument in a different direction, arguing that science is far more
continuous with the occult than its self-understanding would suggest.
This thesis is intended neither to be a correction nor a refinement of her
position, but development of a parallel line of enquiry.

It is as if a great island, called Magic, began to drift away from the
cultural mainland. It had plans for what the mainland should be
converted into, but had no wish to be associated with the mainland. As
time passed, the island fragmented into smaller islands, and on all of
these new islands the features hardened and became more sharply
defined. One of the islands is named Ideology. The one we are interested
in is Science, which is not interchangeable with the original Magic, but is
even less independent: in some ways Science differs from Magic by being
more like Magic than Magic itself. Science is further from the mainland
than Magic was, even if its influence on the mainland is if anything
greater than what Magic once held. I am interested in a scientific
endeavour, and in particular a basic relationship behind scientific
enquiry, which are to a substantial degree continuous with a magical
endeavour and a basic relationship behind magic. These are
foundationally important, and even if it is not yet clear what they may
mean, [ will try to substantiate these as the thesis develops. I propose the
idea of Magic breaking off from a societal mainland, and sharpening and
hardening into Science, as more helpful than the idea of science and
magic as opposites.

There is in fact historical precedent for such a phenomenon. I suggest
that a parallel with Eucharistic doctrine might illuminate the
interrelationship between Orthodoxy, Renaissance and early modern



magic, and science (including artificial intelligence). When Aquinas made
the Christian-Aristotelian synthesis, he changed the doctrine of the
Eucharist. The Eucharist had previously been understood on Orthodox
terms that used a Platonic conception of bread and wine participating in
the body and blood of Christ, so that bread remained bread whilst
becoming the body of Christ. One substance had two natures. Aristotelian
philosophy had little room for one substance which had two natures, so
one thing cannot simultaneously be bread and the body of Christ. When
Aquinas subsumed real presence doctrine under an Aristotelian
framework, he managed a delicate balancing act, in which bread ceased
to be bread when it became the body of Christ, and it was a miracle that
the accidents of bread held together after the substance had changed. I
suggest that when Zwingli expunged real presence doctrine completely,
he was not abolishing the Aristotelian impulse, but carrying it to its
proper end. In like fashion, the scientific movement is not a repudiation
of the magical impulse, but a development of it according to its own inner
logic. It expunges the supernatural as Zwingli expunged the real
presence, because that is where one gravitates once the journey has
begun. What Aquinas and the Renaissance magus had was composed of
things that did not fit together. As I will explore below under the heading
'Renaissance and Early Modern Magic,' the Renaissance magus ceased
relating to society as to one's mother and began treating it as raw
material; this foundational change to a depersonalised relationship would
later secularise the occult and transform it into science. The parallel
between medieval Christianity/magic/science and
Orthodoxy/Aquinas/Zwingli seems to be fertile: real presence doctrine
can be placed under an Aristotelian framework, and a sense of the
supernatural can be held by someone who is stepping out of a personal
kind of relationship, but in both cases it doesn't sit well, and after two or
so centuries people finished the job by subtracting the supernatural.

Without discussing the principles in Thomas Dixon's 1999 delineation
of theology, anti-theology, and atheology that can be un-theological or
quasi-theological, regarding when one is justified in claiming that
theology is present, I adopt the following rule:

A claim is considered quasi-theological if it can conflict with
theological claims.



Given this rule, patristic theology, Renaissance and early modern
magic (hereafter 'magic' or 'the occult'), and artificial intelligence claims
are all considered to be theological or quasi-theological.

I will not properly trace an historical development so much as show
the distinctions between archetypal scientific, occult, and Orthodox
worldviews as seen at different times, and briefly discuss their
relationships with some historical remarks. Not only are there
surprisingly persistent tendencies, but Lee repeats Weber's suggestion
that there is real value to understand ideal types.[5]

I will be attempting to bring together pieces of a puzzle—pieces
scattered across disciplines and across centuries, often hidden by today's
cultural assumptions about what is and is not connected—to show their
interconnections and the picture that emerges from their fit. I will be
looking at features including intentionality,[6] teleology,[7] cognitive
faculties,[8] the spiritual intellect,[9] cosmology, and a strange figure
who wields a magic sword with which to slice through society's Gordian
knots. Why? In a word, all of this connected. Cosmology is relevant if
there is a cosmological error behind artificial intelligence. There are both
an organic connection and a distinction between teleology and
intentionality, and the shift from teleology to intentionality is an
important shift; when one shifts from teleology to intentionality one
becomes partly blind to what the artificial intelligence picture is missing.
Someone brought up on cognitive faculties may have trouble answering,
'How else could it be?'; the patristic understanding of the spiritual
intellect gives a very interesting answer, and offers a completely different
way to understand thought. And the figure with the magic sword? I'll let
this figure remain mysterious for the moment, but I'll hint that without
that metaphorical magic sword we would never have a literal artificial
intelligence project. I do not believe I am forging new connections among
these things, so much as uncovering something that was already there,
overlooked but worth investigating.

This is an attempt to connect some very diverse sources, even if the
different sections are meant primarily as philosophy of religion. This
brings problems of coherence and disciplinary consistency, but the
greater risk is tied to the possibility of greater reward. It will take more
work to show connections than in a more externally focused enquiry, but
if I can give a believable case for those interconnections, this will ipso



facto be a more interesting enquiry.
All translations from French, German, Latin, and Greek are my own.



Artificial Intelligence

Artificial intelligence is not just one scientific project among others. It
is a cultural manifestation of a timeless dream. It does not represent the
repudiation of the occult impulse, but letting that impulse work out
according to its own inner logic. Artificial intelligence is connected with a
transhumanist vision for the future[10] which tries to create a science-
fiction-like future of an engineered society of superior beings.[11] This
artificial intelligence vision for the future is similar to the occult visions
for the future we will see below. Very few members of the artificial
intelligence movement embrace the full vision—but I may suggeste that
its spectre is rarely absent, and that that spectre shows itself by a
perennial sense of, 'We're making real breakthroughs today, and full AI is
just around the corner.' Both those who embrace the fuller enthusiasm
and those who are more modestly excited by current project have a hope
that we are making progress towards creating something fundamentally
new under the sun, of bequeathing humanity with something that has
never before been available, machines that genuinely think. Indeed, this
kind of hope is one of magic's most salient features. The exact content
and features vary, but the sometimes heady excitement and the hope to
bestow something powerful and new mark a significant point contact
between the artificial intelligence and the magic that enshrouded
science's birth.

There is something timeless and archetypal about the desire to create
humans through artifice instead of procreation. Jewish legend tells of a
rabbi who used the Kaballah to create a clay golem to defend a city
against anti-semites in 1581.[12] Frankenstein has so marked the popular
imagination that genetically modified foods are referred to as
'Frankenfoods,' and there are many (fictional) stories of scientists
creating androids who rebel against and possibly destroy their creators.



Robots who have artificial bodies but think and act enough like humans
never to cause culture shock are a staple of science fiction. [13] There is a
timeless and archetypal desire to create humans by artifice rather than
procreation. Indeed, this desire has more than a little occult resonance.

We should draw a distinction between what may be called "pretentious
AI' and un-pretentious AlL' The artificial intelligence project has
managed technical feats that are sometimes staggering, and from a
computer scientist's perspective, the state of computer science is richer
and more mature than if there had been no artificial intelligence project.
Without making any general claim that artificial intelligence achieves
nothing or achieves nothing significant, I will explore a more specific and
weaker claim that artificial intelligence does not and cannot duplicate
human intelligence.

A paradigm example of un-pretentious Al is the United States Postal
Service handwriting recognition system. It succeeds in reading the
addresses on 85% of postal items, and the USPS annual report is
justifiably proud of this achievement.[14] However, there is nothing
mythic claimed for it: the USPS does not claim a major breakthrough in
emulating human thought, nor does it give people the impression that
artificial mail carriers are just around the corner. The handwriting
recognition system is a tool—admittedly, quite an impressive tool—but it
is nothing more than a tool, and no one pretends it is anything more than
a tool.

For a paradigm example of pretentious Al, I will look at something
different. The robot Cog represents equally impressive feats in artificial
hand-eye coordination and motor control, but its creators claim
something deeper, something archetypal and mythic:

The scholar places his hand on the robots' shoulder as if they had a
longstanding friendship. At almost every semiotic level, this picture
constitutes an implicit claim that the researcher has a deep friendship
with what must be a deep being. The unfortunately blurred caption reads,
'©2000 Peter Menzel / Robo sapiens.' On the Cog main website area,
every picture with Cog and a person theatrically shows the person
treating the robot as quite lifelike—giving the impression that the robot
must be essentially human.

But how close is Cog to being human? Watts writes,



The weakness of Cog at present seems to be that it cannot actually
do very much. Even its insect-like computer forebears do not seem to
have had the intelligence of insects, and Cog is clearly nowhere near
having human intelligence.[16]

The somewhat light-hearted frequently-asked-questions list
acknowledges that the robot 'has no idea what it did two minutes ago,'
answers 'Can Cog pass the Turing test?' by saying, 'No... but neither could
an infant,' and interestingly answers 'Is Cog conscious?' by saying, 'We try
to avoid using the c-word in our lab. For the record, no. Off the record, we
have no idea what that question even means. And still, no.' The response
to a very basic question is ambiguous, but it seems to joke that
'consciousness' is obscene language, and gives the impression that this is
not an appropriate question to ask: a mature adult, when evaluating our
Al, does not childishly frame the question in terms of consciousness.
Apparently, we should accept the optimistic impression of Cog, whilst
recognising that it's not fair to the robot to ask about features of human
personhood that the robot can't exhibit. This smells of begging the
question.

Un-pretentious Al makes an impressive technical achievement, but
recognises and acknowledges that they've created a tool and not
something virtually human. Pretentious Al can make equally impressive
technical achievements, and it recognises that what it's created is not
equivalent to human, but it does not acknowledge this. The answer to 'Is
Cog conscious?' is a refusal to acknowledge something the researchers
have to recognise: that Cog has no analogue to human consciousness. Is it
a light-hearted way of making a serious claim of strong agnosticism about
Cog's consciousness? It doesn't read much like a mature statement that
'We could never know if Cog were conscious.' The researcher in Figure 2
wrote an abstract on how to give robots a theory of other minds[17],
which reads more like psychology than computer science.

There's something going on here that also goes on in the occult. In
neo-paganism, practitioners find their magic to work, not exactly as an
outsider would expect, by making incantations and hoping that
something will happen that a skeptic would recognise as supernatural,
but by doing what they can and then interpreting reality as if the magic
had worked. They create an illusion and subconsciously embrace it. This



mechanism works well enough, in fact, that large segments of today's
neo-paganism started as jokes and then became real, something their
practitioners took quite seriously.[18] There's power in trying to place a
magical incantation or a computer program (or, in programmer slang,
'incantation') to fill a transcendent hope: one finds ways that it appears to
work, regardless of what an outsider's interpretation may be. This basic
technique appears to be at work in magic as early as the Renaissance, and
it appears to be exactly what's going on in pretentious Al. The basic factor
of stepping into an illusion after you do what you can makes sense of the
rhetoric quoted above and why Cog is portrayed not merely as a
successful experiment in coordination but as Robo sapiens, the successful
creation of a living golem. Of course we don't interpret it as magic
because we assume that artificial and intelligence and magic are very
different things, but the researchers' self-deception falls into a quite
venerable magical tradition.

Computers seem quite logical. Are they really that far from human
rationality? Computers are logical without being rational. Programming a
computer is like explaining a task to someone who follows directions very
well but has no judgment and no ability to recognise broader intentions
in a request. It follows a list of instructions without any recognition or a
sense of what is being attempted. The ability to understand a
conversation, or recognise another person's intent—even with mistakes—
or any of a number of things humans take for granted, belongs to
rationality. A computer's behaviour is built up from logical rules that do
certain precise manipulations of symbols without any sense of meaning
whatsoever: it is logical without being rational. The discipline of usability
is about how to write well-designed computer programs; these programs
usually let the user forget that computers aren't rational. For instance, a
user can undo something when the computer logically and literally
follows an instruction, and the user rationally realises that that isn't really
what was intended. But even the best of this design doesn't let the
computer understand what one meant to say. One frustration people have
with computers stems from the fact that there is a gist to what humans
say, and other people pick up that gist. Computers do not have even the
most rudimentary sense of gist, only the ability to logically follow
instructions. This means that the experience of bugs and debugging in
programming is extremely frustrating to those learning how to program;
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nitpicking. This logicality without rationality is deceptive, for it presents
something that looks very much like rationality at first glance, but
produces unpleasant surprises when you treat it as rational. There's
something interesting going on here. When we read rationality into a
computer's logicality, we are in part creating the illusion of artificial
intelligence. 'Don't anthropomorphise computers,' one tells novice
programmers. 'They hate that." A computer is logical enough that we tend
to treat it as rational, and in fact if you want to believe that you've
achieved artificial intelligence, you have an excellent basis to use in
forming a magician's self-deception.

Artificial intelligence is a mythic attempt to create an artificial person,
and it does so in a revealing way. Thought is assumed to be a private
manipulation of mental representations, not something that works in
terms of spirit. Embodied Al excluded, the body is assumed to be
packaging, and the attempt is not just to duplicate the 'mind' in a
complete sense, but our more computer-like rationality: this assumes a
highly significant division of what is essential, what is packaging, and
what comes along for free if you duplicate the essential bits. None of this
is simply how humans have always thought, nor is it neutral. Maximus
Confessor's assumptions are different enough from Al's that a
comparison makes it easier to see some of Al's assumptions, and
furthermore what sort of coherent picture could deny them. I will explore
how exactly he does so below under the heading 'Orthodox Anthropology
in Maximus Confessor's Mystagogia,' More immediately, I wish to
discuss a basic type of assumption shared by artificial intelligence and the
occult.



The Optimality Assumption

One commonality that much of magic and science share is that broad
visions often include the assumption that what they don't understand
must be simple, and be easy to modify or improve. Midgley discusses
Bernal's exceedingly optimistic hope for society to transform itself into a
simplistically conceived scientific Utopia (if perhaps lacking most of what
we value in human society);[19] I will discuss later, under various
headings, how society simply works better in Thomas More's and B.F.
Skinner's Utopias if only it is re-engineered according to their simple
models.[20] Aren't Utopian visions satires, not prescriptions? I would
argue that the satire itself has a strong prescriptive element, even if it's
not literal. The connection between Utopia and Al is that the same sort of
thinking feeds into what, exactly, is needed to duplicate a human mind.
For instance, let us examine a sample of dialogue which Turing imagined
going on in a Turing test:

Q: Please write me a sonnet on the subject of the Forth Bridge.

A: Count me out on this one. I never could write poetry.

Q: Add 34957 to 70764.

A: (Pause about 30 seconds and then give as answer) 105621.

Q: Do you play chess?

A: Yes.

Q: I have K at my K1, and no other pieces. You have only K at K6
and R at R1. It is your move. What do you play?

A: (After a pause of 15 seconds) R-R8 mate.[21]

Turing seems to assume that if you duplicate his favoured tasks of
arithmetic and chess, the task of understanding natural language comes
along, more or less for free. The subsequent history of artificial
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that most people do not strike up a conversation by strangely requesting
the other person to solve a chess problem and add five-digit numbers,
Turing is showing an occult way of thinking by assuming there's nothing
really obscure, or deep, about the human person, and that the range of
cognitive tasks needed to do Al is the range of tasks that immediately
present themselves to him. This optimism may be damped by subsequent
setbacks which the artificial intelligence movement has experienced, but
it's still present. It's hard to see an artificial intelligence researcher
saying, 'The obvious problem looks hard to solve, but there are probably
hidden problems which are much harder,' let alone consider whether
human thought might be non-computational.

Given the difficulties they acknowledge, artificial intelligence
researchers seem to assume that the problem is as easy as possible to
solve. As I will discuss later, this kind of assumption has profound occult
resonance. I will call this assumption the optimality assumption: with
allowances and caveats, the optimality assumption states that artificial
intelligence is an optimally easy problem to solve. This doesn't mean an
optimally easy problem to solve given the easiest possible world, but
rather, taking into the difficulties and nuances recognised by the
practitioner, the problem is then assumed to be optimally easy, and
thenit could be said that we live in the (believable) possible world where
artificial intelligence would be easiest to implement. Anything that
doesn't work like a computer is assumedly easy, or a matter of
unnecessary packaging. There are variations on the theme of begging the
question. One basic strategy of ensuring that computers can reach the bar
of human intelligence is to lower the bar until it is already met. Another
strategy is to try to duplicate human intelligence on computer-like tasks.
Remember the Turing test which Turing imagined, which seemed to
recognise only the cognitive tasks of writing a poem, doing arithmetic,
and solving a chess problem: Turing apparently assumed that natural
language understanding would come along for free by the time computers
could do both arithmetic and chess. Now we have computer calculators
and chess players that can beat humans, whilst natural language
understanding tasks which are simple to humans represent an unscaled
Everest to artificial intelligence.

We have a situation very much like the attempt to make a robot that
can imitate human locomotion—if the attempt is tested by having a robot



race a human athlete on a racetrack ergonomically designed for robots.
Chess is about as computer-like a human skill as one could find.

Turing's script for an imagined Turing test is one manifestation of a
tendency to assume that the problem is optimally easy: the optimality
assumption. Furthermore, Turing sees only three tasks of composing a
sonnet, adding two numbers, and making a move in chess. But in fact this
leaves out a task of almost unassailable difficulty for Al: understanding
and appropriately acting on natural language requests. This is part of
human rationality that cannot simply be assumed to come with a
computer's logicality.

Four decades after Turing imagined the above dialogue, Kurt VanLehn
describes a study of problem solving that used a standard story problem.
[22] The ensuing discussion is telling. Two subjects' interpretations are
treated as problems to be resolved, apparently chosen for their departure
from how a human 'should’ think about these things. One is a nine year
old girl, Cathy: '...It is apparent from [her] protocol that Cathy solves this
problem by imagining the physical situation and the actions taken in it, as
opposed to, say, converting the puzzle to a directed graph then finding a
traversal of the graph.' The purpose of the experiment was to understand
how humans solve problems, but it was approached with a tunnel vision
that gave a classic kind of computer science 'graph theory' problem,
wrapped up in words, and treated any other interpretation of those words
as an interesting abnormality. It seems that it is not the theory's duty to
approach the subject matter, but the subject matter's duty to approach
the theory—a signature trait of occult projects. Is this merely VanLehn's
tunnel vision? He goes on to describe the state of cognitive science itself:

For instance, one can ask a subject to draw a pretty picture...
[such] Problems whose understanding is not readily represented as a
problem space are called ill-defined. Sketching pretty pictures is an
example of an ill-defined problem... There have only been a few
studies of ill-defined problem solving.[23]

Foerst summarises a tradition of feminist critique:[24] Al was started
by men who chose a particular kind of abstract task as the hallmark of
intelligence; women might value disembodied abstraction less and might
choose something like social skills. The critique may be pushed one step



further than that: beyond any claim that Al researchers, when looking for
a basis for computer intelligence, tacitly crystallised intelligence out of
men's activities rather than women's, it seems that their minds were so
steeped in mathematics and computers that they crystallised intelligence
out of human performance more in computer-like activities than
anything essentially human, even in a masculine way. Turing didn't talk
about making artificial car mechanics or deer hunters any more than he
had plans for artificial hostesses or childminders.

Harman's 1989 account of functionalism, for instance, provides a
more polished-looking version of an optimality assumption: 'According to
functionalism, it does not matter what mental states and processes are
made of any more than it matters what a carburetor or heart or a chess
king is made of.' (832). Another suggestion may be made, not as an axiom
but as an answer to the question, 'How else could it be?' This other
suggestion might be called the tip of the iceberg conception.

A 'tip of the iceberg' conception might reply, 'Suppose for the sake of
argument that it doesn't matter what an iceberg is made of, so long as it
sticks up above the surface and is hard enough to sink a ship. The task is
then to make an artificial iceberg. One can hire engineers to construct a
hard shell to function as a surrogate iceberg. What has been left out is
that these properties of something observable from the surface rest on
something that lies much, much deeper than the surface. (A mere scrape
with an iceberg sunk the Titanic, not only because the iceberg was hard,
but because it had an iceberg's monumental inertia behind that
hardness.) One can't make a functional tip of the iceberg that way,
because a functional tip of an iceberg requires a functional iceberg, and
we have very little idea of how to duplicate those parts of an iceberg that
aren't visible from a ship. You are merely assuming that one can try hard
enough to duplicate what you can see from a ship, and if you duplicate
those observables, everything else will follow.' This is not a fatal
objection, but it is intended to suggest what the truth could be besides the
repeated assumption that intelligence is as easy as possible to duplicate in
a computer. Here again is the optimality assumption, and it is a specific
example of a broader optimality assumption which will appear in occult
sources discussed under the 'Renaissance and Early Modern Magic'
heading below. The 'tip of the iceberg' conception is notoriously absent in
occult and artificial intelligence sources alike. In occult sources, the



endeavour is to create a magically sharp sword that will slice all of the
Gordian knots of society's problems; in artificial intelligence the Gordian
knots are not societal problems but obstacles to creating a thinking
machine, and researchers may only be attempting to use razor blades to
cut tangled shoelaces, but researchers are still trying to get as close to that
magic sword as they believe possible.



Just Around the Corner Since
1950

The artificial intelligence movement has a number of reasonably
stable features, including an abiding sense of "Today's discoveries are a
real breakthrough; artificial minds are just around the corner.' This mood
may even be older than digital computers; Dreyfus writes,

In the period between the invention of the telephone relay and its
apotheosis in the digital computer, the brain, always understood in
terms of the latest technological inventions, was understood as a
large telephone switchboard, or more recently, as an electronic

computer.[25]

The discoveries and the details of the claim may change, and
experience has battered some of strong Al's optimism, but in pioneers
and today's embodied AI advocates alike there is a similar mood: "What
we've developed now is effacing the boundary between machine and
human.' This mood is quite stable. There is a striking similarity between
the statements,

These emotions [discomfort and shock at something so human-
like] might arise because in our interactions with Cog, little
distinguishes us from the robot, and the differences between a
machine and its human counterparts fade.[26]

and:

The reader must accept it as a fact that digital computers can be
constructed, and indeed have been constructed, according to the



principles we have described, and that they can in fact mimic the
actions of a human computer very closely.[27]

What is interesting here is that the second was made by Turing in
1950, and the first by Foerst in 1998. As regards Turing, no one now
believes 1950 computers could perform any but the most menial of
mathematicians' tasks, and some of Cog's weaknesses have been
discussed above ("Cog... cannot actually very much. Even its insect-like
forebears do not seem to have had the intelligence of insects..."). The
more artificial intelligence changes, the more it seems to stay the same.
The overall impression one receives is that for all the surface progress of
the artificial intelligence, the underlying philosophy and spirit remain the
same—and part of this underlying spirit is the conviction, "'We're making
real breakthroughs now, and full artificial intelligence is just around the
corner.' This self-deception is sustained in classically magical fashion.
Artificial intelligence's self-presentation exudes novelty, a sense that
today's breakthroughs are decisive—whilst its actual rate of change is
much slower. The 'It's just around the corner.' rhetoric is a longstanding
feature. For all the changes in processor power and greater consistency in
a materialist doctrine of mind, there are salient features which seem to
repeat in 1950's and today's cognitive science. In both, the strategy to
ensure that computers could jump the bar of human intelligence is by
lowering the bar until it had already been jumped.



The Ghost in the Machine

It has been suggested in connection with Polanyi's understanding of
tacit knowledge that behaviourists did not teach, "There is no soul.'
Rather, they draw students into a mode of enquiry where the possibility
of a soul is never considered.

Modern psychology takes completely for granted that behavior
and neural function are perfectly correlated, that one is completely
caused by the other. There is no separate soul or lifeforce to stick a
finger into the brain now and then and make neural cells do what
they would not otherwise. Actually, of course, this is a working
assumption only....It is quite conceivable that someday the
assumption will have to be rejected. But it is important also to see
that we have not reached that day yet: the working assumption is a
necessary one and there is no real evidence opposed to it. Our failure
to solve a problem so far does not make it insoluble. One cannot
logically be a determinist in physics and biology, and a mystic in

psychology.[28]

This is a balder and more provocative way of stating what writers like
Turing lead the reader to never think of questioning. The assumption is
that the soul, if there is one, is by nature external and separate from the
body, so that any interaction between the two is a violation of the body's
usual way of functioning. Thus what is denied is a 'separate soul or
lifeforce to stick a finger into the brain now and then and make neural
cells do what they would not do otherwise.' The Orthodox and others'
doctrine of unified personhood is very different from an affirmation of a
ghost in the machine. To affirm a ghost in the machine is to assume the
soul's basic externality to the body: the basic inability of a soul to interact
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one attempts to solve the problem of the ghost in the machine, one is
already outside of an Orthodox doctrine of personhood in which spirit,
soul, and body are united and the whole unit is not an atom.

The objective here is not mainly to criticise A, but to see what can be
learned: Al seems to fail in a way that is characteristic. It does not fail
because of insufficient funding or lack of technical progress, but on
another plane: it is built on an erroneous quasi-theological anthropology,
and its failures may suggest something about being human. The main
goal is to answer the question, 'How else could it be?' in a way that is
missed by critics working in materialist confines.

What can we say in summary?

First, artificial intelligence work may be divided into un-pretentious
and pretentious Al. Un-pretentious Al makes tools that no one presents
as anything more than tools. Pretentious Al is presented as more human
than is properly warranted.

Second, there are stable features to the artificial intelligence
movement, including a claim of, "We have something essentially human.
With today's discoveries, full artificial intelligence is just around the
corner.' The exact form of this assertion may change, but the basic claim
does not.

Third, artificial intelligence research posits a multifarious 'optimality
assumption,’ namely that, given the caveats recognised by the researcher,
artificial intelligence is an optimally easy assumption to solve. The human
mind is assumed to be the sort of thing that is optimally easy to re-create
on a computer.

Fourth, artificial intelligence comes from the same kind of thinking as
the ghost in the machine problem.

There is more going on in the artificial intelligence project than an
attempt to produce scientific results. The persistent rhetoric of 'It's just
around the corner.' is not because artificial intelligence scientists have
held that sober judgment since the project began, but because there's
something else going on. For reasons that I hope will become clearer in
the next section, this is beginning to look like an occult project—a
secularised occult project, perhaps, but 'secularised occult' is not an
empty term in that you take all of the occult away if you take away
spellbooks. There is much more to the occult than crystal balls, and a



good deal of this 'much more' is at play even if artificial intelligence
doesn't do things the Skeptical Enquirer would frown on.



Occult Foundations of
Modern Science

With acknowledgment of the relevance of the Reformation, the wake
of Aristotelianism, and the via moderna of nominalism,[29] I will be
looking at a surprising candidate for discussion on this topic: magic.
Magic was a large part of what shaped modernity, a much larger factor
than one would expect from modernity's own self-portrayal, and it has
been neglected for reasons besides than the disinterested pursuit of truth.
It is more attractive to our culture to say that our science exists in the
wake of Renaissance learning or brave Reformers than to say that science
has roots in it decries as superstition. For reasons that I will discuss
below under the next heading, I suggest that what we now classify as the
artificial intelligence movement is a further development of some of
magic's major features.

There is a major qualitative shift between Newton's development of
physics being considered by some to be a diversion from his alchemical
and other occult endeavours, and 'spooky' topics today being taboo for
scientific research. Yet it is still incomplete to enter a serious
philosophical discussion of science without understanding the occult, as
as it incomplete to enter a serious discussion of Christianity without
understanding Judaism. Lewis points out that the popular understanding
of modern science displacing the magic of the middle ages is at least
misleading; there was very little magic in the middle ages, and then
science and magic flourished at the same time, for the same reason, often
in the same people: the reason science became stronger than magic is
purely Darwinian: it worked better.[30] One may say that medieval
religion is the matrix from which Renaissance magic departed, and early
modern magic is the matrix from which science departed.

What is the relationshin between the mediaeval West and natristic
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Chrlstlamty? In this context, the practical dlfference is not yet a great
one. The essential difference is that certain seeds have been sown—such
as nominalism and the rediscovered Aristotelianism—which in the
mediaeval West would grow into something significant, but had not in
much of any practical sense affected the fabric of society. People still
believed that the heavens told the glory of God; people lived a life
oriented towards contemplation rather than consumption; monasteries
and saints were assumed so strongly that they were present even—
especially—as they retreated from society. Certain seeds had been sown
in the mediaeval West, but they had not grown to any significant stature.
For this discussion, I will treat mediaeval and patristic Christianity as
more alike than different.



Renaissance and Early
Modern Magic

Magic in this context is much more than a means of casting spells or
otherwise manipulating supernatural powers to obtain results. That
practice is the token of an entire worldview and enterprise, something
that defines life's meaning and what one ought to seek. To illustrate this, I
will look at some details of work by a characteristic figure, Leibniz. Then I
will look at the distinctive way the Renaissance magus related to the
world and the legacy this relationship has today. Alongside this I will look
at a shift from understanding this life as a contemplative apprenticeship
to Heaven, to understanding this life as something for us to make more
pleasurable.

Leibniz, a 17" century mathematician and scientist who co-discovered
calculus, appears to have been more than conversant with the occult
memory tradition,[31] and his understanding of calculus was not, as
today, a tool used by engineers to calculate volumes. Rather, it was part of
an entire Utopian vision, which could encompass all knowledge and all
thoughts, an apparently transcendent tool that would obviate the need for
philosophical disagreements:

If we had this [calculus], there would be no more reason for
disputes between philosophers than between accountants. It would
be enough for them to take their quills and say, 'Let us calculate!’

Leibniz's 1690 Ars Combinatoria contains some material that is
immediately accessible to a modern mathematician. It also contains
material that is less accessible. Much of the second chapter (9-48)
discusses combinations of the letters U, P, J, S, A, and N; these letters are
tied to concepts ranging from philosophy to theology, jurisprudence and



mathematics: another table links philosophical concepts with numbers
(42-3). The apparent goal was to validly manipulate concepts through
mechanical manipulations of words, but I was unable to readily tell what
(mathematico-logical?) principle was supposed to make this work. (The
principle is apparently unfamiliar to me.) This may reflect the influence
of Ramon Lull, thirteenth century magician and doctor of the Catholic
Church who adapted a baptised Kaballah which involved manipulating
combinations of (Latin) letters. Leibniz makes repeated reference to Lull
(28, 31, 34, 46), and specifically mentions his occult ars magna (28). Like
Lull, Leibniz is interested in the occult, and seeks to pioneer some new
tool that will obviate the need for this world's troubles. He was an
important figure in the creation of science, and his notation is still used
for calculus today. Leibniz is not trying to be just another member of
society, or to contribute to society's good the way members have always
contributed to society's good: he stands above it, and his intended
contribution is to reorder the fabric of society according to his endowed
vision. Leibniz provides a characteristic glimpse of how early modern
magic has left a lasting imprint.

If the person one should be in Orthodoxy is the member of Church
and society, the figure in magic is the magus, a singular character who
stands outside of the fabric of society and seeks to transform it. What is
the difference? The member of the faithful is an integrated part of society,
and lives in submission and organic connection to it. The magus, by
contrast, stands above society, superior to it, having a relation to society
as one whose right and perhaps duty is to tear apart and reconstruct
society along better lines. We have a difference between humility and
pride, between relating to society as to one's mother and treating society
as raw material for one to transform. The magus is cut off from the
common herd by two closely related endowments: a magic sword to cut
through society's Gordian knots, and a messianic fantasy.[32] In Leibniz's
case the magic sword is an artificial language which will make
philosophical disagreements simply obsolete. For the artificial
intelligence movement, the magic sword is artificial intelligence itself.
The exact character of the sword, knot, and fantasy may differ, but their
presence does not.

The character of the Renaissance magus may be seen as as hinging on
despair with the natural world. This mood seems to be woven into



Hermetic texts that were held in such esteem in the Renaissance and
were connected at the opening of pre-eminent Renaissance neo-Platonist
Pico della Mirandola's Oration on the Dignity of Man.[33] If there is
good to be had, it is not met in the mundane world of the hoi polloi. It
must be very different from their reality, something hidden that is only
accessible to an elite. The sense in which this spells out an interest in the
occult means far more than carrying around a rabbit's foot. The specific
supernatural contact was valued because the occult was far hidden from
appearances and the unwashed masses. (The Christian claim that one can
simply pray to God and be heard is thus profoundly uninteresting.
Supernatural as it may be, it is ordinary, humble, and accessible in a way
that the magus is trying to push past.) This desire for what is hidden or
very different from the ordinary means that the ideal future must be very
different from the present. Therefore Thomas More, Renaissance author,
canonised saint, and strong devotee of Mirandola's writing, himself
writes Utopia. In this work, the philosophic sailor Raphael establishes his
own reason as judge over the appropriateness of executing thieves,[34]
and describes a Utopia where society simply works better: there seem to
be no unpleasant surprises or unintended consequences. [35] There is
little sense of a complex inner logic to society that needs to be respected,
or any kind of authority to submit to. Indeed, Raphael abhors authority
and responds to the suggestion that he attach himself to a king's court by
saying, 'Happier! Is that to follow a path that my soul abhors?' This
Utopian vision, even if it is from a canonised Roman saint, captures
something deep of the occult currents that would later feed into the
development of political ideology. The content of an occult vision for
constructing a better tomorrow may vary, but it is a vision that seeks to
tear up the world as we now know it and reconstructs it along different
lines.

Magic and science alike relate to what they are interested in via an I-It
rather than an I-Thou relationship. Relating to society as to one's mother
is an I-Thou relationship; treating society as raw material is an I-It
relationship. An I-Thou relationship is receptive to quality. It can gain
wisdom and insight. It can connect out of the whole person. The
particular kind of I-It relationship that undergirds science has a powerful
and narrow tool that deals in what can be mathematically represented.
The difference between those two is misunderstood if one stops after



saying, '[-It can make technology available much better than I-Thou.'
That is how things look through I-It eyes. But I-Thou allows a quality of
relationship that does not exist with I-It. "The fundamental word I-Thou
can only be spoken with one's whole being. The fundamental word I-It
can never be spoken with one's whole being.' I-Thou allows a quality-rich
relationship that always has another layer of meaning. In the Romance
languages there are two different words for knowledge: in French,
connaissance and savoir. They both mean 'knowledge,' but in different
ways: savoir is knowledge of fact (or know-how); one can sait que ('know
that') something is true. Connaissance is the kind of knowledge of a
person, a 'knowledge of' rather than a 'knowledge that' or 'knowledge
how.' It can never be a complete knowledge, and one cannot connait que
('know-of that') something is true. It is personal in character. An I-It
relationship is not just true of magic; as I will discuss below under the
heading of 'Science, Psychology, and Behaviourism,' psychology seeks a
baseline savoir of people where it might seek a connaissance , and its
theories are meant to be abstracted from relationships with specific
people. Like magic, the powers that are based on science are
epiphenomenal to the relationship science is based on. Relating in an I-
Thou rather than I-It fashion is not simply less like magic and science; it
is richer, fuller, and more human.

In the patristic and medieval eras, the goal of living had been
contemplation and the goal of moral instruction was to conform people to
reality. Now there was a shift from conforming people to reality, towards
conforming reality to people.[36] This set the stage, centuries later, for a
major and resource-intensive effort to create an artificial mind, a goal
that would not have fit well with a society oriented to contemplation. This
is not to say that there is no faith today, nor that there was no technology
in the middle ages, nor that there has been no shift between the early
modern period and today. Rather, it is to say that a basic trajectory was
established in magic that significantly shapes science today.

The difference between the Renaissance magus and the mediaeval
member of the Church casts a significant shadow today. The scientist
seems to live more in the shadow of the Renaissance magus than of the
member of mediaeval society. This is not to say that scientists cannot be
humble and moral, nor that they cannot hold wonder at what they study.
But it is to say that there are a number of points of contact between the
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and those who live in science's shadow. Governments today consult social
scientists before making policy decisions: the relationship seems to be
how to best deal with material rather than a relationship as to one's
mother. We have more than a hint of secularised magic in which
substantial fragments of Renaissance and early modern magic have long
outlived some magical practices.

Under the patristic and medieval conception, this life was an
apprenticeship to the life in Heaven, the beginning of an eternal glory
contemplating God. Magic retained a sense of supernatural reality and a
larger world, but its goal was to improve this life, understood as largely
self-contained and not as beginning of the next. That was the new chief
end of humanity. That shift is a shift towards the secular, magical as its
beginning may be. Magic contains the seeds of its own secularisation, in
other words of its becoming scientific. The shift from contemplation of
the next world to power in this world is why the occult was associated
with all sorts of Utopian visions to transform the world, a legacy reflected
in our political ideologies. One of the tools developed in that magical
milieu was science: a tool that, for Darwinian reasons, was to eclipse all
the rest. The real magic that has emerged is science.



Science, Psychology, and
Behaviourism

What is the niche science has carved out for itself? I'd like to look at an
academic discipline that is working hard to be a science, psychology. I
will more specifically look at behaviourism, as symptomatic within the
history of psychology. Is it fair to look at behaviourism, which psychology
itself rejected? It seems that behaviourism offers a valuable case study by
demonstrating what is more subtly present elsewhere in psychology.
Behaviourism makes some basic observations about reward and
punishment and people repeating behaviours, and portrays this as a
comprehensive psychological theory: behaviourism does not acknowledge
beliefs, for instance. Nonetheless, I suggest that behaviourism is a
conceivable development in modern psychology which would have been
impossible in other settings. Behaviourism may be unusual in the
extreme simplicity of its vision and its refusal to recognise internal states,
but not in desiring a Newton who will make psychology a full-fledged
science and let psychology know its material with the same kind of
knowing as physics has for its material.

Newton and his kin provided a completely de-anthropomorphised
account of natural phenomena, and behaviourism provided a de-
anthropomorphised account of humans. In leading behaviourist B.F.
Skinner's Walden Two (1948), we have a Utopian vision where every part
of society seems to work better: artists raised under Skinner's
conditioning produce work which is 'extraordinarily good,' the women
are more beautiful,[37] and Skinner's alter ego expresses the hope of
controlling the weather,[38] and compares himself with God.[39]
Skinner resemble seems to resemble a Renaissance magus more than a
mediaeval member: society is raw material for him to transform. Skinner



is, in a real sense, a Renaissance magus whose magic has become
secularised. Quite a lot of the magus survives the secularisation of
Skinner's magic.

Even without these more grandiose aspirations, psychology is
symptomatic of something that is difficult to discern by looking at the
hard sciences. Psychological experiments try to find ways in which the
human person responds in terms comparable to a physics experiment—
and by nature do not relate to their subjects as human agents. These
experiments study one aspect of human personhood, good literature
another, and literature offers a different kind of knowing from a
psychological experiment. If we assume that psychology is the best way to
understand people—and that the mind is a mechanism-driven thing—
then the assumed burden of proof falls on anyone saying, 'But a human
mind isn't the sort of thing you can duplicate on a computer.' The cultural
place of science constitutes a powerful influence on how people conceive
the question of artificial intelligence.

Behaviourism offers a very simple and very sharp magic sword to cut
the Gordian knot of unscientific teleology, a knot that will be discussed
under the heading of 'Intentionality and Teleology' below. It removes
suspicion of the reason being attached to a spiritual intellect by refusing
to acknowledge reason. It removes the suspicion of emotions having a
spiritual dimension by refusing to acknowledge emotions. He denies
enough of the human person that even psychologists who share those
goals would want to distance themselves from him. And yet Skinner does
more than entertain messianic fantasies: Walden Two is a Utopia, and
when Skinner's alter ego compares himself with God, God ends up second
best.[40] I suggest that this is no a contradiction at all, or more properly
it is a blatant contradiction as far as common sense is concerned, but as
far as human human phenomena go, we have two sides of the same coin.
The magic sword and the messianic fantasy belong to one and the same
magus.

There is in fact an intermediate step between the full-fledged magus
and the mortal herd. One can be a magician's assistant, clearing away
debris and performing menial tasks to support the real magi. [41] The
proportion of the Western population who are scientists is enormous
compared to science's founding, and the vast majority of the increase is in
magician's assistants. If one meets a scientist at a social gathering, the



science is in all probability not a full-fledged magus, but a magician's
assistant, set midway between the magus and the commoner. The
common scientist is below the magus in knowledge of science but well
above most commoners. In place of a personal messianic fantasy is a
more communal tendency to assume that the scientific enterprise is our
best hope for the betterment of society. (Commoners may share this
belief.) There is a significant difference between the magus and most
assistants today. Nonetheless, the figure of the magus is alive today—
secularised, in most cases, but alive and well. Paul Johnson's Augustinian
account of Intellectuals includes such eminent twentieth century
scientific figures as Bertrand Russell, Noam Chompsky, and Albert
Einstein;[42] the figures one encounters in his pages are steeped in the
relationship to society as to raw material instead as to one's mother, the
magic sword, and the messianic fantasy.



I-Thou and Humanness

I suggest that the most interesting critiques of artificial intelligence
are not obtained by looking through I-It eyes in another direction, but in
using other eyes to begin with, looking through I-Thou eyes. Let us
consider Turing's 'Arguments from Various Disabilities'.[43] Perhaps the
people who furnished Turing with these objections were speaking out of
something deeper than they could explain:

Be kind, resourceful, beautiful, friendly, have initiative, have a
sense of humour, tell right from wrong, make mistakes, fall in love,
enjoy strawberries and cream, make some one fall in love with it,
learn from experience, use words properly, be the subject of its own
thought, have as much diversity of behaviour as a man, do something
really new.

Be kind:
Kindness is listed by Paul as the fruit of the Spirit (Gal. 5:22) in other
words, an outflow of a person living in the Spirit. Disregarding the
question of whether all kindness is the fruit of the Spirit, in humans
kindness is not merely following rules, but the outflow of a concern for
the other person. Even counterfeit kindness is a counterfeit from
someone who knows the genuine article. It thus uses some faculty of
humanity other than the reasoning ability, which classical Al tries to
duplicate and which is assumed to be the one thing necessary to duplicate
human cognition.

Be resourceful:
The artificial intelligence assumption is that if something is non-
deterministic, it is random, because deterministic and pseudo-random
are the only options one can use in programming a computer. This leaves



out a third possibility, that by non-computational faculties someone may
think, not merely 'outside the box,' in a random direction, but above it.
The creative spark comes neither from continuing a systematic approach,
nor simply picking something random (‘because I can't get my computer
to turn on, I'll pour coffee on it and see if that helps'), but something that
we don't know how to give a computer.

Be beautiful:

Beauty is a spiritual quality that is not perceived by scientific enquiry
and, given our time's interpretation of scientific enquiry, is in principle
not recognised. Why not? If we push materialist assumptions to the
extreme, it is almost a category error to look at a woman and say, 'She is
beautiful.' What is really being said—if one is not making a category error
—is, 'T have certain emotions when I look at her.' Even if there is not a
connection between physical beauty and intelligence, there seems to be
some peasant shrewdness involved. It is a genuine, if misapplied, appeal
to look at something that has been overlooked.

Be friendly:

True as opposed to counterfeit friendliness is a manifestation of love,
which has its home in the will, especially if the will is not understood as a
quasi-muscular power of domination, but part of the spirit which lets us
turn towards another in love.

Remarks could easily be multiplied. What is meant to come through
all this is that science is not magic, but science works in magic's wake.
Among relevant features may be mentioned relating as a magus would (in
many ways distilling an I-It relationship further), and seeking power over
the world in this life rather living an apprenticeship to the next.

Orthodox Anthropology in Maximus Confessor's Mystagogia

I will begin detailed enquiry in the Greek Fathers by considering an
author who is foundational to Eastern Orthodoxy, the seventh century
Greek Father Maximus Confessor. Out of the existing body of literature, I
will focus on one work, his Mystagogia,[44] with some reference to the
Capita Gnosticae. Maximus Confessor is a synthetic thinker, and the
Mystagogia is an anthropological work; its discussion of Church
mystagogy is dense in theological anthropology as the training for a
medical doctor is dense in human biology.
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division of nature, sin, and grace. Nature is never un-graced, and the
grace that restores from sin is the same grace that provides continued
existence and that created nature in the first place. That is to say, grace
flows from God's generosity, and is never alien to nature. The one God
inhabits the whole creation: granted, in a more special and concentrated
way in a person than in a rock, but the same God is really present in both.

Already, without having seriously engaged theological anthropology,
we have differences with how Al looks at things. Not only are the answers
different, but the questions themselves are posed in a different way. 'Cold
matter,' such as is assumed by scientific materialism, doesn't exist, not
because matter is denied in Berkeleyan fashion but because it is part of a
spiritual cosmology and affirmed to be something more. It is mistaken to
think of cold matter, just as it is mistaken to think of tepid fire. Even
matter has spiritual attributes and is graced. Everything that exists, from
God and the spiritual creation to the material creation, from seraphim to
stone, is the sort of thing one connects to in an I-Thou relationship. An I-
It relationship is out of place, and from this perspective magic and
science look almost the same, different signposts in the process of
establishing a progressively purer I-It relationship.



Intellect and Reason

Maximus' anthropology is threefold: the person is divided into soul
and body, and the soul itself is divided into a higher part, the intellect,
and a lower part, the reason:[45]

[Pseudo-Dionysius] used to teach that the whole person is a
synthesis of soul and body joined together, and furthermore the soul
itself can be examined by reason. (The person is an image which
reflects teaching about the Holy Church.) Thus he said that the soul
had an intellectual and living faculty that were essentially united,
and described the moving, intellectual, authoritative power—with the
living part described according its will-less nature. And again, the
whole mind deals with intelligible things, with the intelligible power
being called intellect, whilst the sensible power is called reason.

This passage shows a one-word translation difficulty which is
symptomatic of a difference between his theology and the quasi-
theological assumptions of the artificial intelligence project. The word in
question, which I have rendered as 'authoritative power,' is
'‘exousiastikws,' with root word 'exousia.' The root and its associated
forms could be misconstrued today as having a double meaning of "power’
and 'authority,’ with 'authority' as the basic sense. In both classical and
patristic usage, it seems debatable whether 'exousia’ is tied to any concept
of power divorced from authority. In particular this passage's
'exousiastikws' is most immediately translated as power rather than any
kind of authority that is separate from power. Yet Maximus Confessor's
whole sense of power here is one that arises from a divine authorisation
to know the truth. This sense of power is teleologically oriented and has
intrinsic meaning. This is not to say that Maximus could only conceive of



power in terms of authority. He repeatedly uses 'dunamis,' (proem.15-6,
26, 28, etc), a word for power without significant connotations of
authority. However, he could conceive of power in terms of authority, and
that is exactly what he does when describing the intellect's power.

What is the relationship between 'intellect'/'reason’ and cognitive
faculties? Which, if either, has cognitive faculties a computer can't
duplicate? Here we run into another difficulty. It is hard to say that
Maximus Confessor traded in cognitive faculties. For Maximus Confessor
the core sense of 'cognitive faculties' is inadequate, as it is inadequate to
define an eye as something that provides nerve impulses which the brain
uses to generate other nerve impulses. What is missing from this picture?
This definition does not provide any sense that the eye interacts with the
external world, so that under normal circumstances its nerve impulses
are sent because photons strike photoreceptors in an organ resembling a
camera. Even this description hides most teleology and evaluative
judgment. It does not say that an eye is an organ for perceiving the
external world through an image reconstructed in the brain, and may be
called 'good’ if it sees clearly and 'bad’ if it doesn't. This may be used as a
point of departure to comment on Maximus Confessor and the
conception of cognitive faculties.

Maximus Confessor does not, in an amoral or self-contained fashion,
see faculties that operate on mental representations. He sees an intellect
that is where one meets God, and where one encounters a Truth that is no
more private than the world one sees with the eye is private.

Intellect and reason compete with today's cognitive faculties, but
Maximus Confessor understands the intellect in particular as something
fundamentally moral, spiritual, and connected to spiritual realities. His
conception of morality is itself different from today's private choice of
ethical code; morality had more public and more encompassing
boundaries, and included such things as Jesus' admonition not to take
the place of highest honour so as not to receive public humiliation (Luke
14:7-10): it embraced practical advice for social conduct, because the
moral and spiritual were not separated from the practical. It is difficult to
Maximus Confessor conceiving of practicality as hampered by morality.
In Maximus Confessor's day what we separate into cognitive, moral,
spiritual, and practical domains were woven into a seamless tapestry.



Intellect, Principles, and
Cosmology

Chapter twenty-three opens by emphasising that contemplation is
more than looking at appearances (23.1-10), and discusses the Principles
of things. The concept of a Principle is important to his cosmology. There
is a foundational difference between the assumed cosmologies of artificial
intelligence and Maximus Confessor. Maximus Confessor's cosmology is
not the artificial intelligence cosmology with a spiritual dimension added,
as a living organism is not a machine modified to use foodstuffs as fuel.

Why do I speak of the 'artificial intelligence cosmology'? Surely one
can have a long debate about artificial intelligence without adding
cosmology to the discussion. This is true, but it is true because cosmology
has become invisible, part of the assumed backdrop of discussion. In
America, one cultural assumption is that 'culture' and 'customs' are for
faroff and exotic people, not for 'us'—'we' are just being human. It doesn't
occur to most Americans to think of eating Turkey on Thanksgiving Day
or removing one's hat inside a building as customs, because 'custom’ is a
concept that only applies to exotic people. I suggest that Maximus
Confessor has an interesting cosmology, not because he's exotic, but
because he's human.

Artificial intelligence proponents and (most) critics do not differ on
cosmology, but because that is because it is an important assumption
which is not questioned even by most people who deny the possibility of
artificial intelligence. Searle may disagree with Fodor about what is
implied by a materialist cosmology, but not whether one should accept
materialism. I suggest that some artificial intelligence critics miss the
most interesting critiques of artificial intelligence because they share that
project's cosmology. If Al is based on a cosmological error, then no
amount of fine-tuning within the svstem will rectifv the error. We need to
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consider cosmology 1f we are to have any hope of correctlng an error that
basic. (Bad metaphysics does not create good physics.) I will describe
Maximus Confessor's cosmology in this section, not because he has
cosmology and Al doesn't, but because his cosmology seems to suggest a
correction to the artificial intelligence cosmology.

At the base of Maximus's cosmology is God. God holds the Principles
in his heart, and they share something of his reality. Concrete beings
(including us) are created through the Principles, and we share
something of their reality and of God. The Principles are a more concrete
realisation of God, and we are a more concrete realisation of the
Principles. Thought (nohsis) means beholding God and the Principles (
logoi) through the eye of the intellect. Thinking of a tree means
connecting with something that is more tree-like than the tree itself.

It may be easier to see what the important Principles in Maximus
Confessor's cosmology if we see how they are being dismantled today.
Without saying that Church Fathers simply grafted in Platonism, I believe
it safe to say that Plato resembled some of Church doctrine, and at any
rate Plato's one finger pointing up to God offers a closer approximation to
Christianity than Aristotle's fingers pointing down. I would suggest
further that looking at Plato can suggest how Christianity differs from
Aristotelianism's materialistic tendencies, tendencies that are still
unfolding today. Edelman describes the assumptions accompanying
Darwin's evolution as the 'death blow' to the essentialism, the doctrine
that there are fixed kinds of things, as taught by Plato and other idealists.
[46] Edelman seems not to appreciate why so many biologists assent to
punctuated equilibrium.[47] However, if we assume that there is solid
evidence establishing that all life gradually evolved from a common
ancestor, then this remark is both apropos and perceptive.

When we look around, we see organisms that fit neatly into different
classes: human, housefly, oak. Beginning philosophy students may find it
quaint to hear of Plato's Ideas, and the Ideal horse that is copied in all
physical horses, but we tend to assume Platonism at least in that horses
are similar 'as if' there were an Ideal horse: we don't believe in the Ideal
horse any more, but we still treat its shadow as if it were the Ideal horse's
shadowy copy.

Darwin's theory of evolution suggests that all organisms are connected
V1a slow, contlnuous change to a common ancestor and therefore to each



other. 1f this 1s true, there are dire implications tor Platonism. It is as it
we had pictures of wet clay pottery, and posited a sharp divide between
discrete classes of plates, cups, and bowls. Then someone showed a movie
of a potter deforming one and the same clay from one shape to another,
so that the divisions are now shown to be arbitrary. There are no discrete
classes of vessels, just one lump of clay being shaped into different things.
Here we are pushing a picture to the other end of a spectrum, further
away from Platonism. It is a push from tacitly assuming there is a
shadow, to expunging the remnant of belief in the horse and its shadow.

But this doesn't mean we're perfect Platonists, or can effortlessly
appreciate the Platonic mindset. There are things we have to understand
before we can travel in the other direction. If anything, there is more
work involved. We act as if the Ideas' shadows are real things, but we
don't genuinely believe in the shadows qua shadows, let alone the Ideas.
We've simply inherited the habit of treating shadows as a convenient
fiction. But Maximus Confessor believed the Principles (Ideas)
represented something fuller and deeper than concrete things.

This is foundational to why Maximus Confessor would not have
understood thought as manipulating mental representations in the
inescapable privacy of one's mind. Contemplation is not a matter of
closing one's eyes and fantasising, but of opening one's eyes and
beholding something deeper and more real than reality itself. The
sensible reason can perceive the external physical world through the
senses, but this takes a very different light from Kant's view.

Maximus Confessor offers a genuinely interesting suggestion that we
know things not only because of our power-to-know, but because of their
power-to-be-known, an approach that I will explore later under the
heading 'Knowledge of the Immanent.' The world is not purely
transcendent, but immanent. For Kant the mind is a box that is
hermetically sealed on top but has a few frustratingly small holes on the
bottom: the senses. Maximus Confessor doesn't view the senses very
differently, but the top of the box is open.

This means that the intellect is most basically where one meets God.
Its powerful ability to know truth is connected to this, and it connects
with the Principles of things, as the senses connect with mere things. Is it
fair to the senses to compare the intellect's connection with Principles
with the senses' experience of physical things? The real question is not
that. but whether it is fair to the intellect. and the answer is 'no.' The
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Prmmples are deeper, richer, and fuller than the mere visible things, as a
horse is richer than its shadow. The knowledge we have through the
intellect's connection with the Principles is of a deeper and richer sort
than what is merely inferred from the senses.



The Intelligible and the
Sensible

Maximus Confessor lists, and connects, several linked pairs, which I
have incorporated into a schema below. The first column of this schema
relates to the second column along lines just illustrated: the first member

of each pair is transcendent and eminent to the second, but also
immanent to it.

Head Body
Heaven earth (3.1-6)
holy of holies sanctuary (2.8-9)
intelligible sensible (7.5-10)
contemplative active (5.8-9)
intellect reason (5.9-10)
spiritual wisdom practical wisdom (5.13-15)
knowledge virtue (5.58)
unforgettable knowledge faith (5.58-60)
truth goodness (5.58-9)
archetype image (5.79-80)
New Testament Old Testament (6.4-6)
spiritual meaning of a text literal meaning of a text (6.14-5)
bishop's seating on throne bishop's entrance into Church (8.5-6, 20-21)
Christ's return in glory Christ's first coming, glory veiled (8.6-7, 18)

Maximus Confessor's cosmology sees neither a disparate collection of
unconnected things, nor an undistinguished monism that denies
differences. Instead, he sees a unity that sees natures (1.16-17) in which
God not only limits differences, as a circle limits its radii (1.62-67), but



transcends all differences. Things may be distinguished, but they are not
divided. This is key to understanding both doctrine and method. He
identifies the world with a person, and connects the Church with the
image of God. Doctrine and method are alike synthetic, which suggests
that passages about his cosmology and ecclesiology illuminate
anthropology.

One recurring theme shows in his treatment of heaven and earth, the
soul and the body, the intelligible (spiritual) and the sensible (material).
The intelligible both transcends the sensible, and is immanent to it,
present in it. The intelligible is what can be apprehended by the part of us
that meets God; the sensible is what presents itself to the world of senses.
(The senses are not our only connection with the world.) This is a
different way of thinking about matter and spirit from the Cartesian
model, which gives rise to the ghost in the machine problem. Maximus
Confessor's understanding of spirit and matter does not make much
room for this dilemma. Matter and spirit interpenetrate. This is true not
just in us but in the cosmos, which is itself 'human': he considers '...the
three people: the cosmos (let us say), the Holy Scriptures, and this is true
with us' (7.40-1). The attempt to connect spirit and matter might have
struck him like an attempt to forge a link between fire and heat, two
things already linked.



Knowledge of the Immanent

The word which I here render 'thought' is 'nohsis', cognate to 'intellect’
('nous') which has been discussed as that which is inseparably the home
of thought and of meeting God. We already have a hint of a conceptual
cast in which thought will be understood in terms of connection and
contemplation.

In contrast to understanding thought as a process within a mind,
Maximus describes thought in terms of a relationship: a thought can exist
because there is a power to think of in the one thinking, and a power to be
thought of in what is thought of.[48] We could no more know an
absolutely transcendent creature than we could know an absolutely
transcendent Creator. Even imperfect thought exists because we are
dealing with something that 'holds power to be apprehended by the
intellect' (I.82). We say something is purple because its manifest
purpleness meets our ability to perceive purple. What about the claim
that purple is a mental experience arising from a certain wavelength of
light striking our retinas? One answer that might be given is that those
are the mechanisms by which purple is delivered, not the nature of what
purple is.[49] The distinction is important.

We may ask, what about capacity for fantasy and errors? The first
response I would suggest is cultural. The birth of modernity was a major
shift, and its abstraction introduced new things into the Western mind,
including much of what supports our concept of fantasy (in literature,
etc.). The category of fantasy is a basic category to our mindset but not to
the patristic or medieval mind. Therefore, instead of speculating how
Maximus Confessor would have replied to these objections, we can point
out that they aren't the sort of thing that he would ever think of, or
perhaps even understand.

But in fact a more positive reply can be taken. It can be said of good



and evil that good is the only real substance. Evil is not its own substance,
but a blemish in good substance. This parallels error. Error is not
something fundamentally new, but a blurred or distorted form of truth.
Fantasy does not represent another fundamentally independent, if
hypothetical, reality; it is a funhouse mirror refracting this world. We do
not have a representation that exists in one's mind alone, but a dual
relationship that arises both from apprehending intellect and an
immanent thing. The possibility of errors and speculation make for a
longer explanation but need not make us discard this basic picture.



Intentionality and Teleology

One of the basic differences in cosmology between Maximus
Confessor and our own day relates to intentionality. As it is described in
cognitive science's philosophy of mind, 'intentionality' refers to an 'about-
ness' of human mental states, such as beliefs and emotions. The word
'tree' is about an object outside the mind, and even the word 'pegasus'
evokes something that one could imagine existing outside of the mind,
even if it does not. Intentionality does not exist in computer programs: a
computer chess program manipulates symbols in an entirely self-
enclosed system, so 'queen’' cannot refer to any external person or carry
the web of associations we assume. Intentionality presents a
philosophical problem for artificial intelligence. Human mental states
and symbol manipulation are about something that reach out to the
external world, whilst computer symbol manipulation is purely internal.
A computer may manipulate symbols that are meaningful to humans
using it, but the computer has no more sense of what a webpage means
than a physical book has a sense that its pages contain good or bad
writing. Intentionality is a special feature of living minds, and does not
exist outside of them. Something significant will be achieved if ever a
computer program first embodies intentionality outside of a living mind.

Maximus Confessor would likely have had difficulty understanding
this perspective as he would have had difficulty understanding the
problem of the ghost in the machine: this perspective makes
intentionality a special exception as the ghost in the machine made our
minds' interaction with our bodies a special exception, and to him both
'exceptions' are in fact the crowning jewel of something which permeates
the cosmos.

The theory of evolution is symptomatic of a difference between the
post-Enlightenment West and the patristic era. This theory is on analytic



grounds not a true answer to the question, 'Why is there life as we know
it?' because it does not address the question, 'Why is there life as we know
it?' At best it is a true answer to the question, 'How is there life as we
know it?' which people often fail to distinguish from the very different
question, 'Why is there life as we know it?' The Enlightenment
contributed to an effort to expunge all trace of teleology from causality,
all trace of "'Why?' from 'How?' Of Aristotle's four causes, only the
efficient cause[50] is familiar; a beginning philosophy student is liable to
misconstrue Aristotle's final cause[51] as being an efficient cause whose
effect curiously precedes the cause. The heavy teleological scent to final
causation is liable to be missed at first by a student in the wake of
reducing 'why' to 'how'; in Maximus Confessor, causation is not simply
mechanical, but tells what purpose something serves, what it embodies,
what meaning and relationships define it, and why it exists.

Strictly speaking, one should speak of 'scientific mechanisms' rather
than 'scientific explanations.' Why? 'Scientific proof is an oxymoron:
science does not deal in positive proof any more than mathematics deals
in experiment, so talk of 'scientific proof' ordinarily signals a speaker who
has more faith in science than understanding of what science really does.
'Scientific explanation'is a less blatant contradiction in terms, but it
reflects a misunderstanding, perhaps one that is more widespread, as it
often present among people who would never speak of 'scientific proof.'
Talk of 'scientific explanation' is not simply careless speech; there needs
to be a widespread category error before there is any reason to write a
book like Mary Midgley's Science as Salvation (1992). Science is an
enterprise which provides mechanisms and has been given the cultural
place of providing explanations. This discrepancy has the effect that
people searching for explanations turn to scientific mechanisms, and may
not be receptive when a genuine explanation is provided, because
'explanation’ to them means 'something like what science gives.' This may
not be the only factor, but it casts a long shadow. The burden of proof is
born by anyone who would present a non-scientific explanation as being
as real as a scientific explanation. An even heavier burden of proof falls
on the person who would claim that a non-scientific explanation—not just
as social construction, but a real claim about the external world—offers
something that science does not.

The distinction between mechanism and explanation is also relevant



because the ways in which artificial intelligence has failed may reflect
mechanisms made to do the work of explanations. In other words, the
question of 'What is the nature of a human?' is answered by, 'We are able
to discern these mental mechanisms in a human.' If this is true, the
failure to duplicate a human mind in computers may be connected to
researchers answering the wrong question in the first place. These are
different, as the question, 'What literary devices can you find in The
Merchant of Venice[52]?' is different from '"Why is The Merchant of
Venice powerful drama?' The devices aren't irrelevant, but neither are
they the whole picture.

Of the once great and beautiful land of teleology, a land once
brimming in explanations, all has been conquered, all has been levelled,
all has been razed and transformed by the power of I-It. All except two
stubborn, embattled holdouts. The first holdout is intentionality: if it is a
category error to project things in the human mind onto the outer world,
nonetheless we recognise that intentionality exists in the mind—but
about-ness of intentionality is far less than the about-ness once believed
to fill the cosmos. The second and last holdout is evolution: if there is to
be no mythic story of origins that gives shape and meaning to human
existence, if there cannot be an answer to 'Why is there life as we know
it?' because there is no reason at all for life, because housefly, horse, and
human are alike the by-product of mindless forces that did not have us in
mind, nonetheless there is still an emaciated spectre, an evolutionary
mechanism that does just enough work to keep away a teleological
approach to origins questions. The land of teleology has been razed, but
there is a similarity between these two remnants, placeholders which are
granted special permission to do what even the I-It approach recognises
it cannot completely remove of teleology. That is the official picture, at
least. Midgley is liable to pester us with counterexamples of a teleology
that is far more persistent than the official picture gives credit for: she
looks at evolution doing the work of a myth instead of a placeholder that
keeps myths away, for instance.[53] Let's ignore her for the moment and
stick with the official version. Then looking at both intentionality and
evolution can be instructive in seeing what has happened to teleology,
and appreciating what teleology was and could be. Now Midgley offers us
reasons why it may not be productive to pretend we can excise teleology:
the examples of teleology she discusses do not seem to be improved by



being driven underground and presented as non-teleological.

Maximus's picture, as well as being teleological, is moral and spiritual.
As well as having intentions, we are living manifestations of a
teleological, moral and spiritual Intention in God's heart. Maximus
Confessor held a cosmology, and therefore an anthropology, that did not
see the world in terms of disconnected and meaningless things. He
exhibited a number of traits that the Enlightenment stripped out: in
particular, a pervasive teleology in both cosmology and anthropology. He
believed in a threefold anthropology of intellect/spirit, reason/soul, and
body, all intimately tied together. What cognitive science accounts for
through cognitive faculties, manipulating mental representations, were
accounted for quite differently by an intellect that sees God and the
Principles of beings, and a reason that works with the truths
apprehended by intellect. The differences between the respective
cosmologies and anthropologies are not the differences between two
alternate answers to the same question, but answers to two different
questions, differently conceived. They are alike in that they can collide
because they are wrestling with the same thing: where they disagree, at
least one of them must be wrong. They are different in that they are
looking at the same aspect of personhood from two different cultures,
and Maximus Confessor seems to have enough distance to provide a
genuinely interesting critique.



Conclusion

Maximus Confessor was a synthetic thinker, and I suggest that his
writings, which are synthetic both in method and in doctrine, are valuable
not only because he was brilliant but because synthetic enquiry can be
itself valuable. I have pursued a synthetic enquiry, not out of an attempt
to be like Maximus Confessor, but because I think an approach that is
sensitive to connections could be productive here. I'm not the only critic
who has the resources to interpret Al as floundering in a way that may be
symptomatic of a cosmological error. It's not hard to see that many
religious cosmologies offer inhospitable climates to machines that think:
Foerst's reinterpretation of the image of God[54] seems part of an effort
to avoid seeing exactly this point. The interesting task is understanding
and conveying an interconnected web. So I have connected science with
magic, for instance, because although the official version is that they're
completely unrelated, there is a strong historic link between them, and
cultural factors today obscure the difference, and for that matter obscure
several other things that interest us.

This dissertation falls under the heading of boundary issues between
religion and science, and some readers may perceive me to approach
boundary issues in a slightly different fashion. That perception is correct.
One of the main ways that boundary issues are framed seems to be for
Christian theologians to show the compatibility of their timeless
doctrines with that minority of scientific theories which have already
been accepted by the scientific community and which have not yet been
rejected by that same community. With the question of origins, there has
been a lot of work done to show that Christianity is far more compatible
with evolutionary theory than a literal reading of Genesis 1 would suggest.
It seems to have only been recently that gadflies within the intelligent
design movement have suggested both that the scientific case for



evolution is weaker that it has been made out to be, and there seems to be
good reason to believe that Christianity and evolution are incompatible at
a deep enough level that the literal details of Genesis 1 are almost
superfluous. Nobody conceives the boundary issues to mean that
theologians should demonstrate the compatibility of Christianity with
that silent majority of scientific theories which have either been both
accepted and discredited (like spontaneous generation) or not yet
accepted (like the cognitive-theoretic model of the universe). The
minority is different, but not as different as people often assume.

One of the questions which is debated is whether it is best to
understand subject-matter from within or without. I am an M.Phil.
student in theology with a master's and an adjunct professorship in the
sciences. I have worked to understand the sciences from within, and from
that base look and understand science from without as well as within.
Someone who only sees science from without may lack appreciation of
certain things that come with experience of science, whilst someone who
only sees science from within may not be able to question enough of
science's self-portrayal. This composite view may not be available to all,
nor is it needed, but I believe it has helped me in another basic role from
showing religion's compatibility with current science: namely, serving as
a critical observer and raising important questions that science is itself
unlikely to raise, sometimes turning a scientific assumption on its head.
Theology may have other things to offer in its discussion with science
than simply offering assent: instead of solely being the recipient of claims
from science, it should be an agent which adds to the conversation.

Are there reasons why the position I propose is to be preferred?
Science's interpretation of the matter is deeply entrenched, enough so
that it seems strange to connect science with the occult. One response is
that this perspective should at least be listened to, because it is
challenging a now entrenched cultural force, and it may be a cue to how
we could avoid some of our own blind spots. Even if it is wrong, it could
be wrong in an interesting way. A more positive response would be to say
that this is by my own admission far from a complete picture, but it
makes sense of part of the historical record that is meaningless if one says
that modern science just happened to be born whilst a magical movement
waxed strong, and some of science's founders just happened to be
magicians. A more robust picture would see the early modern era as an
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Descartes, magic, nascent science, and the wake of the Renaissance
polymath. They all interconnect, even if none is fully determined. Lack of
time and space preclude me from more than mentioning what that
broader picture might be. There is also another reason to question the
validity of science's basic picture:

Artificial intelligence doesn't work, at least not for a
working copy of human intelligence.

Billions of dollars have been expended in the pursuit of artificial
intelligence, so it is difficult to say the artificial intelligence project has
failed through lack of funding. The project has attracted many of the
world's most brilliant minds, so it is difficult to say that the project has
failed through lack of talent. Technology has improved a thousandfold or
a millionfold since a giant like Turing thought computer technology was
powerful enough for artificial intelligence, so it is difficult to say that
today's computers are too underpowered for artificial intelligence.
Computer science has matured considerably, so it's hard to say that
artificial intelligence hasn't had a chance to mature. In 1950, one could
have posited a number of reasons for the lack of success then, but
subsequent experience has made many of these possibilities difficult to
maintain. This leaves open the possibility that artificial intelligence has
failed because the whole enterprise is based on a false assumption,
perhaps an error so deep as to be cosmological.

The power of science-based technology is a side effect of learning
something significant about the natural world, and both scientific
knowledge and technology are impressive cultural achievements. Yet
science is not a complete picture—and I do not mean simply that we can
have our own private fantasies—and science does not capture the
spiritual qualities of matter, let alone a human being. The question of
whether science understands mechanical properties of physical things
has been put to the test, and the outcome is a resounding yes. The
question of whether science understands enough about humans to
duplicate human thought is also being put to the test, and when the
rubber meets the road, the answer to that question looks a lot like, 'No.'
It's not definitive (it couldn't be), but the picture so far is that science is
trying something that can't work. It can't work because of spiritual
principles, as a perpetual motion machine can't work because of physical
principles. It's not a matter of insufficient resources available so far, or



still needing to find the right approach. It doesn't seem to be the sort of
thing which could work.

We miss something about the artificial intelligence project if we frame
it as something that began after computer scientists saw that computers
can manipulate symbols. People have been trying to make intelligent
computers for half a century, but artificial intelligence is a phenomenon
that has been centuries in the making. The fact that people saw the brain
as a telephone switchboard, when that was the new technology, is more a
symptom than a beginning. There's more than artificial intelligence's
surface resemblance to alchemists' artificial person ("homunculus'). A
repeated feature of the occult enterprise is that you do not have people
giving to society in the ways that people have always given to society; you
have exceptional figures trying to delve into unexplored recesses and
forge some new creation, some new power—some new technology or
method—to achieve something mythic that has simply not been achieved
before. The magus is endowed with a magic sword to powerfully slice
through his day's Gordian knots, and with a messianic fantasy. This is
true of Leibniz's Ars Combinatoria and it is true of more than a little of
artificial intelligence. To the reader who suggests, 'But magic doesn't
really work!' I would point out that artificial intelligence also doesn't
really work—although its researchers find it to work, like Renaissance
magi and modern neo-pagans. The vast gap between magic and science
that exists in our imagination is a cultural prejudice rather than a
historical conclusion. Some puzzles which emerge from an non-historical
picture of science—in particular, why a discipline with modest claims
about falsifying hypotheses is held in such awe—seem to make a lot more
sense if science is investigated as a historical phenomenon partly
stemming from magic.

If there is one unexpected theme running through this enquiry, it is
what has emerged about relationships. The question of whether one
relates to society (or the natural world) as to one's mother or as to raw
material, in I-Thou or I-It fashion, first crept in as a minor clarification.
The more I have thought about it, the more significant it seems. The
Renaissance magus distinguished himself from his medieval predecessors
by converting I-Thou relationships into I-It. How is modern science
different? To start with, it is much more consistent in pursuing I-It
relationships. The fact that science gives mechanisms instead of

avnlanatinnc ic rannectad: an avnlanatinn ic an T-Thnn thino whilet a
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bare mechanism is I-It: if you are going to relate to the world in I-It
fashion, there is every reason to replace explanations with mechanisms.
An I-Thou relationship understands in a holistic, teleological fashion: if
you are going to push an I-It relationship far enough, the obvious
approach is to try to expunge teleology as the Enlightenment tried. A
great many things about magus and scientist alike hinge on the rejection
of Orthodoxy's I-Thou relationship.

In Arthurian legend, the figure of Merlin is a figure who holds magical
powers, not by spells and incantations, but by something deeper and
fundamental. Merlin does not need spells and incantations because he
relates to the natural world in a way that almost goes beyond I-Thou; he
relates to nature as if it were human. I suggest that science provides a
figure of an anti-Merlin who holds anti-magical powers, not by spells and
incantations, but by something deeper and fundamental. Science does
not need spells and incantations because it relates to the natural world
and humans in a way that almost goes beyond I-It; it relates to even the
human as if it were inanimate. In both cases, the power hinges on a
relationship, and the power is epiphenomenal to that relationship.

If this is a problem, what all is to be done? Let me say what is not to be
done. What is not to be done is to engineer a programme to enlist people
in an I-Thou ideology. Why not? 'I-Thou ideology' is a contradiction in
terms. The standard response of starting a political programme treats
society as raw material to be transformed according to one's vision—and I
am not just disputing the specific content of some visions, but saying
that's the wrong way to start. Many of the obvious ways of 'making a
difference' that present themselves to the modern mind work through an
I-It relationship, calculating how to obtain a response from people, and
are therefore tainted from the start. Does that mean that nothing is to be
done? No; there are many things, from a walk of faith as transforming
communion with God, to learning to relate to God, people, and the entire
cosmos in I-Thou fashion, to using forms of persuasion that appeal to a
whole person acting in freedom. But that is another thesis to explore.



Epilogue, 2010

I look back at this piece six years later, and see both real strengths and
things I wince at. This was one of my first major works after being
chrismated Orthodox, and while I am enthusiastic for Orthodoxy there
are misunderstandings. My focus on cosmology is just one step away
from Western, and in particular scientific, roots, and such pressure to get
cosmology right is not found in any good Orthodox theologian I know.
That was one of several areas where I had a pretty Western way of trying
to be Orthodox, and I do not blame people who raise eyebrows at my
heavy use of existentialist distinction between I-Thou and I-It
relationship. And the amount of time and energy spent discussing magic
almost deterred me from posting it from my website; for that reason
alone, I spent time debating whether the piece was fit for human
consumption. And it is possibly theology in the academic sense, but not
so much the Orthodox sense: lots of ideas, cleverly put together, with
little invitation to worship.

But for all this, I am still posting it. The basic points it raises, and
much of the terrain, are interesting. There may be fewer true believers
among scientists who still chase an artificial intelligence pot o' gold, but it
remain an element of the popular imagination and belief even as people's
interests turn more and more to finding a magic sword that will slice
through society's Gordian knots—which is to say that there may be
something relevant in this thesis besides the artificial intelligence
critique.

I am posting it because I believe it is interesting and adds something
to the convesation. I am also posting it in the hope that it might serve as a
sort of gateway drug to some of my more recent works, and provide a
contrast: this is how I approached theology just after being received into
Holy Orthodoxy, and other works show what I would present as theology



having had more time to steep in Orthodoxy, such as The Arena.
I pray that God will bless you.


http://cjshayward.com/arena/
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Footnotes

[1] These neural nets are modelled after biological neural nets but are
organised differently and seem to take the concept of a neuron on
something of a tangent from its organisation and function in a natural
brain, be it insect or human.

[2] Cog, http://www.ai.mit.edu/projects/humanoid-robotics-
group/cog/images/cog-rod-slinky.gif, as seen on 11 June 2004
(enlarged).

[3] 2002, 50-1.

[4] Searle 1998, Edelman 1992, etc., including some of Dreyfus 1992.
Edelman lists Jerome Brunner, Alan Gauld, Claes von Hofsten, George
Lakoff, Ronald Langaker, Ruth Garrett Millikan, Hilary Putnam, John
Searle, and Benny Shannon as convergent members of a realist camp
(1992, 220).

[5] Lee 1987, 6.

[6] 'Intentionality’ is a philosophy of mind term for the 'about-ness' of
mental states.

[7] By 'teleology' I understand in a somewhat inclusive sense that
branch of theology and philosophy that deals with goals, ends, and
ultimate meanings.

[8] 'Cognitive faculty' is a philosophy of mind conception of a feature
of the human mind that operates on mental representations to perform a
specific function.

[a9] The spiritual 'intellect’ is a patristic concept that embraces
thought, conceived on different terms from 'cognitive science,’ and is
inseparably the place where a person meets God. Augustine locates the
image of God in the intellect (In Euangelium Ioannis Tractatus, 111.4),
and compares the intellect to Christ as illuminating both itself and
everything else (In Euangelium Ioannis Tractatus, XLVII, 3).



[10] Watts 2002, 57-8. See the World Transhumanist Association
website at http://www.transhumanist.org for further information on
transhumanism.

[11] C.S. Lewis critiques this project in The Abolition of Man (1943)
and That Hideous Strength (1965). He does not address the question of
whether this is a possible goal, but argues that it is not a desirable goal:
the glorious future it heralds is in fact a horror compared to the present it
so disparages.

[12] Encyclopedia Mythica, 'Rabbi Loeb,'
http://www.pantheon.org/articles/r/rabbi_loeb.html, as seen on 26 Mar
04.
[13] Foerst 1998, 109 also brings up this archetypal tendency in her
conclusion.

[14] United States Postal Service 2003 annual report,
http://www.usps.com/history/anrpto3/html/realkind.htm, as seen on
6 May 2004.

[15] Cog, as seen on http://www.ai.mit.edu/projects/humanoid-
robotics-group/cog/images/scaz-cog.gif, on 6 May 2004 (enlarged).

[16] 2002, 57.

[17] Cog, "Theory of Mind for a Humanoid Robots,’
http://www.ai.mit.edu/projects/humanoid-
robotics/group/cog/Abstracts2000/scaz.pdf, as seen on 6 May 2004.

[18] Adler 1986, 319-321.

[19] 1992, 161-4.

[20] Utopias are often a satire more than a prescription literally
conceived, but they are also far more prescriptive than one would gather
from a simple statement that they are satire.

[21] Turing 1950.

[22] VanLehn 1989, in Posner 1989, 532.

[23] Ibid. in Posner 1989, 534.

[24] 1998, 101.

[25] 1992, 159.

[26] Foerst 1998, 103.

[27] Turing 1950.

[28] Hebb 1949, as quoted in the Linux 'fortune' program.

[29] Nominalism said that general categories are something in the
mind drawn from real things, and not something things themselves arise


http://www.transhumanist.org/
http://www.pantheon.org/articles/r/rabbi_loeb.html

from. This has profoundly shaped the course of Western culture.

[30] Lewis 1943, 46.

[31] Yates 1966, 380-382.

[32] Without submitting to the Church in the usual way, the magus is
equal to its highest members (Webster 1982, 57).

[33] George Mason University's Modern & Classical Languages, 'Pico
della Mirandola: Oratio de hominis dignitate,’
http://www.gmu.edu/departments/fld/CLASSICS/mirandola.oratio.html
as seen on 18 May 2004. See Poim 27-9, CH7 1-2 in Bentley 1987 for texts
reflecting an understanding of the world as evil and associated contempt
for the hoi polloi.

[34] Thomas More: Utopia, Digitale Rekonstruktion,
http: WWW, ub.uni- blelefeld de/cgi- bln button.cgi?

35-6), as seen on 2 June 2004.
[35] Thomas More: Utopia, Digitale Rekonstruktion,
http: WWW, ub.uni- blelefeld de/cgi- bln button.cgi?

(pp. 79-86), as seen on 2 June 2004. This runs through most of the book.

[36] Lewis 1943, 46.

[37]1Ibid., 33-35.

[38] Ibid., 23-24.

[39] Ibid., 295-299.

[40] Ibid.

[41] See Midgley, 1992, 80.

[42] 1990, 195, 197-224,337-41.

[43]1950.

[44] References will be to the online Greek version at Thesaurus
Linguae Graecae, http://stephanus.tlg.uci.edu/inst/wsearch?
wtitle=2892+049&uid=&GreekFont=Unicode&mode=c_search,
according to chapter and line. Unless otherwise specified, references in
this section will be to the Mystagogia.

[45] 5.1-10. 'Intellect’ in particular is used as a scholarly rendering of
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the Greek 'nous,' and is not equivalent to the layman's use of 'intellect,’
particularly not as cognate to 'intelligence.' The 'reason’ ('logos') is closer
to today's use of the term, but not as close as you might think. This basic
conceptualisation is common to other patristic and medieval authors,
such as Augustine.

[46] 1992, 2309.

[47] '"Punctuated equilibrium' is a variant on Darwin's theory of
(gradual) evolution. It tries to retain an essentially Darwinian mechanism
whilst acknowledging a fossil record and other evidence which indicate
long periods of stability interrupted by the abrupt appearance and
disappearance of life forms. It is called "‘punk eek' by the irreverent.

[48] 1.82. Material from the Capita Gnosticae, not available in
Thesaurus Linguae Graecae, will be referenced by century and chapter
number, i.e. I.82 abbreviates Century I, Chapter 82.

[49] See Lewis 2001, 522.

[50] What we usually mean by 'cause' today: something which
mechanically brings about its effect, as time and favourable conditions
cause an acorn to grow into an oak.

[51] The 'final cause' is the goal something is progressing towards:
thus a mature oak is the final cause of the acorn that would one day grow
into it.

[52] As seen on the Project Gutenberg archive at
http://www.gutenberg.net/etext97/1ws1810.txt on 15 June 2004.

[53]11992, 147-165.

[54] 1998, 104-7.



AKkathist to St.
Philaret the Merciful

Kontakion 1

To thee, O camel who passed through the eye of the needle, we offer
thanks and praise: for thou gavest of thy wealth to the poor, as an offering
to Christ. Christ God received thy gift as a loan, repaying thee
exorbitantly, in this transient life and in Heaven. Rejoice, O flowing
fountain of Heaven's treasures! (Repeated thrice.)



Oikos 1

Thou hadst earthly wealth yet knewest true treasure: thou madest use
of thy possessions but trustedst them never, for in thee was the Kingdom
of God and thy treasurehouse was Heaven. Wherefore thou hearest these
praises which we offer to thee:

Rejoice, illustrious and wealthy noble who knew true wealth!

Rejoice, O thou who were ever mindful of the poor!

Rejoice, who knew thy deeds to the poor are deeds done to Christ!
Rejoice, O thou who knew true wealth from false!

Rejoice, O thou who knew that we can take nothing from the world!
Rejoice, O thou who knew that the righteous would never be forsaken!
Rejoice, O thou who gave ever more than was asked!

Rejoice, O thou who withheld not thy last ounce of wheat!

Rejoice, O thou who gave all six bushels to one who asked for a little!
Rejoice, O thou whose friend gave thee forty bushels thereafter!
Rejoice, O thou who trusted in the Lord with all his heart!

Rejoice, O flowing fountain of Heaven's treasures!



Kontakion 2

Thou knewest treasure enough to feed thy household for a hundred
years without work: And thou wert true to thy name, Philaret or "Lover of
Virtue", even when thine own wife saw not the horses on the mountain
and chariots of fire which surround the true lover of virtue. But with eyes
raised to fiery Heaven, we cry out with thee: Alleluia!



Oikos 2

Thou invitedst thine own to join thy love of virtue, and thine own
received not thine invitation. But thine invitation remaineth open, and we
who receive thine invitation and hearken to the open door cry out to thee
in praise:

Rejoice, O diadem of married life in the world!

Rejoice, O thou who knewest virtue as treasure!

Rejoice, O thou who fed a household out of the treasurehouse of thy
virtue!

Rejoice, O thou who knew not the greed of Midas's curse!

Rejoice, O thou whose gifts would yet multiply and enrich the recipient!
Rejoice, O thou who was generous when he was rich!

Rejoice, O thou who was raided by marauders yet became no less
generous!

Rejoice, O thou who trusted God when he had much and when he had
little!

Rejoice, O thou who knewest that riches profit not in the day of wrath!
Rejoice, O thou whose virtue profited in easy times and hard times alike!
Rejoice, O flowing fountain of Heaven's treasures!



Kontakion 3

Many a generous beggar will give his last penny, whilst few a rich man
will give to thee from his hedge of protection. Yet we behold a wonder in
thee, who was rich, illustrious, and of noble lineage, and esteemed these
not. Thy hedge of protection was the Lord God, and virtue and treasure in
Heaven, and thou wert generous unto thine uttermost farthing. To thee, a
rich man more generous than a beggar, we cry: Alleluia!



Oikos 3

Thou transcendedst the virtues of pagan philosophy: fortitude, justice,
prudence, and temperance, the virtues of a well lived earthly life. But
thou knewest the Christian, deiform virtues: faith, hope, and love, the
virtues of a Heavenly life already present in an egg in life on earth.
Wherefore we cry out to thee:

Rejoice, O thou whose fortitude sought no protection from earthly
treasures!

Rejoice, O thou whose justice transcended human reckoning!

Rejoice, O thou whose prudence was the Wisdom who is Christ!
Rejoice, O thou whose temperance sought from earthly things nothing in
excess of what they could give!

Rejoice, O thou whose faith trusted that Christ would faithfully provide!
Rejoice, O thou whose hope in God was never disappointed!

Rejoice, O thou whose love refrained from sharing neither virtue nor
earthly possessions!

Rejoice, O thou whose joy flowed in easy times and hard!

Rejoice, O thou whose peace flowed from the silence of Heaven!
Rejoice, O thou whose generosity was perfect!

Rejoice, O flowing fountain of Heaven's treasures!



Kontakion 4

We will forever underestimate thy generosity if we merely count what
thou gavest against what much or little property thou possessesdt, for
thine open hand was a shadow and an icon of the vast wealth thou heldest
in the generous treasure in Heaven, and this vast treasure thou laid hold
to as Philaret, lover of virtue, which is to say lover of treasures in Heaven,
eclipseth thy generosity with mere earthly property as the sun eclipseth
the moon—nay, as the sun eclipseth a candle! Wherefore, with thee who
hoarded true treasure, we cry: Alleluia!



Oikos 4

Beseech the Lord God that we also might seek true treasure in
Heaven, where neither moth nor rust corrodes and thieves do not break
in and steal. Wherefore we cry out in wonder to thee:

Rejoice, O thou who drunk from the wellspring of Truth!

Rejoice, O thou who were fed by the Tree of Life!

Rejoice, O thou who knew silver from dross!

Rejoice, O thou who never grasped at dross because thou clungst to the
Treasure for whom every treasure is named!

Rejoice, O thou who esteemed men of humble birth because thou
questedst after the royal priesthood!

Rejoice, O thou who grasped treasure next to which every earthly
endowment is but dust and ashes!

Rejoice, O thou who counted the poor and needy as more precious than
gold!

Rejoice, O thou who cast away shadows to behold the Sun of
Righteousness!

Rejoice, O thou who never forsook the Lord!

Rejoice, O thou whom the Lord never abandoned!

Rejoice, O thou who found that not one of His good promises has failed!
Rejoice, O flowing fountain of Heaven's treasures!



Kontakion 5

Ever seeking Christ, thou becamest thyself like Christ, the source and
the summit of all virtue. Wishing to imitate thee as thou imitatedst
Christ, we cry unto thee: Alleluia!



Oikos 5

Every virtue is an icon of Christ, an icon not before us, but in us.
Seeking after the virtues as we seek Christ, we cry out to thee:
Rejoice, O thou divine lover of virtue!
Rejoice, O thou who knew the Source of virtue!
Rejoice, O thou whose virtue was an imprint of Christ!
Rejoice, O thou who perfected the divine image with voluntary likeness!
Rejoice, O thou who teaches us virtue in the Christian walk!
Rejoice, O thou ever willing to share not only possessions but virtue!
Rejoice, O thou in whom Christ sat enthroned on virtue!
Rejoice, O thou who in virtue loved and served God!
Rejoice, O volume wherein the Word was inscribed in the ink of the
virtues!
Rejoice, O thou who ever banishest passions!
Rejoice, O polished mirror refulgent with the uncreated Light!
Rejoice, O flowing fountain of Heaven's treasures!



Kontakion 6

Eating from the Tree of Life, thou becamest thyself a tree of life, to the
nourishment of many. Hungering for lifegiving food, we cry with thee:
Alleluia!



Oikos 6

Sown in good soil, thou baredst fruit thirty, sixty, a hundredfold.
Wherefore we cry unto thee:

Rejoice, O thou who were food to the hungry!
Rejoice, O thou who were wealth to the destitute!
Rejoice, O thou who were a robe of boldness to the naked!
Rejoice, O thou who gave abundantly out of thine abundance!
Rejoice, O thou who gave abundantly out of lack and want!
Rejoice, O thou who were God's abundance to thy neighbour!
Rejoice, O thou who never merely gave money or property!
Rejoice, O thou who always gave with a blessing!
Rejoice, O thou who loved Christ in thy neighbour!
Rejoice, O thou tree whose shade sheltered many!
Rejoice, O thou river who irrigated vast lands!
Rejoice, O flowing fountain of Heaven's treasures!



Kontakion 7

Blessed art thou, O holy Father Philaret the Merciful! Merciful wert
thou, and thou receivedst mercy, wherefore we cry with thee: Alleluia!



Oikos 7

Feeding the hungry is greater work than raising the dead! Wherefore
we ask of thee no miracle, O merciful Father Philaret, for thou shewedst
the continual miracle of mercy, and we cry unto thee:

Rejoice, O thou who gave the very last thou hadst!

Rejoice, O thou who received recompense from Christ thereafter!
Rejoice, O thou who withheld nothing from him who asked of thee!
Rejoice, O thou who wherewith withheld nothing from Christ!
Rejoice, O thou who clung not to gold!

Rejoice, O thou who clung to the Light next to which gold is as dust!
Rejoice, O wise one who made blessings as abundant as dust!
Rejoice, O thou who were ever full of mercy!

Rejoice, O thou whose mercy was as a lamp!

Rejoice, O thou who firmly beheld the invisible!

Rejoice, O thou whose faith worked mercy through love!

Rejoice, O flowing fountain of Heaven's treasures!



Kontakion 8

Rejoice, thou who wilt stand before Christ's dread judgment throne
numbered among those who hear: Come, ye blessed of my Father, inherit
the Kingdom prepared for you from the foundation of the world: for I was
an hungred, and ye gave me meat: I was thirsty, and ye gave me drink: I
was a stranger, and ye took me in: naked, and ye clothed me: I was sick,
and ye visited me: I was in prison, and ye came to me. And thou wilt cry
with the blessed saints: Alleluia!



Oikos 8

Knowing that no man can love God whom he cannot see except that he
love his neighbor whom he has seen, thou wert ever merciful, wherefore
we cry unto thee:

Rejoice, O thou who fed Christ when He was an hungred!

Rejoice, O thou who gave Christ to drink when He was athirst!
Rejoice, O thou who showed Christ hospitality when He came a stranger!
Rejoice, O thou who clothed Christ when He was naked!

Rejoice, O thou who visited Christ when He was sick!

Rejoice, O thou who came to Christ when He was in prison!

Rejoice, O thou who met the least of these and saw Christ!

Rejoice, O thou who called every man thy brother!

Rejoice, O thou who saw no man as outside of God's love!

Rejoice, O thou perfect in mercy as thy Heavenly Father is perfect in
mercy!

Rejoice, O lamp ever scintillating with the Light of Heaven!

Rejoice, O flowing fountain of Heaven's treasures!



Kontakion 9

All the angels were amazed at the excellence of thy virtue, for thy
name "Philaret” is not only "Lover of Virtue" but "Lover of Excellence",
for in thee excellence, virtue, and power are one and the same. Wherefore
thou joinest the angels in crying: Alleluia!



Oikos 9

Even the most eloquent of orators cannot explain how thy virtue
excelleth, for they cannot explain how in every circumstance thou
soughtest out and lovedst virtue. But we marvel and cry out faithfully:

Rejoice, O rich man who cared for the poor!

Rejoice, O illustrious man who cared for men of no account!

Rejoice, O excellent in virtue in times of advantage!

Rejoice, O excellent in virtue in times of suffering as well!

Rejoice, O man who held great treasure and yet ever fixed his eyes upon
true Treasure!

Rejoice, O thou who in every circumstance found an arena for excellent
virtue!

Rejoice, O thou who were ever an excellent worshipper of God!

Rejoice, O thou who in the world escaped the Devil's snares!

Rejoice, O thou who unmasked hollow Mammon!

Rejoice, O thou who found harbor on the sea of life!

Rejoice, O thou who by loving virtue loved Christ!

Rejoice, O flowing fountain of Heaven's treasures!



Kontakion 10

Thy life wast a living manuscript of the Sermon on the Mount, for
even Solomon in his splendor had not raiment like unto thy faith.
Beholding thy splendor we cry with thee: Alleluia!



Oikos 10

Thou storedst up possessions wherewith not to worry: not fickle and
corruptible treasure on earth, but constant and incorruptible treasure in
Heaven. Wherefore we cry unto thee:

Rejoice, O thou who however rich wert poor in spirit!

Rejoice, O thou who mourned thy neighbor's unhappiness!

Rejoice, O thou meek before thy neighbor's suffering!

Rejoice, O thou who hungered and thirsted for justice and all virtue!
Rejoice, O thou mirror of mercy!

Rejoice, O thou who remained pure in heart!

Rejoice, O thou who made deepest peace!

Rejoice, O living mirror of the Beatitudes!

Rejoice, O thou soaring as the birds of the air!

Rejoice, O thou who wert devoted to one Master, and despised all others!
Rejoice, O living exposition of the Sermon on the Mount!

Rejoice, O flowing fountain of Heaven's treasures!



Kontakion 11

Thou wert as the widow who bereaved herself even of her last two
farthings: not only gave she more than all the others, but she who gave up
her creaturely life received the uncreated, immortal, and eternal life. Like
her, thou wert a vessel empty enough to fill, wherefore we cry with thee:
Alleluia!



Oikos 11

Thou wert a second Job, steadfast whilst Satan tore off layer after
layer of thy belongings to show that there was nothing inside. Wherefore,
we cry to thee who ever persevered:

Rejoice, O thou worshiper of God in plenty and in need!

Rejoice, O thou icon of perseverance and faith!

Rejoice, O thou generous with thy coin and generous with thy virtue!
Rejoice, O thou phoenix ever arisen from thy very ashes!

Rejoice, O thou saint immobile in thy dispassion!

Rejoice, O thou who in want showed the truth of thy generosity in easy
times!

Rejoice, O thou who ever blessed the name of the Lord!

Rejoice, O thou who with many possessions loved them not!

Rejoice, O thou who with few possessions loved them no more!
Rejoice, O thou who remained stalwart whilst Satan tore away what was
thine, to show there was nothing inside!

Rejoice, O thou who were vindicated when God peeled off the nothing
and showed there was everything inside!

Rejoice, O thou who vindicated God as did Job!

Rejoice, O flowing fountain of Heaven's treasures!



Kontakion 12

Thou hadst no food in the house, when imperial emissaries came
looking for a bride for the Emperor: thou rich in Heaven, in trust thou
beganst preparations to honourably meet the imperial emissaries. And
thy neighbours came and brought food, a fitting feast, and the imperial
emissaries found thy granddaughter finest in virtue and modesty,

choosing her for her excellence to become Empress. Wherefore we cry
with thee: Alleluia!



Oikos 12

When all this had come to pass, in thy virtue, in thine excellence, thou
knewest what is real treasure. In thy virtue and humility, thou refusedst
all imperial rank and office, saying that it sufficed thee to be known as
grandfather to the Empress. Wherefore, amazed, we cry to thee:

Rejoice, O thou who knew true Treasure!

Rejoice, O thou who were lover of virtue and excellence!

Rejoice, O thou who were rich and cared for the poor!

Rejoice, O thou who lost almost all and still opened thy hand!

Rejoice, O thou who became grandfather to the Empress whilst
remaining ever humble!

Rejoice, O thou who were illustrious and noble yet cherished those of low
estate!

Rejoice, O thou who were razed nigh unto the earth, and ever remained
excellent as a lover of virtue!

Rejoice, O thou who were raised nigh unto Heaven, and ever remained
humble as a lover of virtue!

Rejoice, O thou who sought first the Kingdom of Heaven!

Rejoice, O thou who were given all other things as well!

Rejoice, O thou who even then fixed his virtuous gaze on Christ!
Rejoice, O flowing fountain of Heaven's treasures!



Kontakion 13

O holy Father Philaret whose excellence was virtue and whose virtue
was excellence, whose power was virtue and whose virtue was power, who
was ever merciful and generous out of thine overflowing virtue, ever
protected by the Kingdom of God, pray for us as we cry unto thee:
Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! (Repeated thrice.)



Oikos 1

Thou hadst earthly wealth yet knewest true treasure: thou madest use
of thy possessions but trustedst them never, for in thee was the Kingdom
of God and thy treasurehouse was Heaven. Wherefore thou hearest these
praises which we offer to thee:

Rejoice, illustrious and wealthy noble who knew true wealth!

Rejoice, O thou who were ever mindful of the poor!

Rejoice, who knew thy deeds to the poor are deeds done to Christ!
Rejoice, O thou who knew true wealth from false!

Rejoice, O thou who knew that we can take nothing from the world!
Rejoice, O thou who knew that the righteous would never be forsaken!
Rejoice, O thou who gave ever more than was asked!

Rejoice, O thou who withheld not thy last ounce of wheat!

Rejoice, O thou who gave all six bushels to one who asked for a little!
Rejoice, O thou whose friend gave thee forty bushels thereafter!
Rejoice, O thou who trusted in the Lord with all his heart!

Rejoice, O flowing fountain of Heaven's treasures!



Kontakion 1

To thee, O camel who passed through the eye of the needle, we offer
thanks and praise: for thou gavest of thy wealth to the poor, as an offering
to Christ. Christ God received thy gift as a loan, repaying thee
exorbitantly, in this transient life and in Heaven. Rejoice, O flowing
fountain of Heaven's treasures!



Alchemy: Fool's
Gold in Today's
World



Introduction: Alchemy and
Questionable Moral
Character

I would like to open with a disturbing passage from Mary Midgley's
Science as Salvation: A Modern Myth and Its Meaning. I might briefly
mention that Midgley is no feminist; she is a conservative whose chief
influences are Plato and Aristotle.

We come here to one more of the strange compensatory myths,
dreams, or dramas that are my theme. The literature of early modern
science is a mine of highly-coloured passages that describe Nature,
by no means as a neutral object, but as a seductive but troublesome
female, to be unrelentingly pursued, sought out, fought against,
chased into her inmost sanctuaries, prevented from escaping,
persistently courted, wooed, harried, vexed, tormented, unveiled,
unrobed, and 'put to the question' (i.e. interrogated under torture),
forced to confess 'all that lay in her most intimate recesses', her
'beautiful bosom' must be laid bare, she must be held down and
finally 'penetrated’, 'pierced’, and 'vanquished' (words which
constantly recur).

Now this odd talk does not come from a few exceptionally
uninhibited writers. It has not been invented by modern feminists. It
is the common, constant idiom of the age. Since historians began to
notice it, they have been able to collect it up easily in handfuls for
every discussion.

Or as I heard approvingly quoted many times by teachers at the liberal
enough Illinois Mathematics and Science Academy, "We place Nature on
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the rack [i.e. a particularly nasty instrument of torture] and compel her
to bear witness.=

Let's talk about Sir Isaac Newton for a moment. He was the founder of
physics as we know it, and the co-founder of calculus. Also, he was a
world-class academic bully. All his scientific endeavors were side projects
next to his involvement in alchemy, and he has been called, "Not the first
of the scientists, but the last of the magicians.= He also, late in life,
acquired a position of authority, bypassed certain checks and balances,
and saw it to it that dozens of men died a slow and painful death.

(Some of us might detect a note of envy in that any and all effort he
made to produce gold were failures even for him. At the same time, the
men he destroyed were "coiners= or forgers who made at times
remarkably convincing imitations of officially minted gold coins.)

Did I mention that messianic fantasies were standard issue for
scientists then?

In fact there weren't just messianic fantasies for scientists and
alchemists. The original hope people saw in calculus was not, as today, a
branch of mathematics that holds place X in the creation of new
mathematicians and place Y in practical applications. It was rather hoped
to be a tool where, as I quote, "there should be no more need for disputes
among philosophers than among accountants,= because all differences of
opinion could be resolved through straightforward use of calculus. The
Utopian vision was a precursor to Herman Hesse's Glass Bead Game,
only Hesse seemed very skeptical about how well something like this
occult pipe dream would really play out for society.

My friends, the foundations of science smell bad, and
alchemy with them.
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Alchemy in the Limelight

Some time over ten years back, and much to my later chagrin, I

wanted to illustrate a point and deliberately chose alchemy, as a jarring
image, to illustrate it.

Later, I was one of the voices saying that alchemy was coming out of
the closet. Here I would point out that semiotics defines a "sign= to be
"anything that can be used to lie,= including not only words but posture,
clothing, furniture, activities, etc. When I was working at the American
Medical Association headquarters, there was a quilt hanging by the
cafeteria, looking in every way quaint, domestic, and conservative... and
explained dozens of alchemical symbols. (Did the AMA forget it was
founded to shut down homeopathy as an occult medicine?)

Some years after that, I was saying simply that alchemy was out, no
if's, and's, or but's. And now I have stopped making such statements
because they are superfluous. I have been told by Christians that alchemy
was the bedrock nascent science was founded on.



Alchemy as a Strategy to
Grow Whilst Dodging
Spiritual Work

Why grind an axe against alchemy? The critique can be stated in six
English words: "Sorry, kid. You need elbow grease.=

I do not in cany sense wish to say that all religions say the same thing;
that is ultimately a degrading way to say that no world religion says
anything significant. However, there appears to be a widespread sense
that we need elbow grease. The Hindu concept of the Royal Science of
God-Realization does not work without elbow grease; it is scarcely more
nor less than a structure and plan for elbow grease. The Buddha may
have simplified Hinduism to an astonishing degree, but his eightfold
noble path calls for, among other things, various dimensions of elbow
grease. Even the apparent exception of staunch Evangelicals who believe
with Luther that we are sanctified by grace alone and through faith alone
(and, though it is not relevant here, that the Bible alone has authority),
also have an expectation that if you have healthy and living faith, you will
produce elbow grease, and for that matter you will produce quite a lot of
elbow grease. Evangelicals may categorically deny that elbow grease can
save, but they set the bar pretty high as far as world religious traditions
go for how much elbow grease a genuine member should be producing.

Alchemy offers a dangerously treacherous and seductive shortcut. Its
marketing proposition is to offer a shortcut to spiritual transformation, a
technique in lieu of inner work, but a that does not legitimately work. It
certainly didn't work in Newton's case; if we return to the Sermon on the
Mount's "by your fruits you shall know them,= Sir Isaac Newton's moral
character is the character of a false prophet on a capital scale.

There was one unenlightened book commenting about how ironic it
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was that an alchemist was to be spiritually transformed somewhere
beyond greed before being able to transmute metals to gold. And so, it
said, one of the requisites to produce gold ironically being to have let go
of desiring gold. I do not find irony, and I find a point of contact with
Orthodox iconography. The idea of ridding oneself of greed before being
ready to create gold recalls a (possibly G.K. Chesterton) comment I have
failed to track down, that a particular desire was like a spiritualist's desire
to see a nymph's breasts and not that of a run-of-the-mill lecher, and I
fail to see irony in the expectation to transcend greed. I am not here
concerned with whether that makes sense to desire, but in Newton's case
it did not work!

I do not condemn alchemy because it so completely failed to
let Newton transmute lead to gold.

I do condemn alchemy because it so completely failed to let
Newton transmute his own heart to gold. (That is, incidentally,
something that many, many non-alchemists have done.)

There was an Oprah Winfrey-endorsed book The Alchemist which on
the back had a quote from ?Bill Clinton? saying something like, "When I
read it I felt like I was awake and the whole world was asleep.= Friends,
you do not want to feel like that. One of the usual signs you are coming to

a spiritual breakthrough is that you are repenting.



Alchemy Is Deeper Than
Hinduism? Huh?

In The Alchemist, a religious studies scholar studied all the world's
religions, which he summarily dismissed in favor of alchemy. Sorry, no.
There may be religions in the world that are shallower than alchemy; but
alchemy is a consolation prize, particularly as compared to Orthodox
Christianity and Hinduism. G.K. Chesterton didn't even mention alchemy
when he said, "If you are considering world religions, you will save
yourself a great deal of time by only considering Christianity and
Hinduism, because Islam is just a Christian heresy, and Buddhism is just
a Hindu heresy.=

I have heard Christian critiques of Hinduism, some of them sharp.
One person at a theology faculty who was a Hindu before becoming an
Orthodox Christian suggested that if I really want to understand
Hinduism, I should focus less on a reconciliation between monotheism
and polytheism and the striving for purity one encounters in modern
commentary on the Bhagavad-Gita, and instead read Kali's Child. I have
in fact not read the title yet, but Kali is a demon-goddess who wears
skulls on her necklace, and the special blessing she bestows is madness.
The point the scholar was making is that you don't understand Hinduism
until you understand the place of tantrism, which is trying to get ahead by
something forbidden, much like alchemy today.

But for all this, Hinduism is still deeper than a whale can dive, and I
am drawing a complete blank as to a reason to summarily dismiss even
Hinduism in favor of alchemy. Possibly there are Hindus who also
practice alchemy; Hinduism is cosmopolitan as far as religions go. And as
far as Christianity, it only really occurs in The Alchemist as trappings to
validate occult activity.
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Even the Marketing Story
Fails to Have Constructive
Character Development

But I find it noteworthy and interesting how character development
occurs in a book meant to let people covet alchemy. For the protagonist,
there is no really positive change in character development; the character
development in the book is only debauchery. Apart from occult sin, the
hero grows more and more caught up in himself in pride; what are
presented as the blunders he makes along the way are when he loves and
acts out of consideration for others and forgets devotion to the polestar of
his monumental pride. In the end, which may modify classical alchemy,
the student is as much an alchemist as the master, and ends just as much
infested with pride. He cannot transmute lead to gold or live forever
because those are not part of his path in alchemy; but he acquires
massive gold even if he cannot create it, and his lack of moral character
matches his master.



Gnosticism, Alchemy's
Undying Cousin

Philip Lee, in Against the Protestant Gnostics, is a Protestant pastor
who concludes, "We have met the enemy and he is us.= He suggests that
historical study of Gnosticism is irrelevant because Gnosticism, as he
reads it, is an ahistorical process that may keep recurring historically, but
is not really historical. (I would loosely compare this point to why one
does not study the history of the process of decomposition in untreated
corpses.) He also says that Gnosticism is not fruitfully studied as a
philosophy or system of ideas, because the process goes through ongoing
changes of belief and over time later beliefs can and do contradict earlier
beliefs. But while he knocks out two obvious scholar's tools with which to
approach Gnosticism, he leaves something solid. He suggests that all
Gnosticism hinges on a mood: despair. This means more specifically a
despair that can only hope as framed by escape and escapism.

Christians who read the Bible may be deaf to how shocking it was to
open the Bible with a chapter repeating, "And God saw what he had
made, and it was good,= and after man was created, "very good.= To
my knowledge, no other Ancient Near Eastern Creation story tells the
like. Marduk tore the evil dragon Tiamat's body in two and made half into
the sky and half into the earth. If that is so, our bodies are despicable. The
same is true for an account of the world being produced, as best I recall,
as a projection from vile sexual behavior.

Against these, Christianity tells us the world is the good Creation of a
transcendent good God, and there is a very real sense that to be in
communion with the Orthodox Church is to be in communion with not
only God and choirs of angels and fellow Orthodox, but whales and rocks
and stars and trees. Sin and its effects may be real enough: but however
miuch we need renentance from sin. the goodness God bakes into
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Creation runs deeper.

Gnosticism, including alchemy, seems enticing to a certain mindset,
but it is a route for unhappy people to reach an even more unhappy
position.

I might note that while there are differences in the phenomenon of
Gnosticism, the evil character of the world we live in, and the consequent
framing of salvation that amounts to some exotic escapism, is remarkably
consistent across times and schools. As Yoda said, "Luminous beings are
we, not this crude matter.=

It might be found that repentance for an alchemist may only to a
certain measure be about spiritual practices I don't even want to know: it
may be waking up to being placed in a world that is in and of itself good
and finding that the need for escape is more apparent than real and
becomes even less important as the healing balm of repentance soaks in.

Escapism wants something that's not part of the world, and anything
you can acquire as real gives only an ephemeral satisfaction. Repentance
from this passion in most cases won't help you acquire wants that you
don't have. It may instead help you "acquire= and appreciate those that
you actually do.

Let me close with a poem. It was written a few years ago, but if
anything it is more, not less, relevant today.



How Shall I Tell an
Alchemist?

The cold matter of sciencea€”
Exists not, O God, O Life,
For Thou who art Life,
How could Thy humblest creature,
Be without life,
Fail to be in some wise,
The image of Life?
Minerals themselves,
Lead and silver and gold,
The vast emptiness of space and vacuum,
Teems more with Thy Life,
Than science will see in man,
Than hard and soft science,
Will to see in man.
How shall I praise Thee,
For making man a microcosm,
A human being the summary,
Of creation, spiritual and material,
Created to be,
A waterfall of divine grace,
Flowing to all things spiritual and material,
A waterfall of divine life,
Deity flowing out to man,
And out through man,
To all that exists,
And even nothingness itself?
And if T sneak.
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To an alchemist who seeks true gold,
May his eyes be opened,

To body made a spirit,

And spirit made a body,

The gold on the face of an icon,

Pure beyond twenty-four carats,
Even if the icon be cheap,

A cheap icon of paper faded?

How shall I speak to an alchemist,
Whose eyes overlook a transformation,
Next to which the transmutation,

Of lead to gold,

Is dust and ashes?

How shall I speak to an alchemist,

Of the holy consecration,

Whereby humble bread and wine,
Illumine as divine body and blood,
Brighter than gold, the metal of light,
The holy mystery the fulcrum,

Not stopping in chalice gilt,

But transforming men,

To be the mystical body,

The holy mystery the fulcrum of lives transmuted,
Of a waterfall spilling out,

The consecration of holy gifts,

That men may be radiant,

That men may be illumined,

That men be made the mystical body,
Course with divine Life,

Tasting the Fountain of Immortality,
The transformed elements the fulcrum,
Of God taking a lever and a place to stand,
To move the earth,

To move the cosmos whole,

Everything created,

Spiritual and material,

Returned to God,



Deitied.
And how shall I tell an alchemist,
That alchemy suffices not,
For true transmutation of souls,
To put away searches for gold in crevices and in secret,
And see piles out in the open,
In common faith that seems mundane,
And out of the red earth that is humility,
To know the Philosopher's Stone Who is Christ,
And the true alchemy,
Is found in the Holy Orthodox Church?
How Shall I Tell an Alchemist?



All I Ever Really
Needed to Learn
about Programming,
I Learned From
Java



All I really
heeded to learn
about
programming, I
learned from
Java

Write once, debug everywhere; Prefer compile time errors to
run time errors; Gotos and pointers are like bad words —
they can get you into a lot of trouble; Novice-friendliness
and expert-friendliness are at a trade-off; An
intentionally simple syntax is compatible with a complex
collection of objects; Programming in a high level language
is faster than programming in a lower level language; It
takes longer to learn the high level ways of calling
algorithms than the low level building blocks needed to
implement them; Every once in a while, you will be
surprised at what you have to implement yourself — a ready-
made method to return a stacktrace as a string, or have a
method find its caller's class; Use the most restrictive
keywords you can — it's kindness in disguise; If you want
to circumvent security, you can't cast to (char *) and
reconstruct private members; If you want to circumvent
security, you very well may be able to serialize to a
stream and reconstruct private members; Resurrect objects
and die; There are some things that words cannot explain —
for everything else, there are over 100 megs of
documentation; Your program will see much more use if
people can run it from their browsers; You can program your
server to use any encryption algorithm allowed, but you
can't stop your clients from storing their private keys on
unsecured Windows boxes; Carefully designed languages can



reduce bugs, but debugging will always be a part of
programming; No matter how carefully designed the language
is, people will still write code that should be indented
six feet downwards and covered with dirt; A good new
language makes it unnecessary to use older ones, just as a
good cordless screwdriver makes it unnecessary to use a
hammer or a wrench; You can lead a programmer to objects,
but you can't make him think; You can paint on a glass pane
in your computer or at your house — but just because you
are allowed to do it doesn't mean it's (usually) a good
idea; Writing a DWIM compiler is AI-complete; No matter how
fast computers get, there will always be a way to make them
move like molasses;



Amazing Providence

My church in Cambridge asked students to share as Holy Trinity
Cambridge said farewell to us. I ended up sharing this more than once.

Even before I left Wheaton, I had a disturbing amount of trouble. An
employer broke its word, jeopardising my ability to pay. I was working on
student loans for six months. They fell into place one business day before
I left. And when I left I was gravely ill.

I arrived at Cambridge without a place to stay, and when after weeks I
found one, I was barely able to work because I was so wiped out that my
hardest efforts weren't enough for me to consistently work more than two
hours a day. I went through treatments that could have killed me.

My studies suffered. I did terribly at almost everything during the
schoolyear. Usually the people supervising me didn't even give me a
grade—just advice on what to do next.

To say all this and stop would be very deceptive. In the end, I was
bewildered, not so much by the sufferings I had been allowed to
experience, but the joy. How has God blessed me?

Community, for starters. I've been held in a blanket of prayer by
Christians here, in England, in other countries, Catholic, Orthodox,
Protestant, all praying for me. I'm honored. There were times when I
knew I should not have the strength to walk at all, but I was walking
lightly, joyfully, on strength given by God. The Dean family helped me
look for a place to stay, and I don't think I can even remember all the
practical help they gave—but more than this, they welcomed me into their
hearts at the time I felt most isolated and lonely. Holy Trinity is a warm
place; a woman named Mary invited me over for a lavish meal that I don't
think she can often afford to eat as a ninety year old widow. I believe my
roommate Yussif was the reason why God closed so many doors in places



to stay, and opened just one. He gave me this marvelous African shirt,
and when I wear it I feel like I'm putting on regalia I have not earned. I've
had visits: my father came out to visit me, and later my aunt, uncle, and
two cousins spent a day in Cambridge. We went on a small boat in the
river Cam, and one of the people in the tour company lent my cousin
Katie his hat. The tour guide looked at her and said, "It's a good thing you
have that hat to protect you from the fierce English sun." I fear that
especially here I must leave out much more than I can say; the
Shepherd's Council will be annoyed if I talk for three hours.

God's transcendence has become more and more real to me. I've
relearned that the God who lives inside our hearts is majestic and
glorious, beyond the farthest stars. When I've attended Orthodox vespers,
I've met God's transcendence.

Providence has been powerful. At the end of the year, my friend Dirk
said he could move my possessions that evening to Colchester for storage.
I e-mailed Michelle in Colchester and scrambled to get ready. After I
arrived, Michelle said I had the luck of the Irish: one day earlier or later,
she would not have been home. Among other things. This sort of thing
had happened again and again and again, and when she later e-mailed
me about my luck, I answered, "Not luck. Providence."

I've had all sorts of pleasures, small and great. I've improvised on my
college's chapel organ. I've been able to take pictures of Cambridge and

incorporate them into a game where you're running through a labyrinth,

chasing a furball, looking at lovely Cambridge pictures, and answering
icebreaker questions. (Don't worry. It's actually much stranger than it

sounds.)

The academic environment is a real blessing. This may sound strange,
but academic theology often destroys students' faith. My faith has become
both stronger and deeper. The tutorial system has been excellent, and
things fell into place at the end of the year. I was able to work on my
thesis when I was too tired to lift my head, and the day I turned it in, I
told my Bible study I was realizing how God was not constrained by my
limitations. Cambridge grades are based exclusively on the final, and I
received e-mail from my tutor Thursday. I passed everything.

I've been learning about the link between God's transcendent glory, on
one hand, and his loving providence on the other. What is it? In the
Sermon on the Mount, Jesus said, "Which of you, by worrying, can add a
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single hour to his life?" Sickness is a good opportunity to realize that even
a single hour is a gift from God. "Therefore I tell you, do not worry,
asking, "'What will we eat?' or 'What will we drink?' or "What will we
wear?' For the pagans run after these things, and your heavenly Father
knows that you need them. But seek first the kingdom of God, and his
perfect righteousness, and all these things will be given to you as well."

It's not just that God doesn't need my help figuring out what's best for
me. What I've learned is that what God, in his transcendence, in his
mystery, in his glory, in his deeply hidden wisdom, ordains for me is
much fuller, deeper, richer, more beautiful, more interesting, and more
adventuresome than what I would choose for myself if (God forbid) I
were in control...

The blessings continue after I've returned. My parents were given a
sweetheart of a dog, named Jazz. Not ten minutes after I met her, Jazz
climbed up on my lap and wanted to cuddle. Jazz is a seventy-five pound
Laborador retriever and is a bit of a bull in a China shop. I trust that
through her, God will give me furry companionship, aerobic exercise, and
thicker arms. Please pray that I may rightly appreciate her.

Thank you so much for praying. It is said that Satan laughs at our
plans, scoffs at our power, and trembles at our prayers. Please persist in
all of your prayers, and if the Lord leads you, please let part of that
include me.



Amos and Andy:
Meet Barack
Obama!

Amos: Boy, those Republicans sure are dumb. So dumb, they try to
stop change wherever they can!

Andy: You figured that out? When?

Amos: Well, Sarah Palin's an idiot, and ever since Dan Quayle... I
guess I've always known. But there's more.

Andy: Any favorites?

Amos: Well, there's one point where Dan Quayle said he was going
to brush up on his Latin before going to Latin America. I have a
friend who's a Republican, and he said that maybe someone
who had a law degree and would make 47 state visits to other
countries might have said that with "a twinkle in his eye,"
expecting listeners to get the joke. Can you imagine
rationalizing about the stupid Dan Quayle being that
intelligent?

Andy: Do you have anything like that for Sarah Palin?

Amos: Not exactly...

But the photos really are outstandingly bad. You should see
the expressions! And get this: my friend who is a Republican
said that stills including video of speech will include stills that
look silly, that Obama would have stills that were just as stupid-
looking, and saying that Palin or Obama would have such stills
was nothing more interesting than saying that either of them
has a pulse. Can you imagine? What cheek!



Andy: Wow.

Amos: And Republicans have a serious prejudice about what it
means to have a black president. And get this, if you want to
wonder what they were smoking: my Republican friend sighed
and said, "It is proof that the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King's
dream is truly dead. Those who support him judge by the color
of his skin, and saying 'his critics' are almost interchangeable
with 'those who judge him by the content of his character."

Andy: You mean they don't understand how backwards it is to
rationalize that kind of prejudice?

And Republicans do worse than poison the well as far as race
relations go. Much worse! Do they even watch "The Daily
Show?"

Amos: Well, I asked my friend who is a Republican, and he sighed,
said he had watched "The Daily Show" a few times, and said
that he had also watched Rush Limbaugh a few times, and then
he said, "Every conservative I know considered Rush Limbaugh
to be an embarrassment—and I am waiting to meet a liberal
who considers "The Daily Show' to be anything other than a
strong dose of clear thinking on what's happening in the news."

Andy: But the Rush Limbaugh show was full of such logical
fallacies!

Amos: And don't get me started on an inconvenient truth!
Having deniers is a luxury we cannot afford. Now of course
climate deniers are in the same bag as Holocaust deniers. And
the most insidious thing is that all the climatologists are in the
pay of big oil, or sure act like it! It's not to a one, but most of the
people who have a Ph.D. in climatology are trying to give a bit of
prissy nuance and saying all sorts of things about the limits of
their computer programs to model climate change. It's
disgusting! And my Republican friend, when I had tried to
explain all about global warming to him, only sighed and said,
"I'm worried about global cooling, and not manmade—and not
something we're able to do much about." What cheek! Doesn't
he know that now is the time to act on global warming?

Andy: And I suppose your Republican friend has tried to deny that
Obama has delivered change?



Amos: Puzzling enough, but no. He said, "Barack Obama has lived
true to his word. Change he heralded, change he promised,
change he delivered, and change he keeps on delivering."

Andy [looks at watch]: Uh, fancy that, a Republican being right
about... Uh, I'd love to continue, but I have to go.

Amos: Why do you say that? Do you have to be somewhere in the
next ten or fifteen minutes?

Andy: No, but I do in about three hours. Gotta go!



The Angelic Letters

My dearly beloved son Eukairos;

I am writing to you concerning the inestimable responsibility and
priceless charge who has been entrusted to you. You have been appointed
guardian angel to one Mark.

Who is Mark, whose patron is St. Mark of Ephesus? A man. What then
is man? Microcosm and mediator, the midpoint of Creation, and the
fulcrum for its sanctification. Created in the image of God; created to be
prophet, priest, and king. It is toxic for man to know too much of his
beauty at once, but it is also toxic for man to know too much of his sin at
once. For he is mired in sin and passion, and in prayer and deed offer
what help you can for the snares all about him. Keep a watchful eye out
for his physical situation, urge great persistence in the liturgical and the
sacramental life of the Church that he gives such godly participation, and
watch for his ascesis with every eye you have. Rightly, when we
understand what injures a man, nothing can injure the man who does not
injure himself: but it is treacherously easy for a man to injure himself. Do
watch over him and offer what help you can.

With Eternal Light and Love,

Your Fellow-Servant and Angel


http://orthodoxchurchfathers.com/fathers/npnf109/npnf1037.htm

My dear son Eukairos;

I would see it fitting to offer a word about medicating experience and
medicating existence.

When one of the race of men medicates experience by means of wine,
that is called drunkenness. When by means of the pleasures of the palate,
that is called gluttony. When by means of other pleasures, it is called lust.
When by means of possessions and getting things, it is called avarice.
Escapism is an ancient vice and a root of all manner of evils: ancient
Christians were warned strongly against attempting to escape this world
by medicating experience.

Not that pleasure is the only way; medicating experience by mental
gymnastics is called metaphysics in the occult sense, and medicating
experience by means of technology is a serious danger.

Not all technologies, and perhaps not any technology, is automatically
a problem to use. But when technologies become a drone they are a
problem. Turning on a radio for traffic and weather news, and then
turning it off, is not a drone. Listening to the radio at a particular time to
devote your attention to a concert is not a drone. Turning on a radio in
the background while you work is a drone; even Zen and the Art of the
Motorcycle Maintenance discusses what is wrong with mechanics having
the radio on in the background. And texting to get specific information or
coordinate with someone is not a drone, but a stream of text messages
that is always on is a drone. Technology has its uses, but when technology
is a drone, noise in the background that prevents silence from getting too
uncomfortable, then it is a spiritual problem, a tool to medicate
experience. And there are some technologies, like video games, that exist
to medicate experience.

(Of course, technologies are not the only drone; when Mark buckles
down to prayer he discovers that his mind is a drone with a stream of
thoughts that are a life's work to quiet.)

More could be said about technologies, but my point here is to point
out one of the dangers Mark faces. Not the only one, by any means, but he
has at his disposal some very powerful tools for doing things that are
detrimental. It's not just a steady stream of X-rated spam that puts
temptation at his fingertips. He has all the old ways to medicate
experience, and quite a few powerful technologies that can help him
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But what is to be done? The ways of medicating experience may be in
some measure than many saints have contended with; the answer is the
same. Don't find another way to medicate experience, or escape the
conditions God has placed you in, trying to escape to Paradise. Don't ask
for an easier load, but tougher muscles. Instead of escaping the silence,
engage it. Prayerfully engage it. If your dear Mark does this, after
repenting and despairing of finding a way to escape and create Paradise,
he will find that escape is not needed, and Paradise, like the absent-
minded Professor's lost spectacles, were not in any of the strange places
he looked but on his nose the whole time.

A man does not usually wean himself of drones in one fell swoop, but
pray and draw your precious charge to cut back, to let go of another way
of medicating experience even if it is very small, and to seek not a lighter
load but a stronger back. If he weans himself of noise that medicates
uncomfortable silence, he might find that silence is not what he fears.

Watch after Mark, and hold him in prayer.

Your Dearly Loving Elder,

Your Fellow-Servant,

But a Wind and a Flame of Fire



My dear, dear Eukairos;

When fingers that are numb from icy cold come into a warm, warm
house, it stings.

You say that the precious treasure entrusted to you prayed, in an
uncomfortable silence, not for a lighter load but for a stronger back, and
that he was fearful and almost despairing in his prayer. And you wonder
why he looks down on himself for that. Do not deprive him of his treasure
by showing him how much good he is done.

He has awakened a little, and I would have you do all in your power to
show him the silence of Heaven, however little he can receive it yet. You
know some theologians speak of a river of fire, where in one image among
others, the Light of Heaven and the fire of Hell are the same thing: not
because good and evil are one, but because God can only give himself, the
uncreated Light, in love to his creatures, and those in Hell are twisted
through the rejection of Christ so that the Light of Heaven is to them the
fire of Hell. The silence of Heaven is something like this; silence is of
Heaven and there is nothing to replace it, but to those not yet able to bear
joy, the silence is an uncomfortable silence. It is a bit like the Light of
Heaven as it is experienced by those who reject it.

Help Mark in any way you can to taste the silence of Heaven as joy.
Help him to hear the silence that is echoed in the Church's chanting:
when he seeks a stronger back to bear silence, strengthen his back, and
help him to taste the silence not as bitter but sweet. Where noise and
drones would anaesthetize his pain, pull him through his pain to health,
wholeness, and joy.

The Physician is at work!

With Eternal Light and Love,

Your Fellow-Servant and Angel



Dear blessed Eukairos;

Your charge has had a fall. Do your best that this not be the last word:
help him get up. Right now he believes the things of God are not for those
like him.

The details of the fall I will not treat here, but suffice it to say that
when someone begins to wake up, the devils are furious. They are often
given permission to test the awakening man, and often he falls. And you
know how the devils are: before a fall, they say that God is easy-going and
forgiving, and after a fall, that God is inexorable. Do your best to aid a
person being seduced with the lie that God is inexorable.

Mark believes himself unfit for the service of the Kingdom. Very well,
and in fact he is, but it is the special delight of the King to work in and
through men who have made themselves unfit for his service. Don't brush
away a mite of his humility as one fallen, but show him what he cannot
believe, that God wishes to work through him now as much as ever And
that God wishes for him prayer, liturgy, sacrament..

And open his eyes now, a hint here, a moment of joy there: open them
that eternity is now: eternal life is not something that begins after he dies,
but that takes root now, and takes root even (or rather, especially) in
those who repent. He considers himself unworthy of both Heaven and
earth, and he is; therefore, in God's grace, give him both Heaven and
earth. Open up earth as an icon, a window to Heaven, and draw him to
share in the uncreated Light and Life.

Open up his repentance; it is a window to Heaven.

In Light and Life and Love,

Your Brother Angel



My dear fellow-ministering angel;

I would make a few remarks on those windows of Heaven called icons.

To Mark, depending on the sense of the word 'window', a 'window' is
an opening in a wall with a glass divider, or alternately the 'window' is the
glass divider separating inside from outside. But this is not the exact
understanding when Orthodox say an icon is a window of Heaven,; it is
more like what he would understand by an open window, where wind
blows, and inside and outside meet. (In most of human history, a window
fitted with glass was the exception, not the rule.) If an icon is a window of
Heaven, it is an opening to Heaven, or an opening between Heaven and
earth.

Now Mark does not understand this, and while you may draw him to
begin to sense this, that is not the point. In The Way of the Pilgrim, a man
speaks who was given the sacred Gospels in an old, hard-to-understand
book, and was told by the priest, "Never mind if you do not understand
what you are reading. The devils will understand it." Perhaps, to Mark,
icons are still somewhat odd pictures with strange postures and
proportions. You may, if you want, help him see that there is perspective
in the icons, but instead of the usual perspective of people in their own
world, it is reverse perspective whose vanishing point lies behind him
because Mark is in the picture. But instead of focusing on correcting his
understanding, and certainly correcting his understanding all at once,
draw him to venerate and look at these openings of Heaven. Never mind
if he does not fully grasp the icons he venerates. The devils will
understand.

And that is true of a great many things in life; draw Mark to
participate in faith and obedience. He expects to understand first and
participate second, but he needs to come to a point of participating first
and understanding second. Many things need to start on the outside and
work inwards.

Serving Christ,

Whose Incarnation Unfurls in Holy Icons,
Your Fellow
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Dear cherished, luminous son;

Your charge is reading a good many books. Most of them are good, but
I urge you to spur him to higher things.

It is a seemingly natural expression of love to try to know as much
about possible about Orthodoxy. But mature Orthodox usually spend less
time trying to understand Orthodoxy through books. And this is not
because they have learned everything there is to learn. (That would be
impossible.) Rather, it is because they've found a deeper place to dig.

God does not want Mark to be educated and have an educated mind.
He wants him to have an enlightened mind. The Orthodox man is not
supposed to have good thoughts in prayer, but to have no thoughts. The
Orthodox settled on the path have a clear mind that is enlightened in
hesychastic silence. And it is better to sit in the silence of Heaven than
read the Gospel as something to analyze.

Books have a place. Homilies have a place. But they are one shadow of
the silence of Heaven. And there are more important things in the faith,
such as fasting and almsgiving, repentance and confession, and prayer,
the crowning jewel of all ascesis. Give Mark all of these gems.

With Deep Affection,

Your Brother Angel



My dearly beloved, cherished fellow angel Eukairos;

Your charge Mark has been robbed.

Your priceless charge Mark has been robbed, and I am concerned.

He is also concerned about a great many things: his fear now, which is
understandable, and his concerns about where money may come from,
and his loss of an expensive smartphone and a beautiful pocketwatch
with sentimental as well as financial value to him, and his inconvenience
while waiting on new credit cards.

There are more concerns where those came from, but I am concerned
because he is concerned about the wrong things. He has well over a
week's food in his fridge and he believes that God failed to provide. Mark
does not understand that everything that happens to a man is either a
temptation God allowed for his strengthening, or a blessing from God. 1
am concerned that after God has allowed this, among other reasons so
Mark can get his priorities straight, he is doing everything but seeking in
this an opportunity for spiritual growth to greater maturity.

If you were a human employee, this would be the time for you to be
punching in lots of overtime. Never mind that he thinks unconsciously
that you and God have both deserted him; your strengthening hand has
been invisible to him. I do not condemn you for any of this, but this time
has been appointed for him to have opportunities for growth and for you
to be working with him, and the fact that he does not seek growth in this
trial is only reason for you to work all the harder. That he is seeking to get
things back the way they were, and suffering anger and fear, is only
reason for you to exercise more diligent care. God is working with him
now as much as ever, and I would advise you for now to work to the point
of him seeking his spiritual good in this situation, however short he falls
of right use of adversity for now.

Your name, "Eukairos," comes from "eu", meaning "good", and
"kairos", an almost inexhaustible word which means, among other things,
"appointed time" and "decisive moment." You and Mark are alike called
to dance the great dance, and though Mark may not see it now, you are
God's agent and son supporting him in a great and ordered dance where
everything is arranged in God's providence. Right now Mark sees none of
this, but as his guardian angel you are charged to work with him in the
dance a dance where God incorporates his being robbed and will
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see that the righteous will never be forsaken.

A good goal would be for Mark to pray for those that robbed him, and
through those prayers honestly desire their good, or come to that point.
But a more immediate goal is his understanding of the struggle he faces.
Right now he sees his struggle in terms of money, inconveniences, and
the like. Raise his eyes higher so he can see that it is a spiritual struggle,
that God's providence is not overrulled by this tribulation, and that if he
seeks first the Kingdom of God, God himself knows Mark's material
needs and will show deepest care for him.

Your Fellow-Servant in Prayer,

But an Angel Who Cannot Struggle Mark's Struggle on
his Behalf



My dear, esteemed son and fellow-angel Eukairos;

That was a deft move on your part, and I thank you for what you have
helped foster in Mark's thoughts.

Mark began to console himself with the deep pit of porn, that poison
that is so easily found in his time and place. And he began to pray, on his
priest's advice, "Holy Father John, pray to God for me," and "Holy
Mother Mary, pray to God for me," Saint John the Much-Suffering and
Saint Mary of Egypt being saints to remember when fighting that poison.
And you helped him for a moment to see how he was turned in on himself
and away from others, and he prayed for help caring about others.

At 10:30 PM that night on the dot, one of his friends was walking in
the dark, in torrential rains, and fell in the street, and a car ran over his
legs. This friend was someone with tremendous love for others, the kind
of person you cannot help but appreciate, and now that he had two
broken legs, the flow of love reversed. And Mark unwittingly found
himself in an excellent situation to care about something other than
himself. He quite forgot about his money worries; and he barely noticed a
windfall from an unexpected source. He kept company and ran errands
for his friend.

What was once only a smouldering ember is now a fire burning
brightly. Work as you can to billow it into a blaze.

With an Eternal Love,

Your Respectful Brother Angel



My dear, scintillating son Eukairos;

I would recall to you the chief end of mankind. "To glorify God and
enjoy him forever" is not a bad answer; the chief end of mankind is to
contemplate God. No matter what you do, Mark will never reach the
strictest sense of contemplation such as monastic saints enjoy in their
prayer, but that is neither here nor there. He can have a life ordered to
contemplation even if he will never reach the spiritual quiet from which
strict contemplation is rightly approached. He may never reach beyond
the struggle of ascesis, but his purpose, on earth as well as in Heaven, is
to contemplate God, and to be deified. The point of human life is to
become by grace what Christ is by nature.

Mark is right in one way and wrong in another to realize that he has
only seen the beginning of deification. He has started, and only started,
the chief end of human life, and he is right to pray, go to confession, and
see himself as a beginner. But what he is wrong about is imagining that
the proof of his fledgling status is that his wishes are not fulfilled in the
circumstances of his life: his unconscious and unstated assumption is
that if he had real faith like saints who worked miracles, his wishes would
be fulfilled and his life would be easier. Those saints had less wishes
fulfilled, not more, and much harder lives than him.

(And this is beside the point that Mark is not called to perform
miracles; he is called to something greater, the most excellent way: love.)
Mark imagines you, as his guardian angel, to be sent by God to see

that at least some of his wishes happen, but the truth is closer to saying
that you are sent by God to see that some of his wishes do not happen so
that in the cutting off of self-will he may grow in ways that would be
impossible if he always had his wishes. There is a French saying, «On
trouve souvent sa destiné par les chemins que l'on prend pour ['éviter.»:
"One often finds his destiny on the paths one takes to avoid it." Destiny is
not an especially Christian idea, but there is a grain of truth here: Men
often find God's providence in the situations they hoped his providence
would keep them out of.

This cutting off of self-will is part of the self-transcendence that makes
deification; it is foundational to monks and the office of spiritual father,
but it is not a "monks-only" treasure. Not by half. God answers "No" to
prayers to say "Yes" to something greater. But the "Yes" only comes
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through the "No."

As Mark has heard, "We pray because we want God to change our
circumstances. God wants to use our circumstances to change us."

Mark has had losses, and he will have more to come, but what he does
not understand is that the path of God's sanctification is precisely
through the loss of what Mark thinks he needs. God is at work allowing
Mark to be robbed. God is at work allowing Mark to use "his" "free" time
to serve his friend. And God is at work in the latest challenge you wrote to
me about.

Mark has lost his car. A drunk and uninsured driver slammed into it
when it was parked; the driver was saved by his airbag, but Mark's car
was destroyed, and Mark has no resources to get another car, not even a
beater for now. And Mark imagines this as something that pushes him
outside of the Lord's providence, not understanding that it is by God's
good will that he is now being transported by friendship and generosity,
that he is less independent now.

Right now Mark is not ready either to thank God for his circumstances
or to forgive the driver. But do open his eyes to the good of friendship and
generosity that now transports him. Even if he sees the loss of his car as
an example of God failing to provide for him, help him to see the good of
his being transported by the love and generosity of his friends. Help him
to see God's providence in circumstances he would not choose.

Your Fellow-Servant in the Service of Man,

A Brother Angel



My dear son Eukairos;

Your precious charge, in perfectly good faith, believes strongly in
bringing into captivity every thought to the obedience of Christ. His
devotion in trying to bring into captivity every thought to the obedience
of Christ is really quite impressive, but he is fundamentally confused
about what that means, and he is not the only one.

Mark would never say that you can reason your way into Heaven, but
he is trying to straighten out his worldview, and he thinks that
straightening out one's ideas is what this verse is talking about. And he
holds an assumption that if you're reasoning things out, or trying to
reason things out, you're probably on the right path.

Trying to reason things out does not really help as much as one might
think. Arius, the father of all heretics, was one of many to try to reason
things out; people who devise heresies often try harder to reason things
out than the Orthodox. And Mark has inherited a greatly overstated
emphasis on how important or helpful logical reasoning is.

Mark would be surprised to hear this; his natural question might be,
"If bringing into captivity every thought to the obedience of Christ is not
what you do when you straighten out your worldview, then what on earth
1s?

A little bit more of the text discusses unseen warfare and inner purity:
(For the weapons of our warfare are not carnal, but mighty through God
to the pulling down of strong holds;) Casting down imaginations, and
every high thing that exalteth itself against the knowledge of God, and
bringing into captivity every thought to the obedience of Christ; and
having in a readiness to revenge all disobedience, when your obedience is
fulfilled.

Men's thoughts are not just abstract reasoning; they are all sorts of
things, some entangled with sinful desire, that are around all the time to a
mind that has not learned hesychastic silence. Thoughts that need to be
taken captive include thoughts of money entangled with greed, thoughts
of imagined success entangled with pride, thoughts of wrongs suffered
entangled with anger, thoughts of food compounded with gluttony,
thoughts of desired persons compounded with lust, thoughts of imagined
future difficulties entangled with worry and doubt about the Lord's good
prov1dence Such thoughts as these need to be addressed, and not by
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spiritual warfare even if one's worldview condemns greed, pride, anger,
gluttony, lust, worry, and doubt.

Work with Mark. Guide him and strengthen him in the unseen
warfare that includes learning to cut off such thoughts as soon as
possible: a fire that is spreading through a house is hard to put out, and
what Mark needs to learn is to notice the smoke that goes before fire and
extinguish the smouldering that is beginning and not waiting for leaping
flames to make doomed efforts to fight it. Help him to see that his
thoughts are not only abstract ideas, and help him to be watchful, aware
of his inner state. Unseen warfare in thoughts is of inestimable
importance, and do what you can to help him see a smouldering smoke
when it has not become a raging fire, and to be watchful.

Do what you can to draw him to repeat the Jesus Prayer, to let it grow
to a rhythm in him. If the question is, "What should I start thinking when
I catch myself?", the answer is, "The Jesus prayer."

Keep working with Mark, and offer what support you can. And keep
him in your prayers.

With Deepest Affection,

Another Member of the Angel Choirs


http://cjshayward.com/jesus-prayer/
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Dear fellow-warrior, defender, and son Eukairos;

I wish to write to you concerning devils.

Mark has the wrong picture with a scientific worldview in which
temptations are more or less random events that occur as a side effect of
how the world works. Temptations are intelligently coordinated attacks
by devils. They are part of unseen warfare such as Mark faces, part of an
evil attack, but none the less on a leash. No man could be saved if the
devils could give trials and temptations as much as they wished, but the
devils are allowed to bring trials and temptations as much as God allows
for the strengthening, and the discipleship, of his servants.

Some street drugs are gateway drugs, and some temptations are
temptations to gateway sins. Gluttony, greed, and vanity are among the
"gateway sins", although it is the nature of a sin to give way to other sins
as well. Gluttony, for instance, opens the door to lust, and it is harder by
far to fight lust for a man whose belly is stuffed overfull. (A man who
would fare better fighting against lust would do well to eat less and fast
more.) In sin, and also in virtue, he who is faithful in little is faithful in
much, and he who is unfaithful in little is also unfaithful in much. You do
not need to give Mark what he expects now, help in some great, heroic act
of virtue. He needs your help in little, humble, everyday virtues,
obedience when obedience doesn't seem worth the bother.

The liturgy speaks of "the feeble audacity of the demons", and Mark
needs to know that that is true, and true specifically in his case. What
trials God allows are up to God, and the demons are an instrument in the
hand of a God who would use even the devils' rebellion to strengthen his
sons. The only way Mark can fall into the demons' hands is by yielding to
temptation: nothing can injure the man who does not injure himself. The
trials Mark faces are intended for his glory, and more basically for God's
glory in him—but God chooses glory for himself that glorifies his saints.
Doubtless this will conflict with Mark's plans and perceptions of what he
needs, but God knows better, and loves Mark better than to give Mark
everything he thinks he needs.

Do your best to strengthen Mark, especially as regards forgiveness to
those who have wronged him and in the whole science of unseen warfare.
Where he cannot see himself that events are led by an invisible hand, help

him to at least have faith, a faith that may someday be able to discern.
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in the Sermon on the Mount about providence are not for the inhabitants
of another, perfect world, but intended for him personally as well as
others. He has rough things he will have to deal with; help him to trust
that he receives providence at the hands of a merciful God who is ever
working all things to good for his children.

With Love as Your Fellow-Warrior and Mark's,

Your Fellow-Warrior in the War Unseen



My dear, watchful son Eukairos;

Mark has lost his job, and though he has food before him and a roof
over his head, he thinks God's providence has run short.

Yet in all of this, he is showing a sign of growth: even though he does
not believe God has provided, there is a deep peace, interrupted at times
by worry, and his practice of the virtues allows such peace to enter even
though he assumes that God can only provide through paychecks.

Work on him in this peace. Work on him in the joy of friendship. Even
if he does not realize that he has food for today and clothing for today,
and that this is the providence he is set to ask for, help him to enjoy what
he has, and give thanks to God for everything he has been given.

And hold him in your prayers.

As One Who Possesses Nothing,

One Who Receives All He Needs From God



My prayerful, prayerful Eukairos;

Prayer is what Mark needs now more than ever.

Prayer is the silent life of angels, and it is a feast men are bidden to
join. At the beginning it is words; in the middle it is desire; at the end it is
silence and love. For men it is the outflow of sacrament, and its full
depths are in the sacraments. There are said to be seven sacraments, but
what men of Mark's day do not grasp is that seven is the number of
perfection, and it would do as well to say that there are ten thousand
sacraments, all bearing God's grace.

Help Mark to pray. Pray to forgive others, pray for the well-being of
others, pray by being in silence before God. Help him to pray when he is
attacked by passion; help him to pray when he is tempted and when he
confesses in his heart that he has sinned: O Lord, forgive me for doing
this and help me to do better next time, for the glory of thy holy name
and for the salvation of my soul.

Work with Mark so that his life is a prayer, not only with the act-
prayer of receiving a sacrament, but so that looking at his neighbor with
chaste eyes he may pray out of the Lord's love. Work with Mark so that
ordinary activity and work are not an interruption to a life of prayer, but
simply a part of it. And where there is noise, help him to be straightened
out in silence through his prayer.

And if this is a journey of a thousand miles that Mark will never reach
on earth, bid him to take a step, and then a step more. For a man to take
one step into this journey is still something: the Thief crucified with
Christ could only take on step, and he took that one step, and now stands
before God in Paradise.

Ever draw Mark into deeper prayer.

With You Before God's Heart that Hears Prayers,

A Praying Angel



My dearly beloved, cherished, esteemed son; My holy angel who sees
the face of Christ God; My dear chorister who sings before the eteral
throne of God; My angel divine; My fellow-minister;

Your charge has passed through his apprenticeship successfully.

He went to church, and several gunmen entered. One of them pointed
a gun at a visitor, and Mark stepped in front of her. He was ordered to
move, and he stood firm. He wasn't thinking of being heroic; he wasn't
even thinking of showing due respect to a woman. He only thought
vaguely of appropriate treatment of a visitor and fear never deterred him
from this vague sense of appropriate care for a visitor.

And so death claimed him to its defeat. O Death, where is your sting?
O grave, where is your victory? Death claimed claimed saintly Mark to its
defeat.

Mark is no longer your charge.

It is my solemn, profound, and grave pleasure to now introduce you to
Mark, no longer as the charge under your care, but as a fellow-chorister
with angels who will eternally stand with you before the throne of God in
Heaven.

Go in peace.

Your Fellow-Minister,

78>'n - MIXAHA - MICHAEL - Who Is Like God?
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Animals

Can you pull out Leviathan with a hook,
or press his tongue down with a cord?
Can you put a rope in his nose,
or pierce his jaw with a hook?
Will he make many supplications to you?
Will he speak soft words to you?
Will he make a covenant with you?
Will he be your servant forever?
Will you play with him as with a bird?
Or will you put him on a rope for your maidens?
Will traders bargain for him?
Shall he be divided among the merchants?
Can you fill his skin with harpoons,
or his head with fishing spears?
Lay hands on him;
Think of the battle; you will not do it again!
Behold, the hope of a man is disappointed;
he is laid low even at the sight of him.
No one is so fierce as to dare to stir him up.
Who then is he who can stand before him?
Who can confront him and be safe?
Under the whole Heavens, who?
I will not keep silence concerning his limbs,
or his mighty strength, or his powerful frame.
Who can strip off his outer garment?
Who can penetrate his double coat of mail?
Who can open the doors of his face?
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His back is made of rows of shields,

shut up as tightly as with a seal.

One is so near to another

that no air can pass between them.

They are joined to one another;

they clasp each other and cannot be separated.
His sneezings flash forth light;

and his eyes are like the eyelids of the dawn.
Out of his mouth go flaming torches;

sparks of fire leap forth.

Out of his nostrils comes forth smoke,

as from a boiling pot and burning rushes.

In his neck abides strength,

and terror dances before him.

The folds of his flesh cleave together,

firmly cast upon him and immovable.

His heart is as hard as a stone,

as hard as the lower millstone.

When he raises himself up, the gods are afraid;
at the crashing they are beside themselves.
Though the sword reaches him, it does not avail;
nor spear, nor dart, nor javelin.

He counts iron as straw,

and bronze as rotted wood.

The arrow cannot make him flee;

for him slingstones are turned to rubble.

Clubs are counted as stubble;

he laughs at the rattle of javelins.

His underparts are like sharp potsherds;

he spreads himself like a threshing sledge on the mire.
He makes the deep boil like a pot;

he makes the sea like a pot of ointment.
Behind him he leaves a shining wake;

one would think the deep to be hoary.

Upon earth there is not his equal,

a creature without fear.

He beholds everything that is high;



he is king over all of the sons of pride. (Job 41)
Behold Behemoth, which I made with you;

he eats grass as an ox.

Look now; his strength is in his loins,

and his power is in the muscles of his belly.

He swings his tail like a cedar;

the sinews of his thighs are knit together.

His bones are like rods of bronze;

his limbs are like bars of iron.

He is the chief of the works of God;

his maker can approach him with the sword.

Surely the mountains bring forth food to him,

where all of the beasts of the field play.

He lies under the lotus trees;

the willows of the book surround him.

Behold, he drinks up a river and is not frightened;

he is confident though the Jordan rushes into his mouth.

Can a man take him with hooks,

or pierce his nose with a snare? (Job 40:15-24)

These words, lightly altered from the Revised Standard Version,
culminate a divine answer to Job out of the whirlwind: where was Job
when God laid the foundation of earth? The divine voice turns to the
foundations of the earth and the bounds of the sea, light and darkness,
rain and hail, the stars, and the lion, mountain goat, wild ox and ass,
ostrich, horse, and the hawk. The text is powerful even if translators
demurely use "tail" for what the Behemoth swings like a cedar.

On a more pedestrian level, I was reticent when some friends had told
me that they were going to be catsitting in their apartment and invited me
over. (They know I love cats and other animals.) What I thought to
explain later was that I proportionately outweigh a housecat by about as
much as a mammoth outweighs me (perhaps "rhinoceros" would have
been more appropriately modest than "mammoth"), and I try to let
animals choose the pace at which they decide I'm not a threat. (And the
cat has no way of knowing I don't eat cats.) As far as the environment to
meet goes, I didn't bring up "You never get a second chance to make a

first impression,” but humans are more forgiving than animals. Although
T Aidn't mention that T did mentinn the difference hetween comenne
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approaching you in a mailroom and someone following you in a less safe
place. All of which was to explain why I love animals but would be
cautious about approaching a cat in those circumstances and would play
any visit by ear. (I later explained how even if the cat is not sociable and
spends most of its visit hiding, they can still experience significant
success by returning the cat to his owner unharmed with any
unpleasantness quickly forgotten in the arms of his owner.)

As I write, I spent a lovely afternoon with those friends, and tried to
serve as a tour guide. What I realized as I was speaking to them was that I
was mixing the scientific with what was not scientific, not exactly by
saying things some scientists would disapprove like why eyeless cave fish
suggest a reason natural selection might work against the formation of
complex internal and external organs, but by something else altogether.

What is this something else? It is the point of this essay to try and
uncover that.

I wrote in Meat why I eat lots of beef but am wary of suffering caused
by cruel farming, and for that reason don't eat veal and go light on pork: I
believe it is legitimate to kill animals for food but not moral to raise them
under lifelong cruelty to make meat cheap. (Jesus was very poor by
American standards and rarely had the luxury of eating meat.) While I
hope you will bookmark Meat and consider trying to eat lower on the
animal cruelty scale, my reason for bringing this up is different. The
reason [ wrote Meat has to do with something older in my life than my
presently being delighted to find beef sausage and beef bacon, and trying
not to eat much more meat than I need. And I am really trying hard not to
repeat what I wrote before.

Thomas Aquinas is reported to have said that the one who does not
murder because "Do not murder" is so deep in his bones that he needs no
law to tell him not to murder, is greater than the theologian who can
derive that law from first principles. What I want to talk about is
simultaneously "deep in the bones" knowledge and something I would
like to discover, and it is paradoxically something I want to discover
because it is deep in my bones. And it is connected in my minds less to
meat than when one of my friends, having come with a large dog who was
extremely skittish around men, had a mix of both women and men over
to help her move into her apartment, and asked me and not any of the
women to take care of a dog she acknowledged was afraid of men. (I don't
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know why she did this; I don't think she thought about my being a man.)
At the beginning of half an hour, the dog was manifestly not happy at
being at the other end of a leash with me; at the end of the half hour the
dog had his head in my lap and was wagging his tail to meet the other
men as well as women.

Part of this was knowledge in the pure Enlightenment sense about
stretching an animal's comfort zone without pushing it into panic—a
large part, in fact. But another part is that while I don't believe that
animals are people, I try to understand animals and relate to them the
same way I understand and relate to people. Maybe I can't discuss
philosophy with a rabbit, and maybe a little bit of knowledge science-wise
helps about minimizing intimidation to a creature whose main emotion is
fear.

But that's not all.

After I ended the phone conversation where I explained why I was
wary of terrifying what might be an already afraid cat, I realized
something. I had just completed a paper for a feminist theology class
which criticized historical scholarship that looked at giants of the past as
behaving strangely and inexplicably, and I tried to explain why their
behavior was neither strange nor inexplicable. I suggested that historical
sources need to be understood as human and said that if you don't
understand why someone would write what you're reading, that's
probably a sign there's something you don't understand. Most of the
length of my paper went into trying to help the reader see where the
sources were coming from and see why their words were human, and
neither strange nor inexplicable. What I realized after the phone
conversation was that I had given the exact same kind of argument for
why I was hesitant to introduce myself to the cat: I later called and
suggested that the cat spend his first fifteen minutes in the new
apartment with his owner petting him. I never said that the cat was
human, and unlike some cat owners I would never say that the cat was
equal to a human, but even if I will never meet that cat, my approach to
dealing with the cat meet him is not cut off from my approach to dealing
with people. And in that regard I'm not anywhere near a perfect Merlin
(incidentally, a merlin is a kind of hawk, the last majestic creature we
encounter before the proud Behemoth and Leviathan, and it does not
seem strange to me that a lot of Druids have hawk in their name, nor do I



think the name grandiose), but Merlin appears in characters' speculation
in C.S. Lewis's That Hideous Strength as someone who achieves certain
effects, not by external spells, but by who he is and how he relates to
nature. That has an existentialist ring I'd like to exorcise, but if I can get
by with saying that I feel no need to meditate in front of a tree and repeat
a mantra of "I see the tree. The tree sees me," nor do I spend much of any
time trying to "Get in touch with nature..." then after those clarifications I
think I can explain why something of Lewis's portrayal of Merlin
resonates. (And I don't think it's the most terribly helpful approach to
talk about later "accretions"” and try to understand Arthurian legend
through archaeological reconstruction of 6th century Britain; that's
almost as bad as asking astronomy to be more authentic by only using the
kind of telescopes Galileo could use.) It is not the scientific knowledge I
can recite that enables me to relate to animals well, but by what is in my
bones: a matter of who I am even before woolgathering about "Who am
2"

This has little to do with owning pets; I do not know that I would have
a pet whether or not my apartment would allow them, and have not gone
trotting out for a cat fix even though one is available next door. It's not a
matter of having moral compunctions about meat, although it fed into my
acquiring such compunctions a few years ago. It's not about houseplants
either; my apartment allows houseplants but I have not gone to the
trouble of buying one. Nor is it a matter of learning biology; physics,
math, and computer science were pivotally important to me, but not only
was learning biology never a priority for my leisure time, but I am rather
distressed that when people want to understand nature they inevitably
grab for a popular book on biology. When people try to understand other
people, do they ask for CT scan of the other person's brain? Or do they
recognize that there is something besides biological and medical theories
that can lend insight into people and other creatures?

The fact that we do not try to relate to people primarily through
medicine suggests a way we might relate to other animals besides science:
trying to relate to nature by understanding science is asking an I-It tree to
bear I-Thou fruit. (If you are unfamiliar with Martin Buber's I and Thou,
it would also be comparable to asking a stone to lay an egg.)

I'm not going to be graphic, but I would like to talk about dissection.
Different people respond differently to different arcumstances and I
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also know that dissection is not a big deal for some people, as I know that
the hunters I know are among the kindest people I've met. Still I wish to
make some remarks.

The first thing is that there is an emotional reaction you people need
to suppress. Perhaps some adults almost reminisce about that part of
their education as greatly dreaded but almost disappointing in its lack of
psychological trauma. And I may be somewhat sensitive. But there's
something going on in that experience, stronger for some people and
weaker in others. It's one learning experience among others and what is
learned is significant.

But is it really one learning experience among others?

Again without being graphic, dissection could have been used as a
bigger example in C.S. Lewis's The Abolition of Man, a book I strongly
reccommend. It finds a red flag in the dissection room, if mentioned only
briefly—a red flag that something of our humanity is being lost.

To be slightly more graphic, one subtle cue was that in my biology
classroom, there were plenty of gloves to begin with, then as the
dissections progressed, only one glove per person, then no gloves at all—
at a school for the financially gifted. And, to note something less subtle,
the animals were arranged in a very specific order. You could call the
progression, if you wanted to, the simplest and least technical to properly
dissect, up to a last analysis which called for distinctly more technical
skill. Someone more suspicious might point out how surprisingly the list
of animals coincides with what a psychologist would choose in order to
desensitize appropriately sensitive children. I really don't think I'm being
too emotional by calling this order a progression from what you'd want to
step on to what some people would want to cuddle. I don't remember the
Latin names I memorized to make sense of what I was looking at. What it
did to my manhood, or if you prefer humanity, is lasting, or at least
remembered. Perhaps my sensibilities might have needed to be
coarsened, but it is with no great pride that I remember forcing myself in
bravado to dissect without gloves even when everybody else was wearing
them. Perhaps I crossed that line so early because there were other lines
that had already been crossed in me. And perhaps I am not simply being
delicate, but voicing a process that happened for other people too.

If the question is, "What do we need in dealing with animals?", one
answer might be, "What dissection makes children kill." I'm not talking
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about the animals, mind you; with the exception of one earthworm, I
never Kkilled a specimen. Perhaps the memories would be more noxious if
I had, but all my specimens were pre-killed and I was not asked to do
that. But even with pre-killed specimens I was, in melodramatic terms,
ordered to kill something of my humanity. I do not mean specifically that
I experienced unpleasant emotions; I've had a rougher time with many
things I can remember with no regrets. What I mean is that any emotions
were a red flag that something of an appropriate way of relating to
animals was being cut up with every unwanted touch of the scalpel. It's
not just animals that are dismantled in the experience.

When I wrote my second novel, I wrote to convey medieval culture
(perhaps Firestorm 2034 would have been better if I focused more on,
say, telling a story), and one thing I realized was that I would have an
easier time conveying medieval culture if I showed its contact, in a sense
its dismantling, with a science fiction setting, although I could have used
the present day: I tried not to stray too far from the present day U.S.
There is something that is exposed in contact with something very
different. It applies in a story about a medieval wreaking havoc in a
science fiction near future. It also applies in the dissection room.
Harmony with nature, or animals, may not be seen in meditating in a
forest. Or at least not as clearly as when we are fighting harmony with
animals as we go along with an educator's requests to [graphic
description deleted].

Let me return to the account from which I took words about a
Leviathan and a Behemoth whose tail swings like a cedar. This seemingly
mythological account—if you do not know how Hebrew poetry operates,
or that a related languages calls the hippopotamus pehemoth instead of
using the Greek for "river horse" as we do—is better understood if you
know what leads up to it. A stricken Job, slandered before God as only
serving God as a mercenary, cries out to him in anguish and is met by
comforters who tell him he is being punished justly. The drama is more
complex than that, but God save me from such comforters in my hour of
need. The only thing he did not rebuke the comforters for was sitting with
Job in silence for a week because they saw his anguish was so great.

Job said, "But I would speak to the Almighty, and I desire to argue my
case with God." (Job 13:3) And, after heated long-winded dialogue, we
read (Job 38-39, RSV):
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Then the Lord answered Job out of the whirlwind:
"Who is this that darkens counsel by words without knowledge?
Gird up your loins like a man,

I will question you, and you shall declare to me.
Where were you when I laid the foundation of the earth?
Tell me, if you have understanding.

Who determined its measurements—surely you know!
Or who stretched the line upon it?

On what were its bases sunk,

or who laid its cornerstone,

when the morning stars sang together,

and all the sons of God shouted for joy?

Or who shut in the sea with doors,

when it burst forth from the womb;

when I made clouds its garment,

and thick darkness its swaddling band,

and prescribed bounds for it,

and set bars and doors,

and said, "Thus far shall you come, and no farther,
and here shall your proud waves be stayed'?

Have you commanded the morning since your days began,
and caused the dawn to know its place,

that it might take hold of the skirts of the earth,
and the wicked be shaken out of it?

It is changed like clay under the seal,

and it is dyed like a garment.

From the wicked their light is withheld,

and their uplifted arm is broken.

Have you entered into the springs of the sea,

or walked in the recesses of the deep?

Have the gates of death been revealed to you,

or have you seen the gates of deep darkness?

Have you comprehended the expanse of the earth?
Declare, if you know all this.

Where is the way to the dwelling of light,

and where is the place of darkness,

that you may take it to its territory

A Hhat crass smmaxr Aidnnnns HhAa smatha A 354 KA A9



dllu uldl you llidy UIdSCCLLL UIC pPpaduld LU 1w 11ULLIC
You know, for you were born then,

and the number of your days is great!

Have you entered the storehouses of the snow,

or have you seen the storehouses of the hail,
which I have reserved for the time of trouble,

for the day of battle and war?

What is the way to the place where the light is distributed,
or where the east wind is scattered upon the earth?
Who has cleft a channel for the torrents of rain,
and a way for the thunderbolt,

to bring rain on a land where no man is,

on the desert in which there is no man;

to satisfy the waste and desolate land,

and to make the ground put forth grass?

Has the rain a father,

or who has begotten the drops of dew?

From whose womb did the ice come forth,

and who has given birth to the hoarfrost of heaven?
The waters become hard like stone,

and the face of the deep is frozen.

Can you bind the chains of the Plei'ades,

or loose the cords of Orion?

Can you lead forth the Maz'zaroth in their season,
or can you guide the Bear with its children?

Do you know the ordinances of the heavens?

Can you establish their rule on the earth?

Can you lift up your voice to the clouds,

that a flood of waters may cover you?

Can you send forth lightnings, that they may go
and say to you, “Here we are'?

Who has put wisdom in the clouds,

or given understanding to the mists?

Who can number the clouds by wisdom?

Or who can tilt the waterskins of the heavens,
when the dust runs into a mass

and the clods cleave fast together?

Can you hunt the prey for the lion,



or satisfy the appetite of the young lions,

when they crouch in their dens,

or lie in wait in their covert?

Who provides for the raven its prey,

when its young ones cry to God,

and wander about for lack of food?

Do you know when the mountain goats bring forth?
Do you observe the calving of the hinds?

Can you number the months that they fulfil,

and do you know the time when they bring forth,
when they crouch, bring forth their offspring,

and are delivered of their young?

Their young ones become strong, they grow up in the open;
they go forth, and do not return to them.

Who has let the wild ass go free?

Who has loosed the bonds of the swift ass,

to whom I have given the steppe for his home,

and the salt land for his dwelling place?

He scorns the tumult of the city;

he hears not the shouts of the driver.

He ranges the mountains as his pasture,

and he searches after every green thing.

Is the wild ox willing to serve you?

Will he spend the night at your crib?

Can you bind him in the furrow with ropes,

or will he harrow the valleys after you?

Will you depend on him because his strength is great,
and will you leave to him your labor?

Do you have faith in him that he will return,

and bring your grain to your threshing floor?

The wings of the ostrich wave proudly;

but are they the pinions and plumage of love?

For she leaves her eggs to the earth,

and lets them be warmed on the ground,

forgetting that a foot may crush them,

and that the wild beast may trample them.

She deals cruelly with her young, as if they were not hers;
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because God has made her forget wisdom,

and given her no share in understanding.

When she rouses herself to flee,

she laughs at the horse and his rider.

Do you give the horse his might?

Do you clothe his neck with strength?

Do you make him leap like the locust?

His majestic snorting is terrible.

He paws in the valley, and exults in his strength;
he goes out to meet the weapons.

He laughs at fear, and is not dismayed;

he does not turn back from the sword.

Upon him rattle the quiver,

the flashing spear and the javelin.

With fierceness and rage he swallows the ground;
he cannot stand still at the sound of the trumpet.
When the trumpet sounds, he says “Aha!'

He smells the battle from afar,

the thunder of the captains, and the shouting.

Is it by your wisdom that the hawk soars,

and spreads his wings toward the south?

Is it at your command that the eagle mounts up
and makes his nest on high?

On the rock he dwells and makes his home

in the fastness of the rocky crag.

Thence he spies out the prey; his eyes behold it afar off.
[closing gruesome image deleted]

Then Job says some very humble and humbled words. Then the Lord
gives his coup de grace, a demand to show strength like God that
culminates with words about the Leviathan and Behemoth. Job answers
"... Therefore I have uttered what I did not understand, things too
wonderful for me, which I did not know... I had heard of thee by hearing
of the ear, but now my eye sees thee." (Job 42:3,5, RSV)

Did God blast Job like a soup cracker?

Absolutely, but if that is all you have to say about the text, you've
missed the text.



There's something about Job's "comforters" defending a sanitized
religion too brittle to come to terms with un-sanitized experience and un-
sanitized humanity; Job cares enough about God to show his anger, and
though he is never given the chance to plead his case before God, he
meets God: he is not given what he asks for, but what he needs.

There's a lot of good theology about God giving us what we need, but
without exploring that in detail, I would point out that the Almighty
shows himself Almighty through his Creation, quite often through
animals. There may be reference to rank on rank of angels named as all
the sons of God shouting for joy (Job 38:7), but man is curiously absent
from the list of majestic works; the closest reference to human splendor is
"When [Leviathan] raises himself up the gods are afraid; at the crashing
they are beside themselves" (Job 41:25). The RSV thoughtfully replaces
"gods" with "mighty" in the text, relegating "gods" to a footnote—perhaps
out of concern for readers who mihgt be disturbed by the Old and New
Testament practice of occasionally referring to humans as gods, here in
order to to emphasize that even the mightiest or warriors are terrified by
the Leviathan.

This is some of the Old Testament poetry at its finest, written by the
Shakespeare of the Old Testament, and as Hebrew poetry it lays heavy
emphasis on one the most terrifying creature the author knew of, the
crocodile, a terrifying enough beast that Crocodile Dundee demonstrates
his manhood to the audience by killing a crocodile—and the film
successfully competes head-to-head against fantasy movies that leave
nothing to the imagination for a viewer who wants to see a fire-breathing
dragon.

Let me move on to a subtle point made in Macintyre's Dependent
Rational Animals: Why Human Beings Need the Virtues. While the main
emphasis of the work is that dependence is neither alien to being human
nor something that makes us somehow less than human, he alludes to the
classical definition of man as "rational mortal animal" and makes a subtle
point.

Up until a few centuries ago the term "animal" could be used in a
sense that either included or excluded humans. While both senses
coexisted, there was not a sense that calling a person an animal was
degrading any more than it was degrading to mention that we have
bodies. Now calling someone an animal is either a way of declaring that
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man for boorish qualities, or else an evolutionary biologist's way of
insisting that we are simply one animal species among others, in neo-
Darwinist fashion enjoying no special privilege. But Aristotle meant none
of these when he recognized we are animals.

To be human is to be both spirit and beast, and not only is there not
shame in that we have bodies that need food and drink like other
animals, but there is also not shame in a great many other things: We
perceive the world and think through our bodies, which is to say as
animals. We communicate to other people through our bodies, which is
to say as animals. Were we not animals the Eucharist would be
impossible for Christians to receive. We are also spirit, and our spirit is a
much graver matter than our status as animals, including in Holy
Communion; our spirit is to be our center of gravity, and our resurrection
body is to be transformed to be spiritual. But the ultimate Christian hope
of bodily resurrection at the Lord's return is a hope that as spiritual
animals we will be transfigured and stand before God as the crowning
jewel of bodily creation. The meaning of our animal nature will be
changed and profoundly transformed, but never destroyed. Nor should
we hope to be released from being animals. To approach Christianity in
the hope that it will save us from our animal natures—being animals—is
the same kind of mistake as a child who understandably hopes that
growing up means being in complete control of one's surroundings.
Adulthood and Christianity both bring many benefits, but that is not the
kind of benefit Christianity provides (or adulthood).

If that is the case, then perhaps there is nothing terribly provocative
about my trying to understand other animals the way I understand other
people. Granted, the understanding cannot run as deep because no other
animal besides man is as deep as man and some would have it that man is
the ornament of both visible and spiritual creation, Christ having become
man and honored animal man in an honor shared by no angel. The old
theology as man as microcosm, shared perhaps with non-Christian
sources, sees us as the encapsulation of the entire created order. Does this
mean that there are miniature stars in our kidneys? It is somewhat beside
the point to underscore that every carbon nucleus in your body is a relic
of a star. A more apropos response would be that to be human is to be
both spirit and matter, to share life with the plants and the motion of
animals, and that it is impossible to be this microcosm without being an



animal. God has honored the angels with a spiritual and non-bodily
creation, but that is not the only honor to be had.
In my homily Two Decisive Moments, I said,

In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost.
Amen.

There is a classic Monty Python "game show": the moderator asks
one of the contestants the second question: "In what year did
Coventry City last win the English Cup?"” The contestant looks at him
with a blank stare, and then he opens the question up to the other
contestants: "Anyone? In what year did Coventry City last win the
English Cup?" And there is dead silence, until the moderator says,
"Now, I'm not surprised that none of you got that. It is in fact a trick
question. Coventry City has never won the English Cup."

I'd like to dig into another trick question: "When was the world
created: 13.7 billion years ago, or about six thousand years ago?" The
answer in fact is "Neither," but it takes some explaining to get to the
point of realizing that the world was created 3:00 PM, March 25, 28
AD.

Adam fell and dragged down the whole realm of nature. God had
and has every authority to repudiate Adam, to destroy him, but in
fact God did something different. He called Noah, Abraham, Moses,
and Elijah, and in the fullness of time he didn't just call a prophet; he
sent his Son to become a prophet and more.

It's possible to say something that means more than you realize.
Caiaphas, the high priest, did this when he said, "It is better that one
man be killed than that the whole nation perish." (John 11:50) This
also happened when Pilate sent Christ out, flogged, clothed in a
purple robe, and said, "Behold the man!"

What does this mean? It means more than Pilate could have
possibly dreamed of, and "Adam" means "man": Behold the man!
Behold Adam, but not the Adam who sinned against God and
dragged down the Creation in his rebellion, but the second Adam,
the new Adam, the last Adam, who obeyed God and exalted the
whole Creation in his rising. Behold the man, Adam as he was
meant to be. Behold the New Adam who is even now transforming
the Old Adam'’s failure into glory!
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Behold the man! Behold the first-born of the dead. Behold, as in
the icon of the Resurrection, the man who descends to reach Adam
and Eve and raise them up in his ascent. Behold the man who will
enter the realm of the dead and forever crush death's power to keep
people down.

Behold the man and behold the firstborn of many brothers! You
may know the great chapter on faith, chapter 11 of the book of
Hebrews, and it is with good reason one of the most-loved chapters
in the Bible, but it is not the only thing in Hebrews. The book of
Hebrews looks at things people were caught up in, from the glory of
angels to sacrifices and the Mosaic Law, and underscores how much
more the Son excels above them. A little before the passage we read
above, we see, "To which of the angels did he ever say, 'You are my
son; today I have begotten you'?" (Hebrews 1:5) And yet in John's
prologue we read, "To those who received him and believed in his
name, he gave the authority to become the children of God." (John
1:9) We also read today, "To which of the angels did he ever say, 'Sit
at my right hand until I have made your enemies a footstool under
your feet?'" (Hebrews 1:13) And yet Paul encourages us: "The God of
peace will shortly crush Satan under your feet," (Romans 16:20) and
elsewhere asks bickering Christians, "Do you not know that we will
judge angels?" (I Corinthians 6:3) Behold the man! Behold the
firstborn of many brothers, the Son of God who became a man so
that men might become the Sons of God. Behold the One who
became what we are that we might by grace become what he is.
Behold the supreme exemplar of what it means to be Christian.

Behold the man and behold the first-born of all Creation,
through whom and by whom all things were made! Behold the
Uncreated Son of God who has entered the Creation and forever
transformed what it means to be a creature! Behold the Saviour of
the whole Creation, the Victor who will return to Heaven bearing as
trophies not merely his transfigured saints but the whole Creation!
Behold the One by whom and through whom all things were
created! Behold the man!

Pontius Pilate spoke words that were deeper than he could have
possibly imagined. And Christ continued walking the fateful
journey before him, continued walking to the place of the Skull,



Golgotha, and finally struggled to breathe, his arms stretched out as
far as love would go, and barely gasped out, "It is finished."

Then and there, the entire work of Creation, which we read about
from Genesis onwards, was complete. There and no other place the
world was created, at 3:00 PM, March 25, 28 AD. Then the world
was created.

To the Orthodox, at least in better moments, Christ is not just our
perfect image of what it means to be God. He is also the definition of what
it means to be Christian and what it ultimately means to be man.

Can we understand this and deny that Christ is an animal?



Apprentice gods

. This life is an apprenticeship. You do not understand its purpose
until you understand that we are created to be apprentice gods.

. Itis said, a man knows the meaning of life when he plants a tree
knowing he will never live to sit in its shade. Truer is to say that a
man knows the meaning of life when he plants a tree not seeing how
he will ever this side of Heaven sit in its shade.

. You do not understand life in the womb until you understand what is
after the womb. For some actions in the womb bear fruit in the
womb, but suckling and kicking are made to strengthen muscles for
nursing and walking, and nursing a preparation for the solid food of
men.

. You shall surely die: such Adam and Eve were warned, such Adam
and Eve were cursed, and such the saints are blessed. For death itself
is made an entryway for life. But we can only repent in this life: after
this life our eternal choice of Life or Death is sealed.

. Do not despise moral, that is to say eternal, victories. Have you
labored to do something great, only to find it all undone? Take
courage. God is working with you to wreak triumph. From his eternal
providence he is working, if you will be his co-worker, in synergy, to
make with you something greater than you could possibly imagine, a
treasure in Heaven which you never could imagine to be able to
covet.

. The purpose of life may be called as an apprenticeship to become
divine. The divine became man that man might become divine. The
Scriptures oft speak of the sons of God, and of men's participation in
the nature divine. This divinisation begins on earth and reaches its
full stature, when the Church triumphant and whole becomes the
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Church of saints who have become what in God they were trying to
become. And we are summoned to that door.

Were sportsmanship to be found only in a foreign culture, we would
find it exotic. Play your best, seek to win a well-played game, but
have dispassion enough to be graceful in winning and losing alike.
But one of its hidden gems is that most often a team that has to win
will be defeated by a team that only tries to give it their best.

. But sportsmanship is not just for sports. Hard times are encroaching

and are already here: but we are summoned, not to win, but to play
our best. Hence St. Paul, at the end of a life of as much earthly
triumph as any saints, spoke as a true sportsman: he said not, "I have
triumphed," but that he had been faithful: I have fought a good fight,
I have finished my [race]course, I have kept the faith. This from a
saint who enjoyed greater earthly accomplishments than his very
Lord.

It is said that there are three ranks among the disciples: slaves who
obey God out of fear, hirelings who obey God out of the desire for
reward, and sons who obey God out of love. It has also been said that
we owe more to Hell than to Heaven, for more people come to the
truth from fear of Hell than the desire for the rewards in Heaven. But
if you want a way out of Hell, seek to desire the incomparably greater
reward in Heaven; if you seek reward in Heaven, come to obey God
out of love, for love of God transcends even rewards in Heaven.

It is said, Doth thou love life? Then do not waste time, for time is the
stuff life's made of. It might be said, Seekest thou to love? Then do
not shun ascesis and discipleship, for they are the stuff love is made
of. Or they a refining fire that purges all that is not silver and gold.
Our deifying apprenticeship takes place through ascesis and being
disciples.

Two thoughts are to be banished: I am a saint, and I shall be
damned. Instead think these two thoughts: I am a great sinner, and
God is merciful. Because strait is the gate, and narrow is the way,
which leadeth unto life, and few there be that find it. You have not
met Christ's dread judgment throne yet: seek each day to pursue
more righteousness.

The sum of our status as apprentice gods is this: Love men as made
in the image of God, and work in time as the womb of eternity. Fulfill
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your apprenticeship with discipleship as best you are able. And
follow God's lead in the great Dance, cooperating in synergy with his

will. And know that lo, I am with you alway, even unto the end of the
world. Amen.
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Apps and Mobile
Websites for the
Orthodox Christian
Smartphone and
Tablet: Best iPhone,
iPad, Droid,
Samsung, Android,
Kindle, and
Blackberry Mobile
Websites and Apps

Apps that are directly useful
for ascesis

There are not many apps formally labeled as Orthodox
Christian, but there are some apps and mobile websites that can be



used in the pursuit of the spiritual discipline of ascesis. Among these apps
are:

Ancient Faith Radio (iPhone and iPad, Droid, Samsung, and Android,
Blaekberry)

The value of this app goes more or less without saying, but there
1s one caveat.

I visited a monastery whose rules included not playing recorded
music, and I saw outside the nave an old man, with headphones on,
listening to Byzantine chant, moving to its beat and off in his own
world.

It struck me, if anything, as an act beneath the dignity of an old
man. Being off in your own world is not good for anyone, but there
are some things tolerated in youth that are just sad in a mature adult.
And as best I can surmise the rule was not a rule against certain
types of prohibited music (though acid rock would be a worse
violation), but using technology to be off in your own world in the
first place. And it is because of this that I rarely listen to recorded
liturgical music: it is easily available, but there is something about it
that is simply wrong. (And this is not just a matter of how digital
music sounds to someone with perfect pitch.)

I know of nothing better in terms of Orthodox Internet radio than
Ancient Faith Radio, and really have very little if anything to say how
Ancient Faith Radio could better do the job of a radio station (or, as
the case may be, two stations providing access to lectures, sacred
liturgical chant, and access to past broadcasts). But I have some
reservations about why Orthodox need to be doing the job of a radio
station—as, for that matter, I have a cautious view of my own
website. The ironically titled The Luddite's Guide to Technology lays
out the attitude where a radio station with crisply rendered sacred
song available on one's iPhone or Android should be used that much.

cjshayward.com/psalms/?mode=mobile (bookmark for iPhone, iPad,
Droid, Samsung, Android, Kindle, and Blackberry; tablet users may
prefer cjshayward.com/psalms/)

The Psalter is the greatest prayerbook of the Orthodox Church.
This page selects a Psalm at random, until you click a link and it

provides another Psalm at random. They seem to be helpful, chiefly
hecance the Paalter ic helnfnl
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CJSHayward.mobi (bookmark for iPhone, iPad, Droid, Samsung,
Android, Kindle, and Blackberry; tablet users may prefer
cjshayward.com)

I hate to hawk my own wares, but I've put quite a lot into the two
sites linked above, and perhaps reading them may be of some use.

cjshayward.com/clock/phone.cgi (bookmark for iPhone, iPad, Droid,
Samsung, Android, Kindle, and Blackberry, both phone and tablets)

This is a jumping point to your local liturgical day's readings from
Scripture, saints' lives, and troparia/kontakia. It is intended to follow
your local liturgical day, from sunset to sunset, which is why it asks
what city you are nearest to. It offers a choice of Old Calendar or New
Calendar, although the Old Calendar has room to improve in terms
of dates relative to Pascha. It is a jumping off point to the real OCA
trove of readings, saint's lives, and troparia; much more than the
lion's share of the value is in the OCA feasts and saints to which this
provides a jumping off point.

Evernote (iPhone and iPad, Droid, Samsung, and Android,
Blackberry, and desktop computers)

Evernote (iPhone and iPad users may consider Instapaper) offers
the possibility of a library of texts to pray. Of course it can be many
other things besides a library of prayers, but you can store morning
and evening prayers, preparation for Communion, and a wealth of
Akathists. There is much more that they can be used for, but I've
found it well worth my time to type up liturgical prayers and have the
text available for prayer later.

Your smartphone's built-in note-taking application, or Momento for
iPhone or iPad (with many diary applications for Droid, Samsung, and
Android, and perhaps other offerings for other devices.

Some monks in the ancient world kept a notebook, and
something to write with, by their belts. They would stop at intervals
to write down their thoughts: not brilliant ideas to think about, but
take moral stock of where they were and how they were doing.

Such a practice was not mandatory in the ancient world and to
my knowledge no one requires it now. However, since I started doing
it, I have besides some very stupid struggles come to a higher level of
awareness, of nipsis, of how much goes on in my head and heart that
is simply silly.



http://CJSHayward.mobi
http://cjshayward.com/
http://cjshayward.com/clock/phone.cgi
http://itunes.apple.com/us/app/evernote/id281796108?mt=8
https://play.google.com/store/apps/details?id=com.evernote&hl=en
http://evernote.com/evernote/
http://www.instapaper.com/
http://orthodoxwiki.org/Akathist
http://www.momentoapp.com/
http://www.androidzoom.com/android_applications/diary

If you do this, it would be better to have an application that stores
your information locally in your smartphone instead of uploading it
to the cloud where others may more easily find it. That is why I don't
recommend Evernote for this purpose; it is a very attractive app in
many ways, but not as strong on privacy as your smartphone's built-
in note taker or a diary app.

The Kindle app for iPhone, iPod Touch, Droid, Samsung, Android,
and Blackberry (not to mention PC's)

I wouldn't want to denigrate paperback books, but you can buy
some of the greatest classics on Kindle: the Orthodox Study Bible (an
edition I discussed in my Orthodox Bookshelf), the Philokalia, and
My Orthodox Prayer Book. Plenty of lesser works are available too:
see my own Kindle offerings at cjshayward.com.

The icon library at IconLibrary.mobi.

While preparing to write this, there was one thing I looked for but
couldn't find: an icon library, or at least an icon library that features
Christ, the Theotokos, and the saints and angels instead of just

featuring angels. So I created IconLibrary.mobi. It's better than
nothing.
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Apps that are generally useful

G.K. Chesterton said, "There is more simplicity in the man who eats
caviar on impulse than the man who eats granola on principle." And there
is more Orthodoxy in just using an iPhone as a tool for being human than
going to the app store and looking for apps endorsed as religious.

Do a Google search for best iPhone apps, for instance, and you will
find a wealth of app recommendations. And many of these can work as a
support for an Orthodox life of ascesis: Orthodoxy did not invent the pot,
the belt, or the hammer, and yet all of these can have a place. Not,
perhaps, the same place as a book of prayers, but a legitimate place.
Secular tools and activities are holy when they are used by a life out of
ascesis. And there are some excellent apps; among them I would name
PocketMoney, a personal finance tool; mSecure, a password manager;
Things, a to-do list; GPS MotionX Drive, a navigation tool;
Flashlight, which lets you use the LED as a flashlight; and the main
Google app, a search app optimized for the web by the company that
defined search. All of these have their place.

But there are many apps on those lists that are unhelpful. Games and
entertainment apps are meant to kill time, which is to say that they are
meant to provide a convenient alternative to the spiritual discipline that
tolds monks, "Your cell [room] will teach you everything you need to
know." And I suggest asking, in considering an app, "Does this support
ascesis?" A to-do list helps with nuts and bolts of a disciplined life. An
app to show a stream of new and different restaurants feeds gluttony. It is
fine for Orthodox Christians to use apps that are not branded as
Orthodox or ascetical, but the question "Does this support ascetical
living?" (which is in no way a smartphone-centric question, but a basic
question of Orthodox life, to be settled with one's priest or spiritual father
perhaps), applies here.
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A closing note: When do you
call 9-1-1 (or 9-9-9)?

There is a good case to be made that the most important number for
you to be able to call on any phone is 9-1-1. However, this does not mean
that your first stop in dealing with boredom is to call 9-1-1 to just chat
with someone. It may be the most important number for you to be able to
call—and the only number that may save your life—but using 9-1-1 rightly
means using it rarely.

I would not speak with quite equal force about smartphones, but I
would say that if you really want to know how to use your smartphone in
a way that supports Orthodox spiritual discipline, the biggest answer is
not to use one more app or one more mobile website. It is to use your
phone less, to visit people face to face instead of talking and texting, and
to use apps a little more like you use 9-1-1: to get a specific task
accomplished.

And this is without looking at the problem of an intravenous drip of
noise. The iPhone and Android's marketing proposition is to deliver noise
as an anaesthetic to boredom. And Orthodox use of the iPhone is not to
deliver noise: all of us, with or without iPhones or Android devices, are to
cultivate the ascesis of silence, and not make ourselves dependent on
noise. And it is all too easy with these smartphones; they are designed so
that it is too easy.

The Fathers did not say "You cannot kill time without injuring
eternity," but on this point they could have. Killing time is the opposite of
the ascesis of being present, of being attentive of the here and now that
God has given us, and not the here and now that we wish to be in or the
here and now we hope to get to. Contentment and gratitude are for here
now, not what we imagine as better conditions. We are well advised to
live astemeniouslv. and that is where the best use of iPhone and Android
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smartphones and tablets comes from
Smartphones have many legitimate uses, but don't look to
them for, in modern terms, a mood management tool.



Archdruid of
Canterbury Visits
Orthodox Patriarch

The Archdruid of Canterbury appeared as head of a delegation to His
All Holiness THOMAS, Patriarch of Xanadu.

The Archdruid bore solemn greetings and ecumenical best wishes. He
presented gifts, including an oak and holly icon, portraying St. Francis of
Assisi as the pioneer of "I-Thou" existentialism. The icon was "not made
by hands" ("all done by paw," in the memorable words of Paddington
Bear).

The Druidic leader spoke of the Orthodox Church with the most
solemn reverence. "The Orthodox Church is not only Oriental and exotic,
but has the most hauntingly beautiful liturgy achieves has what we are
trying to engineer in our liturgical reform, and the Orthodox Church
would make the perfect partner for the most dynamic and progressive
forces that keep the C of E a living spiritual power in this world. St. Alban
and St. Sergius are Anglican saints, but they are first and foremost
Orthodox saints, and are only Anglican saints because they are Orthodox
saints. I have personally blended the most excellent traditions of Druidic
Bard and occupant of the See of Canterbury. We would be most deeply
honoured if the existing profound (if invisible) bond uniting Orthodox,
Anglican, and Druid were made explicit."

After the Druid spoke for an hour, he paused in thought a moment,
turned to His All Holiness THOMAS and said, "But I fear I have done too
much talking, while you have said nothing. Isn't there anything you'd like
to say? Don't you have questions we could speak to?"

ThAa Datrianah anssalhAad Aak 138 AllAasnnan A a vmmamrnnnnt anmnAd hacan +-A
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squirm. "Have you considered pursuing ecumenical relations with the
African majority in your own communion? I've dealt with some of them
and they're really quite solid people, with good heads on their shoulders."

The Archdruid made no reply.



W

The Arena

We stand in an arena, the great coliseum. For it is the apostles who
were sent forth last, as if men condemned to die, made a spectacle
unto the world, to angels and men.

. St. Job was made like unto a champion waging war against Satan, on

God's behalf. He lost everything and remained God-fearing, standing
as the saint who vindicated God.

. But all the saints vindicate God.
. We are told as we read the trials in the Book of Job that Satan stands

slandering God's saints day and night and said God had no saint
worthy of temptation. And the Lord God Almighty allowed Satan to
tempt St. Job.

. We are told this, but in the end of the Scripture, even when St. Job's

losses are repaid double, St. Job never hears. He never knows that he
stands in the cosmic coliseum, as a champion on God's behalf. Never
on earth does St. Job know the reason for the catastrophes that befell
him.

St. Job, buffeted and bewildered, could see no rhyme or reason in
what befell him. Yet even the plagues of Satan were woven into the
plans of the Lord God who never once stopped working all things to
good for this saint, and to the saint who remained faithful, the
plagues of Satan are woven into the diadem of royal priesthood
crowning God's saints.

Everything that comes to us is either a blessing from God or a
temptation which God has allowed for our strengthening. The
plagues by which Satan visited St. Job are the very means themselves
by which God glorified his faithful saint.

. Do not look for God in some other set of circumstances. Look for him
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in the very circumstances you are in. If you look at some of your
circumstances and say, "God could not have allowed that!", you are
not rightly accepting the Lord's work in the circumstances he has
chosen to work his glory.

. You are in the arena; God has given you weapons and armor by

which to fight. A poor warrior indeed blames the weapons God has
armed him with.

Fight therefore, before angels and men. The circumstances of your
life are not inadequate, whether through God lacking authority, or
wisdom, or love. The very sword blows of Satan glancing off shield
and armor are ordained in God's good providence to burnish
tarnishment and banish rust.

The Almighty laughs Satan to scorn. St. Job, faithful when he was
stricken, unmasked the feeble audacity of the demons.

God gives ordinary providence for easy times, and extraordinary
providence for hard times.

If times turn hard for men, and much harder for God's servants,
know that this is ordained by God. Do not suppose God's providence
came when you were young but not now.

What in your life do you wish were gone so you could be where you
should be? When you look for God to train you in those very
circumstances, that is the beginning of victory. That is already a
victory won.

Look in every circumstance for the Lord to train you. The dressing of
wounds after struggle is part of training, and so is live combat.

The feeble audacity of the demons gives every appearance of power,
but the appearance deceives.

Nothing but your sins can wound you so that you are down. And
even our sins are taken into the work of the Almighty if we repent.
When some trial comes to you, and you thank God, that is itself a
victory.

Look for God's work here and now. If you will not let God work with
you here and now, God will not fulfill all of your daydreams and then
begin working with you; he will ask you to let him train you in the
here and now.

Do you find yourself in a painfully rough situation? Then what can
you do to lighten others' burdens? Instead of asking, "Why me?", ask,
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"Why not me?"

An abbot asked a suffering monk if he wanted the abbot to pray that
his suffering be taken away. The disciple said, "No," and his master
said, "You will outstrip me."

It is not a contradiction to say that both God has designs for us, and
we are under the pressure of trials. Diamonds are only made through
pressure.

No disciple is greater than his master. Should we expect to be above
sufferings when the Son of God was made perfect through suffering?
Anger is a spiritual disease. We choose the path of illness all the
more easily when we do not recognize that God seeks to train us in
the situation we are in, not the situation we wish we were in.

It is easier not to be angry when we recognize that God knows what
he is doing in the situations he allows us to be in. The situation may
be temptation and trial, but was God impotent, unwise, or unloving
in how he handled St. Job?

We do not live in the best of all possible worlds by any means. We
live instead in a world governed by the best of all possible Gods. And
that is the greater blessing.

Some very holy men no longer struggle spiritually because spiritual
struggle has worked out completely. But for the rest of us, struggle is
a normal state. It is a problem for you or I to pass Lent without
struggle. If we struggle and stumble and fall, that is good news. All
the better if we cannot see how the thrusts and blows of the enemy's
sword burnish away a little rust, one imperceptible speck at a time.
Do you ask, "Did it have to hurt that much?" When I have asked that
question, I have not found a better answer than, "I do not
understand," and furthermore, "Do I understand better than God?"
We seek happiness on terms that make success and happiness utterly
impossible. God destroys our plans so that we might have the true
happiness that is blessedness.

Have a good struggle.

There is no road to blessedness but the royal road of affliction that
befits God's sons. Consider it pure joy when you fall into different
trials and temptations. If you have trouble seeing why, read the Book
of James.

Treasures on earth fail. Treasures in Heaven are more practical.
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Rejoice and dance for joy when men slander you and revile you and
curse you for what good you do. This is a sign you are on the royal
road; this is how the world heralds prophets and sons of God. This
earthly dishonor is the seal of Heavenly honor.

If you have hard memories, they too are a part of the arena. Forgive
and learn to thank God for painful memories.

Remember that you will die, and live in preparation for that moment.
There is much more life in mindfully dying each day than in
heedlessly banishing from your mind the reality. Live as men
condemned to die, made a spectacle before men and angels.

Live your life out of prayer.

It takes a lifetime of faith to trust that God always answers prayers:
he answers either "Yes, here is what you asked," or "No, here is
something better." And to do so honestly can come from the struggle
of praying your heart out and wondering why God seemed to give no
answer and make no improvements to your and others' pain.

In the Bible, David slew Goliath. In our lives, David sometimes
prevails against Goliath, but often not. Which is from God? Both.
Struggling for the greater good is a process of at once trying to
master, and to get oneself out of the way. Struggle hard enough to
cooperate with God when he rips apart your ways of struggling to
reach the good.

Hurting? What can you do to help others?



Athanasius: On
Creative Fidelity
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Athanasius: On Creative
Fidelity

What is this madness I hear about "creative fidelity"? For it is actually
reported to me that whenever one of you talks about being faithful to
tradition, his first act is to parrot mad words about how "Being Orthodox
has never been a matter of mindless parrot-like repetition of the past, but
always a matter of creative fidelity."? What madness is this?

Is creative fidelity the fundamental truth about how to be an Orthodox
Christian? Then why do we only hear about this at a time when people
love innovation, when the madness of too many innovators to mention
poisons the air as effectively as the heretic, the Antichrist, Arius? How is
it that the Fathers, who are also alledged to participate in this diabolical
"creative fidelity", did not understand what they were doing, but instead
insisted in one and the same faith shared by the Church since its
beginning? Is this because you understand the Fathers better than the
Fathers themselves?

Is the report of blasphemy also true, that to conform to people's
itching ears (II Tim 4:3) you shy back from the divine oracle, "But I want
you to understand that the head of every man is Christ, the head of a
woman is her husband, and the head of Christ is God." (I Cor 11:3)? There
is something the Apostle so much wants you to understand, and perhaps
if you understood it better you would not go so far astray as to seek the
living among the dead (Luke 24:5) in your quest for creative fidelity.

How is it that you seek the living among the dead (Luke 24:5)? Christ
is the head of the Church (Eph 5:23), of every man (I Cor 11:3), of every
authority (Col 2:10), of all things (Eph 1:22,) and God is the head of
Christ (I Cor 11:3). Christ is the one head, and because of him there are
many heads. The sanctuary is the head of the nave: the place where
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sacred priests minister meets its glory and manifest interpretation (for as
the divine Disciple tells us, the Son has interpreted the Father (John 1:18)
to the world) in the nave where the brethren worship. The archetype is
the head of the image, the saint the head of his icon, and indeed Heaven
is the head of earth. And it is the head whose glory is manifest in the
body.

If both incorruptible and unchangeable Heaven is the head of
corruptible and changeable earth and yet earth manifests Heaven, what
does this say about this strange thing you laud called "creative fidelity"?
Does it not say something most disturbing? Does the one and the same
faith, alive from the days of the apostles, belong to the corruptible or the
incorruptible? Is it not unchangeable?

What then of those adaptations you make—even if some are good and
some are even necessary? Do they not belong to the realm of the
changeable and the realm of the corruptible?

Which then is to be head? Is the corruptible and changeable to be the
head of the incorruptible that suffers no change? Or rather is not the
heavenly incorruptible faith to be made manifest and interpreted in the
world of change? Such creative fidelity as there may be cannot be the
head, and when it usurps the place of the head, you make Heaven
conform to earth. Such a people as yours is very good at making Heaven
conform to earth!

Listen to me. When you prepare for the sacred Pascha, how many
fasts are there? One of you fasts most strictly; another is too weak to fast;
another has an observance somewhere between these poles, so that there
are several ways of observing the fast.

Are there therefore many fasts? Are there many Lords (I Cor 8:5)
honored when you fast? Or is it not one and the same fast which one
observes according to the strictest letter, another with more
accommodation, and each to the glory of God? Now which is the head,
the variation in fasting, or the fast itself? Are the differences in
observance the spiritual truth about the fast, or the one fast to the glory of
the One Lord? Or do you think that because the fast may be relaxed in its
observance, the most important truth is how many ways it may
legitimately be observed?

So then, as the Church's fast is the head of the brethren's fast, be it

strict or not strict, and it is one fast in the whole Church, so also there is
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notice the differences between the Fathers, but because these differences
are not the head. The one fast is the head of various observances and the
one faith perfectly delivered is the head even of creative fidelity, which
has always appeared when people pursue the one faith and which has no
need of our exhortations. Have the Fathers shown creative fidelity when
they sought to preserve the one faith? If you say so, what does that say
about your exhortation to creative fidelity? Is it needed? Do you also
exhort people to wrong others so that the flower of forgiveness may show
forth? Or is there not enough opportunity for the flower of forgiveness
without seeking it out? Show creative fidelity when you must, but must
you seek it out? Must you make it the head? Must you make the Fathers
wrong when they lay a foundation, not of each day's idiosyncracies in
being faithful, but in the one faith that like Heaven cannot suffer change
and like Heaven is what should be made manifest in earth?

Why do you seek the living among the dead (Luke 24:5)? Our
confession has a great High Priest (Heb 3:1) who has passed through the
Heavens (Heb 4:14) to that Temple and Tradition, that Sanctuary, of
which every changeable earthen tradition is merely a shadow and a copy
(Heb 8:5) and which the saints of the ages are ever more fully drawn to
participate! Therefore, since we are surrounded by such a great cloud of
witnesses and the Great Witness himself, let us also lay aside every
weight, and change, and sin which so easily entangles, and run with
perseverance the race that is set before us (Heb 12:1), changing that we
may leave change behind!

Remember that you are not walking, as you say, the Orthodox System
of Concepts, but the Orthodox Way. Remember that feeding the hungry
(Matthew 25:35); is greater than raising the dead. Never let the lamp of
your prayers go out (I Thess 5:17. Like the Father, be a father to the
fatherless (Ps 68:5; Isa 1:17). All the brethren salute you (Rom 16:16; 11
Cor 13:13). Greet one another with a holy kiss (Rom 16:16; I Cor 16:20; II
Cor 13:2; I Thess 5:26; I Pet 5:11).
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Author's Corner

Today I am writing not specifically because of Patriot Day, but because
of another moment. Yesterday, after having written Within the Steel
Orb, I wrote a brief letter and went to send a copy to Madeleine 1'Engle,
but then I learned the news: she had passed away earlier that day.

I believe it is fitting that during her last days I should be finishing and
sharing Within the Steel Orb a work that owes much to her. I owed as
much a debt to her as to any living author, and she is the only one of my
favorite authors whose lifespan overlapped my own. The news of her
death stung.

May her memory be eternal.

But that is not the whole story. I am starting up an excellent job soon,
and I look forward to getting to know the people better. The job has God's
fingerprints all over it. As I am moving forward, it is in the kairos
moments that Madeleine 1'Engle wrote of... and other good things as well.

There is a fresh page ahead of me in my life, and I look forward to
reading it. Onward ho!
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Sunday 6 February 2005,
Anno Domini

I like a moment in For Better or For Worse which goes roughly as
follows:

[In heavy sleet, the father of the family hails a cab.]

Father: What a miserable day!

Cab driver: Actually, to me it is a very good day.

Father: What do you mean?

Cab driver: I am from Sudan. I have seen my friends shot and
killed. I have a wife whom I have not seen in two years, and a son
whom I have never seen. But each day brings a little money and
leaves me that much closer to bringing my wife and child to America.

[The father looks thoughtful as he pays the cab driver.]

[In the next frame, he steps into his house.]

Mother: What a miserable day!

Father [placing an arm around his wife and their little girl]:
Actually, to me it is a very good day.

Learning to be Orthodox has been humbling, and there have been
some difficult things. However, I have many positives to look on. A few of
them are:

¢ I completed my master's in theology at Cambridge.

e I've been invited to train for a teaching job; if all goes well, I'll be able
to get some good experience teaching.

¢ I've been accepted for a doctoral theology program at the Graduate
Theological Union this fall, and may have other options as well.

e I've had the opportunity to face some of my faults and get a better
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understanding of what it means to be Orthodox.
¢ I've had the opportunity to make a number of small improvements to
my website so it's more polished as a website.

I have many reasons for joy.



29 November 2003, Anno
Domini

Against daunting obstacles, God has placed me back at Cambridge, in
England, to study for an M.Phil. in theology. I am doing research on the
holy kiss; the New Testament tells Christians several times, "Greet one
another with a holy kiss," something that is very interesting theologically.
It connects with love, respect, all of us being made in the image of God,
the Holy Spirit, the Church as a family, and other things that are quite
deep. I'm hoping to present a paper on it at a conference in February, for
the Society of St. Sergius and St. Alban.

I am also hoping to be received into the Orthodox Church on either
Christmas (25 December) or Epiphany (6 January). There are a lot of
things about it that feel very much like home. The awe and sense of God's
transcendence, incense and music, a living preservation of ancient ways
of thought, practicing the holy kiss, and a fulness of Biblical
interpretation and doctrine that my Evangelical upbringing helps me
appreciate: all of these things draw me, but the primary reason is that it is
true Church. One thing that bothered me as a Protestant is that the
fragmented Church I was in seemed not to show the fullness of what the
New Testament said that Church was. Orthodoxy has what was missing.



6 October 2003, Anno Domini

Since I last wrote, there have been continuing extraordinary
difficulties and extraordinary providence. Last year, due to health
trouble, Cambridge told me that regardless of performance I'd be allowed
back. Now it doesn't look like they'll keep their word, even though I
passed everything. I am also preparing for a job interview tomorrow,
which would use data mining to try to understand what Christians believe
and why certain problems exist in the Church.

This summer, I've rested and designed a search engine, The Data
Mine. It's still at an early phase, but I designed it to let me search a
theology classics collection, and it looks helpful in letting me do that. I'm
feeling rather depressed that Cambridge looks like it's not going to
happen.

It has been written that God works with us in a very particular way
when we reach the point where things begin to unravel. Even though I
have quite a lot to be thankful for—much more than my diploma from
Cambridge—I'm reaching that point now.
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12 October 2002, Anno
Domini

I had been delaying writing because I was waiting for just one more
thing to sort out before making my next post, then another, then another.
I intended to write, "I am in Cambridge, studying theology, and
everything is sorted out." Now I don't know when, or if, I can say that, but
God is with me.

Before leaving for the University of Cambridge in England, I had been
having medical problems, and one delay after another before my student
loan was in place. After about eight months' work on getting funding, my
student loan was in place one business day before I left. God resolved
another major paperwork issue, but I'm still waiting to see how the health
problems sort out. After I arrived on the second of October, my college
did not have a place for me to sleep, and there was one day where I didn't
know where I would spend the night. I still don't know where I'll sleep
after tomorrow night.

To say that much is true so far as it goes, but misleading. I have seen
both extraordinary difficulty and extraordinary providence. I am feeling
stressed now, but there have been times when I felt exhilirated. Friends,
one of whom I had not met before coming to Cambridge, had shown
extraordinary hospitality. I was delighted to have a bicycle to run errands.
I have had, throughout this time, a sense that I didn't know how God
intended to provide, but that he would. I've been thinking about Jesus's
words in the Sermon on the Mount: "Therefore I tell you, do not worry
about your life, what you will eat or drink; or about your body, what you
will wear. Is not life more important than food, and the body more
important than clothes?" (Matt. 6:25-26, NIV) I have been in a delightful
place, and God has been more real to me than he has been in a long time.

I'm honing to use the vear wiselv: mv schedule is relativelv light. and T
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hope to publish articles and make contacts. If you'd like to pray for me,
pray when you put your shoes on that God would bless this year of study.



March 16, 2002 Anno Domini

Since I last wrote, I have begun teaching at DeVry. I have also been
accepted by the faculty of divinity at Cambridge, to begin studying in the
fall. I am quite happy about both. DeVry has given more than one nice
surprise, and Cambridge—enough said. Other good things have also been
happening. I've made relatively few website creations lately; I've been
working hard and now applying creative energy to teaching. I'm working
on getting financing squared away, and I am working to clear away one
snag. The train ride to the DeVry campus where I teach (in Chicago) has a
very nice view, and I want to cherish this time. It is for me, a time for
prayer and much thanksgiving.

If you pray, please pray when you brush your teeth that I would:

e Be led to the right college within Cambridge.
¢ Be led to the right advisor.
e Connect with the right funding.



January 6, 2002 Anno Domini

For a long time, I've sought to cultivate silence and the discipline of a
savoring pace. This winter finds me busier. I've learned something about
consistent prayer; I am preparing a talk for my church's youth group and
hope to later post it. I ask God each night to bless all of you who visit
Jonathan's Corner; that and other prayers create a quiet amidst haste.

What looms large now?

e I am preparing to return to school for a doctorate in theology, and be
able to teach as a professor. I'd love to go to Oxford.

¢ I submitted part of Firestorm 2034 to an editor interested in science
fiction that grapples with both science and religion.

e I'm trying to understand what I hope will become my third novel.
The world is fascinating and is more challenging for me to write
about than the others. It's like a hoard of gold, hidden in a labyrinth:
you can only share it after a lot of searching. I'm trying to keep this
from falling to the wayside.

There are other things going on: commitments to keep, and day-to-
day errands both ordinary and spectacular. I'd ask fellow Christians to
pray for my success in these endeavors, school in particular. (Pray for me
when you brush your teeth!)
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An Author's Musing
Memoirs About his
Work

Reflections, Retractions, and
Retracings

Taking a second look at some
of what I wrote

Dear Reader,

Years back, when I was a math grad student, I wrote a short essay
entitled, Why study mathematics? The basic thought was connected with
the general education math class I was taking, and it is not really an
article for why to specialize in mathematics through intensive study, but
why a more basic knowledge of math can be a valuable part of liberal arts
education. Much like how I taught my class, I did not speak favorably of
memorizing formulas—pejoratively called "mindless symbol
manipulation” by mathematicians—but spoke of the beauty of the
abstractions, the joy of puzzles and problem solving, and even spoke of
mathematics as a form of weight lifting for the mind: if you can do math,
I said, you can do almost anything. I was sincere in these words, and I
believe my obscure little piece captures something that a lot of math
students and faculty sensed even if they did not explain their assumption.
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Since then, there are some things I would say differently. Not exactly that
I was incorrect in what I said, but I worked hard to climb a ladder that
was leaning against the wrong building.

One famous author in software development, who wrote a big book
about "software engineering", had said, "What gets measured gets
improved," and began to express second thoughts about his gung-ho
enthusiasm for measurement. He didn't exactly take back his words of,
"What gets measured gets improved," but he said that the most important
things to understand are rarely things that are easy or obvious to
measure: the mantra "What gets measured gets improved," is a mantra to
ruthlessly optimize things that often are less important than you might
think. His second thoughts went further: the words "software" and
"engineering" have been joined at the hip, but however hard software
developers have tried to claim to be engineers, what they do is very
different from engineering: it's an apples and oranges comparison.

I would pretty well stand by the statement that if you can deal with the
abstraction in math, you can deal with the abstraction in anything:
whether chemistry, analytic philosophy, engineering, or sales, there isn't
much out there that will call for more abstract thinking than you learn in
math. But to pick sales, for instance, not many people fail in sales because
they can't handle the deep abstraction. Sales calls for social graces, the
ability to handle rejection, and real persistence, and while you may really
and truly learn persistence in math, I sincerely doubt that mathematical
training is a sort of industrial strength preparation for social graces and
dealing with rejection. And even in engineering, social graces matter
more than you might think; it's been said that being good at math gets
you in the door, but social influence and effectiveness are what make a
real superstar. I would still stand by a statement that if you can handle
the abstraction in math, you can probably handle the abstraction in
anything else. But I'm somewhat more wary of implying that if you have a
mathematical mind, you just have an advantage for everything life may
throw at you. That's simply not true.

There are some things I have written that I would like to take back, at
least in part, but even where my works are flawed I don't believe mass
deletions are the best response. I would rather write what might be called
"Retractions and retracings" and leave them available with the original
works. Why study Mathematics?, whatever its flaws, gives a real glimpse
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into the beauty that draws mathematicians to mathematics. I may be
concerned with flaws here, but they are not the whole truth. However,
there are some things I would like to comment on, some flaws to point
out. In many cases, I don't believe that what I said is mainly wrong, but I
believe it is possible to raise one's eyes higher.



HOW to HUG

Mathematics may be seen as a skill, but it can also be how a person is
oriented: jokes may offer a caricature, but a caricature of something that's
there. One joke tells of a mathematician who finds something at a
bookstore, is delighted to walk home with a thick volume entitled HOW
to HUG, and then, at home, is dismayed to learn he purchased volume 11
of an encyclopadia. And I mention this as a then-mathematician who
wrote A Treatise on Touch, which may be seen as interesting, may be seen
as deep, and may have something in common with the mathematician
purchasing a book so he could know how to hug.

Part of what I have been working on is how, very slowly, to become
more human. This struggle is reflected in Yonder, which is at its most
literal a struggle of philosophers to reach what is human. There is an
outer story of disembodied minds set in a dark science fiction world, who
are the philosophers, and there is a story within a story, an inner story, of
the tragic beauty of human life. When I showed it to a science fiction
guru, he suggested that I cut the philosophical dialogues down by quite a
bit. The suggestion had a lot of sense, and quite possibility a traditional
publisher would want to greatly abbreviate the sections that he suggested
I curtail. But I did not follow his advice, and I don't think this was just
author stubbornness. When literature builds up to a success, usually the
path to success is filled with struggles and littered with failures. This is
true of good heroic literature, and for that matter a lot of terrible heroic
literature as well. (Just watch a bad adventure movie sometime.) Yonder
is a story that is replete with struggles and failures, only the failures of the
disembodied minds have nothing to do with physical journeys or combat.
They begin stuck in philosophy, mere philosophy, and their clumsy
efforts to break out provide the failures, and therefore to greatly abridge
the philosophical discussion would be to strip away the struggle and
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failure by which they reach success: a vision of the grandeur of being
human. Like much good and bad literature, the broad sweep was inspired
by The Divine Comedy, opening with a vision of Hell and building up to a
view of our painful life as a taste of Heaven, and you don't tell The Divine
Comedy faithfully if you replace the Inferno with a brief summary stating
that there are some gruesome images and a few politically incorrect ideas
about sin. The dark science fiction world and its mere philosophy
provides the vision of Hell that prepares the reader to see the humanness
of Heaven and the Heaven of humanness. The inner story can be told by
itself; it is for that matter told independently in A Wonderful Life. But
there is something in Yonder, as it paints the stark, dark, disturbing
silhouette of the radiant, luminous splendor and beauty of human life.

While I was a math undergrad, I read and was deeply influenced by
the Tao Te Ching; something of its influence may be seen in The Way of
the Way. That work has its flaws, and I may have drunk too deeply of
Taoism, but there was a seed planted that I would later recognize in fuller
forms in the Orthodox Way. I had in full my goals of studying and
thinking, but I realized by the way that there was some value to be had in
stillness. Later I would come to be taught that stillness is not an
ornament to put on top of a tree; it is the soil from which the tree of life
grows.

After I completed my studies in math, and having trouble connecting
with the business world, I took stock, and decided that the most
important knowledge of all was theology. I had earlier planned to follow
the established route of being a mathematician until I was no longer any
good for mathematics and then turning out second rate theology. My
plans shifted and I wanted to put my goal up front and, I told my pastor,
"I want to think about theology in community." (If you are wincing at
this, good.) So, in this spirit, I applied to several schools and began the
study of academic theology. If you are an astute reader, I will forgive you
if you ask, "But isn't this still a mathematician looking for a book on how
to hug?" The goal I had, to teach at a university or even better train
Orthodox priests at a seminary, was a laudable enough goal, and perhaps
God will bless me with that in the future. Perhaps he wants the same
thing, but perhaps God first wants to free me from the chain of being too

much like a mathematician wanting to learn how to hug by reading a
book.
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the Orthodox Church. I am grateful to God for both a spiritual father
whose lenience offered a corrective to my legalistic tendencies, and for a
godfather who was fond of reading Orthodox loose cannons and who
helped me see a great many things that were invisible to me at the time.
For instance, I asked him for help on some aspect of getting my
worldview worked out correctly, and I was caught off guard when he
explained, "You aren't being invited to work out the Orthodox worldview.
You're being invited to worship in the right glory of Orthodoxy, and you
are being invited to walk the Orthodox way." In that sense Orthodoxy is
not really a system of ideas to work out correctly that, say, a martial art:
there may be good books connected to martial arts, but you learn a
martial art by practicing it, and you learn Orthodoxy by practicing it. And
in that response, my godfather helped me take one step further away
from being a mathematician trying to find a book that will teach him how
to hug. (He also gave me repeated corrections when I persisted in the
project of trying to improve Orthodox practices by historical
reconstruction. And eventually he got through to me on that point.)

Becoming Orthodox for me has been a matter of becoming really and
truly human, or at least beginning to. There is a saying that has rumbled
down through the ages in different forms: in the second century, St.
Irenaeus wrote, "For it was for this end that the Word of God was made
man, and He who was the Son of God became the Son of man, that man,
having been taken into the Word, and receiving the adoption, might
become the son of God." I have not read this in much earlier sources, but
I have read many later phrasings: "God and the Son of God became Man
and the Son of Man that man and the sons of man might become gods
and the sons of God." "The divine became human that the human might
become divine." "The Son of God became a man that men might become
the sons of God." And one real variation on this has been quoted, "Christ
did not just become man so that I might become divine. He also
became man that I might become a man."

If Christ became man that I might become human, this is manifest in
a million ways in the Orthodox Church. Let me give one way. When I was
preparing to be received into the Orthodox Church, I asked my godfather
some question about how to best straighten out my worldview. He told
me that the Western project of worldview construction was not part of the
Orthodox Way: I had been invited to walk the Orthodox Way but not



work out the Orthodox worldview. If there is in fact an Orthodox
worldview, it does not come from worldviewish endeavors: it arises out of
the practices and life of the Orthodox Church, much in line with, "Seek ye
first the Kingdom of God, and his perfect righteousness, and all these
things shall be added unto you." Not just corrections, but being caught
off-guard by effectively being told, "Here are some of many rules; there is
no need for you to know all of them. They are important, and you need to
strive for strict excellence, but you are not treating them in the right spirit
if you hold them rigidly and legalistically. (Work out with your priest how
you will best bend them.)" The Orthodox Church's nature as essentially
an oral tradition has helped cure me of silly things like meticulously
studying ancient texts to put my mind to an antiquarian reconstruction
and answer the question, "How should we live?" (The Orthodox Church is
ancient, but it is not really infected with antiquarian reconstruction
efforts.) The rhythm of the liturgy and its appointed seasons, the spiritual
housecleaning involved with preparing for confession, the profoundly
important community of the faithful: all of these are part of how it works
out in the Orthodox Church that God became man not only so that I
might become divine, but also so that I might become more truly man.

Part of this becoming human on my part also has to do with silence, or
as Orthodox call it, hesychasm. Part of the disorder of life as we know it is
that our minds are scattered about: worrying about this, remembering
that pain, and in general not gathered into the heart. Mathematical
training is a training in drawing the mind out of the heart and into
abstract thinking. The word "abstract" itself comes from the Latin
abstrahere, meaning to pull back (from concrete things), and if you train
yourself in the habit of abstraction you pull yourself back from silence
and from what is good about the Tao Te Ching.

In Silence: Organic Food for the Soul, I all but closed with the words,
"Be in your mind a garden locked and a fountain sealed," which speaks
about having a mind that is gathered together and is in the fullest sense
mind: which is not when abstract thinking is its bread and butter.
Perhaps some of the saints' wisdom is abstract, but it does not come from
building an edifice of abstractions.

The terms intellect and mind mean something very different in
Orthodox classics than they do in today's English. The difference is as
great as the difference between using web to mean a physical object
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woven out of spider's silk and web to mean interconnected documents
and media available over the internet. Today you might say, "The intellect
is what an IQ test measures." An Orthodox saint who had been asked
might have said, "The intellect is where you meet God." The mind is an
altar, and its proper thought flows out of its being an altar: in Within the
Steel Orb, a visitor from our world steps into a trap:

"And your computer science is pretty advanced, right? Much
more advanced than ours?"

"We know things that the trajectory of computer science in your
world will never reach because it is not pointed in the right
direction." Oinos tapped the wall and arcs of pale blue light spun out.

"Then you should be well beyond the point of making artificial
intelligence."

"Why on a million, million worlds should we ever be able to do
that? Or even think that is something we could accomplish?"

"Well, if I can be obvious, the brain is a computer, and the mind is
its software."

"Is it?"

"What else could the mind be?"

"What else could the mind be? What about an altar at which to
worship? A workshop? A bridge between Heaven and earth, a
meeting place where eternity meets time? A treasury in which to
gather riches? A spark of divine fire? A line in a strong grid? A river,
ever flowing, ever full? A tree reaching to Heaven while its roots
grasp the earth? A mountain made immovable for the greatest
storm? A home in which to live and a ship by which to sail? A
constellation of stars? A temple that sanctifies the earth? A force to
draw things in? A captain directing a starship or a voyager who can
travel without? A diamond forged over aeons from of old? A
perpetual motion machine that is simply impossible but functions
anyway? A faithful manuscript by which an ancient book passes on?
A showcase of holy icons? A mirror, clear or clouded? A wind which
can never be pinned down? A haunting moment? A home with which
to welcome others, and a mouth with which to kiss? A strand of a
web? An acrobat balancing for his whole life long on a slender

crystalline prism between two chasms? A protecting veil and a
concealino mict? An ave tn slimnee the 1inereated Ticht ac the warld
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moves on its way? A rift yawning into the depths of the earth? A
kairometer, both primeval and young? A—"

"All right, all right! I get the idea, and that's some pretty lovely
poetry. (What's a kairometer?) These are all very beautiful
metaphors for the mind, but I am interested in what the mind is
literally."

"Then it might interest you to hear that your world's computer is
also a metaphor for the mind. A good and poetic metaphor, perhaps,
but a metaphor, and one that is better to balance with other
complementary metaphors. It is the habit of some in your world to
understand the human mind through the metaphor of the latest
technology for you to be infatuated with. Today, the mind is a
computer, or something like that. Before you had the computer,
'You're just wired that way' because the brain or the mind or
whatever is a wired-up telephone exchange, the telephone exchange
being your previous object of technological infatuation, before the
computer. Admittedly, 'the mind is a computer' is an attractive
metaphor. But there is some fundamental confusion in taking that
metaphor literally and assuming that, since the mind is a computer,
all you have to do is make some more progress with technology and
research and you can give a computer an intelligent mind."

That litany of metaphors summarizes much of my second master's
thesis. Which is not really the point; but my point here is that on an
Orthodox understanding, intellect is not something you measure by an 1Q
test and a mind is not the spitting image of a computer. The mind, rightly
understood, finds its home in prayer and simple silence. The intellect is
where one meets God, and its knowing flows out of its contact with God
and with spiritual reality. And, in the metaphors of the Song of Songs, the
mind as it is meant to be is "a garden locked, a fountain sealed", not
spilled out promiscuously into worry, or grudges, or plans for the future
that never satisfy. And this gathering together of the mind, this prayer of
the mind in the heart, is one that was not proposed to me by my
mathematical training.

Now I should mention that I have a lot to be grateful for as far as math
goes. There are a lot of people who gave of themselves in my training;
there are a lot of people who gave of themselves in the various math
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contests 1 was 1nvolved 1n. And, not to put too 1ine a point ot 1t, 1 have a
computer job now which is a blessing from God and in which I build on a
strong mathematical foundation. It would be silly for me to say, "I am not
grateful for this" as God has provided me many blessings through math.
But I need to place things like "I have a lot of math awards" alongside
what a monk said to a maid and to me: she was fortunate in the job she
had, as manual labor that allowed her mind to pray as she was working in
inner stillness, while I as a computer person was less fortunate because
my job basically required me to be doing things with my mind that don't
invite mental stillness. My job may be a profound blessing and something
not to take for granted. But he was pointing out that the best jobs for
spiritual growth may not be the ones higher on the pecking order.



A streak of escapism

There is a streak of escapism in much of my work. If you read Within
the Steel Orb, I believe you will find insight expressed with wonder, and I
would not take back any of that. But the wisdom, which is wisdom from
here and now, is expressed as the alien wisdom of an alien world that
panders to a certain escapism. Wisdom and wonder can be expressed
without escapism; Hymn to the Creator of Heaven and Earth and
Doxology both express wisdom and wonder in a way that does not need to
escape from a disdained here and now. But there is a thread of escapism
in much of my work, even as I have sought to reject it.

During or shortly after I was in high school, I wrote a note in an online
forum arguing that Terminator 2 had shot itself in the foot. The movie
had a scene with two little boys angrily playing with toy guns and the
voiceover complained about how tragic this was, and at the end the
message was made even more explicit: "If a machine, a terminator, can
learn the value of human life, maybe we can too." But the movie was an
action-adventure movie, meaning a movie whose attraction was built on
glorified violence with guns blazing. In terms of a movie that would speak
out against violence, contrast it with a movie idea I had, for a movie that
would rush along at an action-adventure clip for the first few minutes and
then slow down like a European art film; from Lesser Icons: Reflections
on Faith, Icons, and Art:

What I did do was to outline a film idea for a film that would start
out indistinguishably from an action-adventure movie. It would have
one of the hero's friends held captive by some cardboard-cutout
villains. There is a big operation to sneak in and deftly rescue him,
and when that fails, all Hell breaks loose and there is a terrific
action-adventure style firefight. There is a dramatic buildup to the
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hero getting 1n the helicopter, and as they are leaving, one ot the
villain's henchmen comes running with a shotgun. Before he can
aim, the hero blasts away his knee with a hollow-nosed .45.

The camera surprisingly does not follow the helicopter in its rush
to glory, but instead focuses on the henchman for five or ten
excruciating minutes as he curses and writhes in agony. Then the
film slows down to explore what that one single gunshot means to
the henchman for the remaining forty years of his life, as he nursed a
spiritual wound of lust for vengeance that was infinitely more tragic
than his devastating physical wound.

By contrast, it may be clearer what might be called shooting yourself
in the foot in the Terminator 2 syndrome, and as far as escapism goes, I
have a couple of pieces that shoot themselves in the foot with something
like a Terminator 2 syndrome. In The Voyage, the miserable young Jason
is an escapist and, when he meets an old man, asks the old man's help in
an escape he doesn't believe is possible. The old man deftly opens Jason's
eyes to the beauty of this world, the beauty of the here and now, that are
simply invisible to him. I stand by everything I wrote in that regard. But
the closing line, when thanks to the old man Jason triumphs over
escapism, is, "And Jason entered another world." Which is to say that the
story shot itself in the foot, like Terminator 2.

There may be a paradoxical link between escapism and self-
absorption. Self-absorption is like being locked in your room and sensing
that it is constricting, and so you wish that you could be teleported up to a
spaceship and explore the final frontier, or maybe wish for a portal to
open up that would take you to the Middle Ages or some fantasy world.
And maybe you can get a bit of solace by decorating your room like
someplace else and imagining that your room is that other place, and
maybe you can pretend and do mind games, but they don't really satisfy.
What you miss is what you really need: to unlock the door, walk out, visit
a friend, go shopping, and do some volunteering. It may not be what you
could arrange if you were controlling everything, but that's almost exactly
the point. It may not what you want, but it is what you need, and it
satisfies in a way that a quest to become a knight, at least in your
imagination, cannot. And my own concerns to escape self-absorption and
escapism play out in my writing: The Spectacles is more successful than
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The Voyage in telling of an escape from the Hell of self-absorption and
escapism; I've been told it's my best short story. But it still has the
imprint of self-absorption even as it tells of someone finding way out of
self-absorbed escapism. And something of that imprint affects my
writing: there are some good things about my fiction, but I have been told
that my characters are too similar and are only superficially different. I
do not think I will ever receive the kind of compliment given to Charles
Dickens, that he envisions a complete universe of different characters.
People may say that my satire like Hayward's Unabridged Dictionary
shows a brilliant wit and is bitingly funny, but you can be pretty full of
yourself and still write good satire. By contrast, it takes humble empathy
to make a universe of characters worthy of Dickens.
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A door slammed shut:
God's severe mercy

I earned a master's in theology, and entered into a doctoral program. I
thought for a long while about how to say something appropriate about
that program, and I think the best I can do is this:

I've been through chemotherapy, and that was an experience: overall,
it was not as bad as I feared, and I enjoyed life when I was going through
chemotherapy. I still cherish The Spectacles, the first piece written after a
long dry spell because I was drained by illness. I'm not sure it is a nice
thing to have powerful cytotoxins injected into your body, and the rough
spots included the worst hour of (purely physical) pain in my life, but on
the whole, a lot of progress has been made in making chemotherapy not
as bad as it used to be, and I had good people to care for me.

And then there are experiences that, to put it politely, put
chemotherapy into perspective. My entering this doctoral program and
trying to please the people there was one of those experiences into
perspective: during that time, I contacted a dean and wrote, "I found
chemotherapy easier than dealing with [a professor I believed was
harassing me]," and received no response beyond a secretary's brush-off.
After this ordeal, my grades were just below the cutoff to continue, and
that school is not in any way going to give me nice letters of reference to
let me finish up somewhere else. I suppose I could answer spam emails
and get a diploma mill Ph.D., but I don't see how I am in a position to get
the Ph.D. that I wanted badly enough to endure these ordeals.

And if I ask where God was in all this, the answer is probably, "I was
with you, teaching you all the time." When I was in middle school, I
ranked 7th in the nation in the 1989 MathCounts competition, and I
found it obvious then that this was because God wanted me to be a
mathematician. For that matter, I didn't go through the usual
undergraduate panic about "What will I major in?" Now I find it obvious
that God had something else in mind, something greater: discipleship, or
sonship, which may pass through being a mathematician, or may not. Not
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straying too far from this, I wanted a Ph.D., and I thought that this would
be the best way to honor him with my abilities. Again I was thinking too
narrowly; I was still too much of the mathematician looking for a book to
teach him how to hug; again the answer seemed to be, "That's not the
issue. Aim higher and be my servant." As it turns out, I have four years'
graduate work in theology; that has some use in my writings, and even if
it didn't, the issue is not whether I am a good enough achiever, but
whether I am faithful.

During this time I read quite a lot of medieval versions of the legends
of King Arthur. There were a couple of things that drew me to them, both
of them rather sad. The first was pride, both pride at thinking I was going
to be an Arthurian author, and pride at sometimes reading medieval
legends in the original.

But the second reason I kept reading them was that compared to what
I was covering in theology class, reading the legends almost seemed like I
was actually studying theology. (At least by comparison.) Whether a
course in theological foundations that assumed, "We need to work from
the common ground that is shared by all the world's religious traditions,
and that universal common ground is Western analytic philosophy," or
reading that theologians are scientists and they are every bit as much
scientists as people in the so-called "hard sciences" like physics, or a
course in "philosophy and contemporary theology" that was largely about
queer matters and such topics as ambiguous genitalia, the whole
experience was like "Monty Python teaches Christian theology." And it
would be a funny, if tasteless joke, but it was really something much more
tragic than a Monty Python riff on theology. And in all this the Arthurian
legends, which are really quite pale if they are held next to the grandeur
of Christian theology, none the less seemed to give respite for me to
study.

In the light of all this, there are three basic things that I wrote. The
first is the Arthurian book I wanted to write out of all the medieval books
I was reading:

e The Sign of the Grail

The second thing is a group of pieces that were written largely as
rebuttals to things I ran into there. (The university was a "Catholic"
university, so thev were generous to us Orthodox and treated us like


http://cjshayward.com/grail/

liberal Catholics.) I've had enough contact with Catholics outside that
university; those pieces are not written just in response to being at a
"Catholic" university.

e Dissent: Lessons From Being an Orthodox Theology Student at a
Catholic University

¢ An Open Letter to Catholics on Orthodoxy and Ecumenism

e Religion and Science Is Not Just Intelligent Design vs. Evolution

I believe there is some merit in these pieces, but not that much: if they
say something that needs to be said, they are limited to winning an
argument. Theology can win an argument and some of the best theology
is meant to win an argument, but the purpose of real theological writing
is to draw people into the presence of God. These pieces may say
something valuable, but they do not really do the job of theology: beckon
the reader to worship before the throne of God.

But that leaves the third group of pieces written in the wake of that
un-theological theology program, and that is precisely pieces which are
written to draw the reader to bask in the glory of God. The ones I would
pick as best are:

Doxology
God the Spiritual Father

Lesser Icons: Reflections on Faith, Icons, and Art

Silence: Organic Food for the Soul
Technonomicon: Technology, Nature, Ascesis
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So where does this leave me
now?

I think I've made real progress but I still have a lot in common with
that mathematian who bought a book so he could learn how to hug. Be
that as it may, I have a lot to be thankful for.

I had my heart set on completing my program, but in 2005 I started a
Ph.D. program that was estimated to take eight years to complete. And
since then, the economy tanked. And in this, a gracious and merciful God
didn't give me what I wanted, but what I needed. Actually, more than
that. In the aftermath of the program, I took some anthropology and
linguistics coursework which on the one hand confirmed that I was
already good at learning languages (the woman who scored the MLAT for
me said, "I've scored this test for thirty years and I've never seen a score
this high,") and on the other hand, paradoxically provided good remedial
understanding of things I just didn't get about my own culture. And
there's something I'd like to point out about that. God provided academic
coursework to teach me some things that most people just pick up as they
grow, and perhaps studying academic theology was what God provided to
help me get on to something that is at once more basic, greater, and more
human: entering the Orthodox Church, and entering real, human
theology.

But back to after the anthropology courses. Then the economy took a
turn for the worse, and I found a good job. Then the economy got worse
than that, and my job ended, and I had my fast job hunt yet and found an
even better than that. There's no way I'm entitled to this; it is God's
gracious providence at work. These are blessings covered in the divine
fingerprints.

I still have failings to face: rather spectacular failings which I'd rather
not detail. And it God's grace that T am still learning of mv clumsiness
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and my sin, and realize I really need to face ways I don't measure up. But
that is really not the issue.

Does God work with flawed people?

Who else does he have to work with?

He has glorious, majestic, awesome, terrifying holy angels. But there
is another glory when God works in and through flawed people.

Even the sort of mathematician who would read a book on how to hug
(or maybe write one). The worst of our flaws is like an ember thrown into
the ocean of God's transforming power.

And the same God wills to work in you, whatever your flaws may be.

Much love,

Christos Jonathan Seth Hayward
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Belabored Inclusive
Language and
Naturally Inclusive
Language

A long-lost letter to the editor

There was a letter to the editor I wrote long ago and have tried and
failed to find. It did not seem to come up in a search on the magazine that
printed it; but I do not fault the magazine or its website because I also
could not find it in my Gmail archives. My Gmail account is over a decade
old, but the core conversation was a couple of years before I opened my
Gmail account.

What I essentially said was as follows:

The common terminology of "inclusive language' and
"exclusive language" is loaded language and harsh,
exclusive language... It would be better to speak of
"belabored inclusive language'" and "naturally inclusive
language."



Confidence and timidity

When I was on one consulting gig at a prestigious client, political
correctness in language was present but not enforced. What I mean by
that is this: I heard both the old style and the new style of language. 1
never heard someone get even a little upset at someone using "he" in an
inclusive way, but there was a good chunk of my colleagues who used
naturally inclusive language (N.B. including some immigrants), and a
good chunk of my colleagues who used belabored inclusive language).

When people spoke in naturally inclusive language, without
exception it was bold, confident, assured. And they did not seem to be
thinking about being confident; they seemed to be quite undistracted in
making whatever point they wanted to make.

When men at very least spoke (I don't clearly remember a woman
speaking in anything but naturally inclusive language, although that was
probably included), there was a timidity and a bad kind of self-
consciousness. Even a divided attention. A man saying "they" for a single
person of unspecified sex always had a question on his face of "Is this un-
sexist enough?" Even men who were current with the belabored inclusive
language of political correctness as it existed then had a perennial
distracted question on their faces of, "Have I done enough?" with
significant doubt as to any definite and positive answer.

This kind of divided mind is not especially good for business
communication, or non-business communication for that matter.



Feminists don't even use
inclusive language

Feminism is a bazaar not a cathedral, and one can find a mainstream
feminist classic saying that "all the central terms [in feminism] are up for
grabs" (and, presumably, one could also find numerous disagreements to
those words). Even the term "feminism" may appear dated when this
work is new; as of classes a decade ago feminism was working on a far-
reaching rebranding as "gender studies"”, and I tolerate both that this
work's treatment of feminism will likely appear dated in five or ten years,
and for that matter might have appeared dated to feminist readers ten
years ago. However, as no form of feminism that has emerged that I am
aware of has yet been stable, I am not particularly interested in endlessly
updating a minor work to keep up with fashions.

My point is this. I have read feminists at length. I have
spoken with people and met its live form. I have taken a
graduate course in feminist theology. And I have yet to read a
feminist author use inclusive language. Ever.

How?

What do I mean by that?

The essential feminist bailiwick, the area of primary
feminist concern, is members of the human species and the
human race, Homo sapiens, who are female, for the entirety of
life, from whenever life is considered to begin, to whenever life is
considered to end.

And the universal feminist-used term for a member of this
bailiwick is not "human female" or "female human." It is
"woman."

Do you see something odd?



Without imposing nearly so great a reform program to create a
politically correct English, we have a mainstream English term that
begins and ends neatly where the bailiwick begins and ends, and a
pronoun that works perfectly: "she." This amounts to a much smaller
shift in language than migrating from "man-hours" to "work-hours",
"waiter" or "waitress" to "server" and "waitstaff", and selling "five-seat
licenses," a term which engenders considerable confusion about what
part of the body most makes us human. By contrast, even cattle have
historically been given enough dignity to be counted by the head. "Head"
may be taken to have an undesired second meaning now, but couldn't we
at least be counted by the spine?

But every single feminist author I've read is content to refer to the
entire bailiwick as "women."

"Woman," age-wise, is not inclusive language. It refers to
adults alone, according to the shallow view of communication,

and if "man" excludes "woman', "woman" excludes "female

children."”

It happens that feminist authors, at least for a present discussion, will
talk about human females who are seniors and cope with issues about
aging, or girls in math classes (classes which seem to always being given
an 'F'). And if a feminist author is writing about minors alone, she may
refer to the human females in question as "girls." But I have yet to
read a feminist source of any decade use any other term at all
for any member of the whole bailiwick. The sense is that when
you write "woman," female minors are spoken for.A There is no
felt need to specify "women and girls" (or, to perhaps pursue a familiar
logic, "girls and women") when the group of females in question is mixed
and includes minors. Nor, as far as principles and general approach, is
there any concept that a good solution for adult women might be
misguided if applied to minors. There might be storms of protest at some
strain of literature that says, "A man should watch his step carefully all
the days of his life," and the required, and almost hysterical, allegation
placed that the author in question had not conceived of any advice that
considers women, and this hysterical enough allegation may be
accompanied by ostensible clarification that the text should only be
quoted as "A man [Sic] should watch his [Sic] step carefully all the days of
his [Sic] life." But there is no uproar, there is not a whisper of dissent,



when discussions of "women" are taken to obviously fully include girls
unless excluded by context such as discussion of distinctively senior
needs.

If you look at feminist use of the term "woman", with blindingly
obvious concern for all human females, you have a remarkably good
working model for how a good, naturally inclusive language might
function.
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The Best Things in
Life Are Free

The best things in life are free.

2. The best things in life are free. But what does this mean?

. The best things in life are free. But we do not understand the truth of

these words if we think they are filled out by hugs and friendship, or
even love: If a man offered for love all the wealth of his house, it
would be utterly scorned.

. A better lens comes from the condemnation of the Pharisees: Woe to

you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! for you cleanse the outside of
the cup and of the plate, but inside they are full of extortion and
rapacity. You blind Pharisee! first cleanse the inside of the cup and of
the plate, that the outside also may be clean.

. It appears in Orthodoxy that the outside of the chalice is all feasts

and beautiful liturgies, even during Lent: but on the inside is all
repentance, deprivation and hardship, and being blindsided by
rebukes. All of this falls under "The best things in life are free," the
one as much as the other.

. Well enough it may be said that sin is the forerunner of sorrow: The

wages of sin is death, and that death's sorrow begins here and now.
Sin ultimately kills pleasure: It takes humility to enjoy even pride. It
takes sobriety to enjoy even drunkenness. It takes chastity to enjoy
even lust.

But this is not all. The outside of the cup is beautiful and its beauty is
true and real. But the real treasure is inside. Repentance is a spiritual
awakening; it terrifies because it seems that when we repent we will
lose a shining part of ourselves forever, but when we repent we
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suddenly realize, "I was holding on to a piece of Hell!" and are free
to flee the stench. What feast compares to the grandeur of real
repentance?

The Great High Priest said, I am the true vine, and my Father is the
vinedresser. Every branch of mine that bears no fruit, he takes away,
and every branch that does bear fruit he prunes, that it may bear
more fruit. The best things in life are free, and this pruning is a very
big free gift.

It is when we are cleansed inside the cup that the outside is clean. Let
Christ cleanse us inside the cup, and then inside and outside will
both bear proper fruit.

The things in life that are free are persecutions, and we have on the
highest authority: Blessed are you when men revile you and
persecute you and utter all kinds of evil against you falsely on my
account. Rejoice and be glad, for your reward is great in heaven, for
so men persecuted the prophets who were before you.

St. Paul goes so far to say, But we see Jesus, who for a little while was
made lower than the angels, crowned with glory and honor because
of the suffering of death, so that by the grace of God he might taste
death for every one. For it was fitting that he, for whom and by
whom all things exist, in bringing many sons to glory, should make
the pioneer of their salvation perfect through suffering.

We may approach the outside of the chalice first, but it is a loss to
stop there. We need the joyful sorrow of compunction and all that is
within the chalice, and then what is on the outside of the chalice will
be clean, and what is more, will reach its proper stature.

Every day take a little less, and pare down a little more. The Fathers
do warn, "Do not engage in warfare beyond your strength," and the
praxis is to crawl before we try to walk. But The Way of the Ascetic
pares down, little by little, in humor, in luxury, in eating for a
purpose other than nourishment, and aims to have none of it left.
By faith Moses, when he was grown up, refused to be called the son
of Pharaoh's daughter, choosing rather to share ill-treatment with
the people of God than to enjoy the fleeting pleasures of sin. And by
faith we wean ourselves even from a life centered on innocent
pleasures, knowing that they do not hold a candle to the spiritual
pleasure that is inside the chalice.
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The cutting of of one's own will is free. And it is the experience of
monasticism that this is one of the best things in life: a monk's will is
cut off, not for the primary benefit of his brother monks, but for his
own benefit. And the voluntary and involuntary cutting off of one's
will extends far outside the monastery. It is one of the best things in
life, whether we accept it as a blessing or resent it because we do not
wish to grow up in the spiritual life.

Do you wish that this chalice be taken from you? Christ prayed the
same, but he also prayed, "Nevertheless, not my will, but thine be
done." For some prayers are impossible.

There are two answers to prayer: "Yes," and "No, please ask for
something better." St. James writes, You ask and do not receive,
because you ask wrongly, to spend it on your passions. Passions are
sinful habits that warp us, and when we ask for something to satisfy
our passions, God only ever says "No" because he wants better for us.
Those things that are obviously good are nothing compared to the
terrible goods: the gilded artwork outside the chalice is beautiful
enough, but it is nothing next to what is inside the chalice.

The Maximum Christ wishes the maximum for our lives, and that
comes through repentance and the royal road of affliction.

Rejoice and dance for joy when men slander you and revile you and
curse you for Christ's sake. This is a sign you are on the royal road;
this is now the world heralds prophets and sons of God. This earthly
dishonor is the seal of Heavenly honor.

No one can harm the man who does not injure himself. Nor can any
circumstance. So therefore let us not be governed by circumstances,
or think the less of our God when he allows us rougher
circumstances.

We do not live in the best of all possible worlds, but there is another
shoe to drop. We live in a world governed by the best of all possible
Gods, and that is a greater good.

Perhaps we are entering a time of struggle. (Entering?) Perhaps we
are seeing the end of exceptionally prosperous and easy days we have
no right reason to expect. The same truths apply. The same God who
reigns in easy times, reigns in hard times.

"Give us this day our daily bread:" it is normal not to know where
your next meal is from.
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The arm of the Lord is more visible, not less, in hard times. God's
providence is stronger when you know you need it.

The chalice offered us indeed looks easy on the outside but is full of
pain within. But the sufferings are part of the treasure. And the best
things in life reach deeper than the golden ornaments that belong on
the outside, but extend to the joyful sadnesses within. Those who
shed at least some entertainment and seek repentance and
compunction for their sins find repentance an awakening and
compunction to be joyful and cleansing. And that is not all.
Everything inside the cup runs deep. And everything inside the cup is
free.

The divine sovereignty is never purchased at the expense of human
freedom. Human freedom is limited, but this is not where divine
sovereignty comes from. The divine sovereignty has the last word
after every creaturely choice has been made, and the divine
sovereignty shapes joy after every draught of the inexhaustible cup.
The joy of the best things in life is not purchased at the expense of
the chalice of suffering. Suffering is limited, but this is not something
the divine sovereignty is purchased from. The divine sovereignty has
the last word after every creaturely suffering has been entered, and
the divine sovereignty leaves people in a better place than had they
not met their sufferings.

The divine life is now. The divine energies are now. Not later, once
some difficulties are resolved, but now.

In ancient times the holiday of the Crucifixion and the Resurrection
were celebrated together; even now there is not a separation between
them, and we speak of a three-day Pascha. There is no real
separation between bearing a cross and being crowned with a crown,
even if it takes time to gain the eyes of faith to see such things.
Orthodox are iconodules, but God is both iconodule and iconoclast:
he takes things in our life and makes them icons of himself, and he
also keeps on destroying and removing things to make us more free
to breathe. Heaven and Hell are both inside us, and God seeks to
inhabit Heaven inside of us and uproot Hell.

God the Father is the maker of all things visible and invisible. God is
spirit, and even among created things the first excellence belongs to
the invisible. Who can buy or sell invisible things? This is one reason
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the best things in life are free.

In the Incarnation, Heaven kissed earth and the visible now has a
share in the excellence of the invisible. But still if a man offered for
love all the wealth of his house, it would be utterly scorned: the sale
of relics is forbidden.

Do you believe the best things in life are free? Excellent, but the
demons believe—and shudder. Do you live as if the best things in life
are free?

It is more blessed to give than receive. What do you have to give?

If you covet something and you gain it, it will bring misery once the
pleasure melts away, and the greater the covetousness, the greater
the misery. Covetousness is the inverse of what is inside the cup.

We want to have things our way. But the Lord has other plans. And
what we will find if we yield is that he has other plans for us that are
not what we would have chosen, but are far better. This is at once an
easy and a hard thing to do.

In the Bible a chalice is both a cup of suffering to drink and a cup
which fills with excellent joy. The suffering is as bad as we fear—no,
worse— but if we drink of it we will be drinking of the very best
things in life. The divine life in the chalice immeasurably eclipses the
gilt ornament outside of it. Rememberance of death, compunction,
and repentance dig deeper than the music of liturgy.

The best things in life are not just an ornament for when our material
needs are well taken care of. It is true ten times more that they are
lifeblood in hard times and harder times. And the chalice is
inexhaustible.

The best things in life are free.
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Blessed Are the
Peacemakers: Real
Peace Through Real
Strength

In chapel, a speaker spoke of a person who was asked "Do you know
how to play golf?" and answered "Yes, I learned yesterday." He then went
on to speak of one of the simplest of Jesus's lessons, and how to truly
learn that lesson is the work of a lifetime. If I were to be asked if
understand what I am talking about, the best and most honest answer I
could give would be "No, but I am beginning to." For all of my life, I have
been shown and have seen that there is something horrible that occurs
when a human life without Christ is extinguished, and believed that, if
destruction is something God wishes humans to avoid, then he would not
place them in situations where it is unavoidable. It is not God's nature to
say "this is to be avoided" and then be unfaithful and not provide a way
out: sin is to be avoided and minimized. God always provides a way out.
When I sin, it is not because God allowed me to come to a situation where
there is no way to act without sin, or even because there was a way out
that was beyond my strength, but because I choose to disregard what God
in his love and wisdom has provided, and bring pain and destruction to
myself and to God. And so I have spent time questioning and studying,
and in the past couple of years have stumbled across something that
astounds me. At first I saw one means that can work when diplomacy
fails, and does not say to any other human being "You are expendible. I
will permit you to die." And then, looking deeper, I have seen that it is not
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and a new understanding of what it means to imitate Christ, to suffer for
him, to conquer in his name. From time to time, God has given me
affirmations of what I am doing - showing me other Christians who
before me have seen what I have discovered, bringing a new light to the
darkness that is in causing suffering to another. I have no delusions of
being a master of that of which I speak - while I learn, while I progress, I
do not see how I will ever be other than a novice before I am in Heaven
and no longer see darkly and through a glass - but, at the same time, God
has shown me something that is awesome in the true meaning of the
word, and it is something that I cannot keep to myself.

The most dangerous assumption is the one that is not realized as such.
An assumption that is realized can be strengthened and improved in
detail if it is true, and rejected if it is false. The one that is unstated offers
the danger of not showing its full glory if it is true, and not offering itself
for rejection if it is false. There is an often unrealized assumption that
there are ultimately some situations where violence is the only way out
(IE where God can't or won't use any other means), and furthermore that
the choice is between violence and inaction (no other alternatives).
Stating that it is an assumption neither proves nor disproves it, but does
bring it to light - to consider and judge as an assumption.

The idea that the use of physical force is an evil is a presupposition
that is carried throughout this work. All agree violence is preferably to be
avoided, not a desirable state, and its means, deception and destruction,
bear the mark of darkness rather than the mark of light.

I know fully that the sixth commandment, translated as "Thou shalt
not kill." in King James, used language that would better be translated
"You shall not murder.", a command that left open the possibility of
killing in many cases. This does not mean that that moral avenue is still
open. The ninth commandment, "Thou shalt not bear false witness
against thy neighbor" was written in language that specifically spoke of
lying in court. This does not mean that a court of law is the only place that
a Christian is not permitted to lie. There are many things that were made
complete when Christ came, one of which was shifting from inwardly
attempting to maintain purity to outwardly evangelizing. In the Old
Testament, the prophet had a role calling back the lost sheep of Israel,
but to the Gentiles there was no real sense of the Great Commission.
Christ's coming changed that, so that one of the primary responsibilities



given to Christians is to win souls. It is with knowledge of this that Paul
spoke of becoming a servant to all, ending with "I have become all things
to all men so that by all possible means I might save some." (I Cor 9:22)

Each person in this world is either ready to die or not ready to die. A
person who is ready to die will not be serving someone who needs to be
stopped. I know that there are many soldiers who would rather not fight,
who would rather die than kill, and who bear no hatred towards their
enemies. At the same, if you would Kkill, I have this question for you: Can
you consider it to be the best possible form of evangelism to look an
enemy soldier in the eyes, say "Jesus loves you. He died so that you may
be forgiven of your sins and go to Heaven. I love you." and then, pulling a
trigger, send that soldier to Hell?

The early Christian church (before Constantine's vision) had a strong
aversion to the shedding of blood, as reflected by people such as
Athenagorus, who said in 180 AD "We [Christians] cannot endure even to
see a man put to death, though justly." When the Emperor attempted to
create a Christian state, a part of the compromise that was introduced
was the concept of just war theory: killing is undesirable and an evil
under all circumstances, but there are some circumstances when it is not
the greatest evil, and inaction and the damage it will cause is a greater
evil. This thought is at the center of misunderstanding of pacifism: that a
pacifist sits back and does nothing, that pacifism is passivism. I will
attempt here to outline the difference between pacifism and passivism. If
I succeed, it is only by God's grace.

If Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego had prescribed to the idea that it
would be possible to know in advance what is the greater evil and what is
the lesser evil, and to choose between, then certainly the lesser of the two
evils would have been to bow down _once_ and continue with their many
other ministries. The story, however, glorifies their refusal to commit
even the smallest evil, and reflects God's disregard for what is and isn't
humanly possible. "Not by might, nor by power, but by my Spirit.", says
the Lord. Zech. 4:6

The new law is to love your enemy as yourself, and to forgive the one
who injures you seven times seventy, as per Matthew 18:22.

Oftentimes people ask me "Well, God commanded not only defensive
wars and even conquest but genocide in the Old Testament; what about
those?" Please be assured that, were I to be born before Christ came, I
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before Christ came, I would probably be an active member of the military,
because that is what God commanded of many people and something that
my gifts would be suited for. Jesus, however, said "You have heard that it
was said: 'Love your neighbor and hate your enemy.' But I tell you: Love
your enemies, bless those who curse you, do good to those who hate you,
and pray for those who persecute you... Be perfect, therefore, as your
heavenly father is perfect." (Matt. 5:43,44,48) Before this command, it
would have been not only acceptable but a moral duty to strike at some
enemies, just as it was not only acceptable but a moral duty to repay life
for life, eye for eye, tooth for tooth, hand for hand, foot for foot, burning
for burning, wound for wound, stripe for stripe (Ex. 21:23-25). With
Christ, however, things were completely changed: "You have heard that it
was said: 'Eye for eye and tooth for tooth.' But I tell you, do not resist an
evil person. If someone strikes you on the right cheek, turn to him the
other also." (Matt. 5:38-39) Any action taken in a war must be
reconcilable with complete and absolute love for the enemies attacked:
loving ("Love does no harm to its neighbor", Rom 13:10), doing good
towards, praying for, blessing.

If you wish to become a warrior, then you will study and try to learn
tactics and strategy. An attack that is lacking in planning will fall to a
defense that is strategic, even if the attackers have better soldiers and
better weapons.

If you wish to use the means of peace (whether or not you believe that
they are always sufficient), then just as a warrior must study, you must
study the concepts and principles of the means of peacemaking. You must
study the tactics and strategy of making peace before even considering to
declare it an insufficient tool for a situation where violence is necessary.

Once the men of a village came, running, and told Gandhi that they
had run away while the police were raping and pillaging. When they told
him that this was because of his instruction to be nonviolent, he hung his
head in shame. He would not have been angry with them if they had
defended their families by the power of a sword. He would have approved
had they stood in harm's way, calling all injury to themselves without
seeking to strike or to harm, to the point of death. But to run away like
that and passively leave those who could not run was an act of great and
terrible cowardice, the darkest possible answer to the problem. Gandhi -
because the Hindu religion sees grey and dark_er_ and light_er_ courses



of action (every action falling onto a spectrum) believed that violence was
necessary in many situations, in any event infinitely superior to
cowardice. I do not believe that God presents a situation that does not
have some way out that is free of sin and evil, and so I believe that
violence is completely unnecessary to the Christian. The point of this
example still stands, however - that cowardice is diametrically opposed to
peacemaking.

Random violence for its own sake is not farther from a just war than
sitting back and doing nothing is from pacifism. Cowardice is the direct
opposite of peacemaking, and a coward CANNOT learn to be a
peacemaker without first learning bravery.

Long before one person _ever__ strikes another in a corporeal manner,
peace has been breached. The first principle of peace is something that
lies much stronger and much deeper than the absence of physical conflict.
The Hebrew word "shalom" has come to have the meaning that peace
should have - if you have not encountered the word shalom, take
"harmony" or "accord" to be a rough English equivalent. When there is
truly peace between two people, they love each other to the point of being
ready to forfeit wealth, honor, and life. Such peace leaves no room for
prejudice and misunderstanding, which scatter as cockroaches scatter at
the appearance of light. To establish peace, you do not merely ensure a
lack of physical violence (particularly not through intimidation at your
own superior capability for violence - "peace through strength" destroys
what it wishes to establish), but rather work to remove all traces of hatred
and injustice. Peace is not an absence, but the presence of love.

"The greatest of these is love." I Cor 13:13 Establish love and there will
be peace.

Just as a warrior must be ready to sacrifice the life of another by
killing, so also, to live by peace you must be ready to sacrifice yourself by
dying. This is the heart of the difference between passivism and pacifism.
A passivist sits back and does nothing. A pacifist goes out on the
battlefield, ready to die. To go out into a battle to kill, with the knowledge
that you may die, requires great courage. To go out into a battle, not to
kill, but to die, requires greater courage still.

It is obvious that there is a certain power which, in order to harness, it
is necessary to take up arms and be ready to kill if need be. What is not so
obvious is that there is another power for which it is necessary to put
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It is easy to return love to one who loves. It is not easy to give love to
one who hates. And yet to do this impossible task is possible by the grace
of God: "I can do everything in Christ who gives me strength." Phil. 4:13

Christ did not conquer us by threats of fire and brimstone. His
message was not centered around "If you do not follow me, you will go to
Hell." (although that is true) He did not torture us until we said "Ok, Ok, I
believe." (although he has the power, the authority, and the right to do
so) He rather said "Look how much I love you. Look at what I did for you.
Look at what I want to do for you." He loved us who were his mortal
enemies, and conquered us from the inside out: not by force, not by
threat, but by love that knew no bounds. When we evangelize -
conquering those who are God's mortal enemies - we do not threaten with
Hell or use torture. We show our love, and by the power of the Holy Spirit
conquer from _the_inside_out,  making an ally of an enemy and
bringing blessing where God wills. This nature, this love, this manner of
conquering is the heart of peacemaking.

In the midst of a world where darkness has its dominion, the powers
of light are not overcome. This is not because the power of Satan is weak,
but because the power of God is stronger. If you master an enemy by
violence, your victory is temporary. If you master an enemy by love, your
victory is eternal.

In the study of war and peace, look not only at troubled individuals
and nations in the time of war, but also when there is peace - and know,
as much as what went wrong when there were battles, what went right
when there was love. Formal elaboration of some principles of
peacemaking are rare, but its practice is more common than you might
think. When you use your body to shield another person from injury,
when you place yourself in the path of harm - take the example of the
king of Denmark shielding Jews from Hitler - that is peacemaking.

Brother Andrew, while speaking at a chapel here, recounted an an
excellent example of peacemaking. He was talking with the leader of a
terrorist liberation front who was holding hostages. He reasoned with the
leader for a while, talking about how he could not rest if a single brother
or sister of his in Christ was in captivity, but did not succeed. Diplomacy
failed, as it sometimes will. He did not break into a fistfight, or try to grab
one of the guns in the room. What he did do was to ask, "Will you take me
in his place? Will you let him go free, and chain me to the central



radiator?" The leader was astonished, not believing at first that he
actually realized (let alone meant) what he said, and then that Andrew's
house was in order, and that he really was ready to be a hostage. That is
acting in Christ's love.

Love is not weakened or limited by hostility of the ones loved. It would
be hollow and worthless if it were only an effective means of dealing with
people who love you and take you seriously. Christ came down and died,
died not for perfect people who were worthy of salvation (such people
would need no such thing), but for people who were walking in the
darkness and hated the light. His manifest power is revealed in the ones
who have been conquered and transformed by its strength, and so Billy
Graham, Jeffrey Dahlmer, and myself who were all repulsive in his sight
and fully worthy of Hell have come to be forgiven and made anew. We
were God's enemies, conquered not by a show of force on God's part
(which would have been easy - God could kill me as easily as I lift a
finger), but by costly love. He came down in human form and, when he
had shown his love in all other ways, showed his love by dying. And, as
God conquered us who were his enemies by the power of his love, and
made us to be his reconciled sons and daughters, so we must conquer
those who are our enemies by the power of his love manifest in us, and
make them to be our reconciled brothers and sisters.

Jesus said "If someone strikes you on the right cheek, turn to him the
other also." (Matt. 5:39) This is not a command to act as if you have no
rights and passively let yourself be regarded as subhuman, but rather an
insistence on the fact that you do have rights. In the society of that time, a
slap on the cheek was not intended as a physical injury but rather as an
insult, putting an inferior back in his or her place. The strength of that
insult depended greatly upon which hand dealt it: as the left hand was
seen as unclean, a slap with the left hand was the insult far greater than
one dealt with the right hand. This was reflected in the legal penalties for
an inappropriate slap: the penalty for slapping a peer with your left hand
was a fine one hundred times the penalty for slapping a peer with your
right hand; the penalty for slapping a better with your right hand was a
fine while the penalty for slapping a better with your left hand was death.
The people Jesus was speaking to most directly were, by and large, slaves
and the downtrodden. A slap on the right cheek was dealt with the left
hand. To turn the other cheek would leave the master with two options.

MTh A vt xirAss TA kA +A Alasw +lhAa AlaxrAa amcatin ket FhaAa Fioan A vimdh Hh A i3



111C 111dL vwuulu v w Dld]:) L11C dlavc 'agcuu, DUl LS L1111IC VVILU L1IC llsllL
hand (therefore declaring the slave a peer). The second would be not to
slap the slave again (therefore effectively rescinding the first slap). Now,
such impudence and sauciness would often tend to bring punishment,
but it none the less says "Hey, I'm a human. I have rights. You can't treat
me like this." It is not an action without suffering for oneself, nor does it
inflict suffering on the "enemy": but it does say and do something in a
powerful way.

If you are to be a peacemaker, you must act against any evil - no
matter how small it may appear (by human measure - there is _no_ small
evil by God's measure) - whenever you see it. Even if it is not a breach of
peace in the military sense, it is a breach of shalom, and should be
stopped as soon as possible, so that it does not grow and multiply. If this
is done, it will be rare if ever that violent intervention is even a question.

The power of violence is in what it can compel of the body. The power
of peacemaking is what it can compel of the soul. If someone commands
you to do what is morally repugnant to you, and you use the force of arms
to stop that person, then you will probably slay some, and you will
certainly make emnity. If instead you use the force of peacemaking - by
noncompliance, being disobedient and taking whatever the consequences
must be, and by choosing your own suffering over the convenience of
obedience - you will not see results as quickly, but your actions will
command respect rather than emnity.

If you are to gain the power to successfully intervene with violence,
then you must devote resources to equipment and time to training. Time
and money thus spent are not spent on humanitarian ends. This is not to
say that military technology and research does not have civilian spinoffs,
or to say that the precision and discipline within military bodies is not
something that can be very useful. Both of these benefits do exist, and are
worth taking note (and advantage) of. At the same time, it is necessary to
think: Is this really the most powerful and best way to spend this money?
Love and active peacemaking are not limited to the well financed. Its
power does not come from the investment of scarce monetary resources,
but rather through the Holy Spirit, which is anything but a scarce
resource. Money is freed to other ends.

Everyone in this discussion agrees that it is better to voluntarily suffer
than to inflict suffering on others.

Diplomacy is a powerful thing. It becomes even more powerful if you



study the positions of all parties involved, study both their stated desires
and what is unstated: their culture, their experience, the motivation
behind stating the desires and intentions that they state. Oftentimes goals
that appear diametrically opposed will, when examined at the root, reveal
a mutually beneficial way of resolution. The power of diplomacy is not,
however, absolute, and it depends to an extent on the goodwill of both
parties. It is then that either one side must turn back, or that the desires
be accomplished at the price of suffering. The usual method of waging
wars uses physical force to conquer. The method of peacemaking - to
stand in the way of the evil being done against you, and not dodge or
resist the blows aimed at you - uses spiritual force which opens a
hardened heart.

Love is not the exclusive domain or power of one group. Any
individual can bring surprise by an act of love. The power of love, when
applied to all ways so that there are no charges of incompletion or
hypocrisy, is overwhelming.

Love wishes nothing that it would not accord to another. Greed, the
placement of self at the center of the universe, is diametrically opposed to
love.

Christ's resistance and even revulsion at our evil did not cause him to
force that evil from us. He rather showed us the better way, and left us to
choose between the paths of light and those of darkness. So it is with love
that makes peace: it is not forced upon those who believe violence to be
the greatest interventive power.

Proclaim Christ at all times, and use words if need be.

Morally, there is not a difference between directly and indirectly
causing an action. The one who commissions an assassination is no less
guilty than the one who murders in person. Be sure that the actions you
support are as pure as the actions you would take in person.

Just as Jesus said not to murder either in body (by breaking the sixth
commandment) or in mind (by harboring hatred), peacemaking and love
must penetrate both the actions of the body and the actions of the mind
completely.

If you oppose someone with peacemaking, you will call to yourself the
love and respect of others. Your power is not dependent on the extent of
your military might (which is dependent on the extent to which you
sacrifice humanitarian ends), but only on the extent to which you love
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because God sees more good in that momentary failure than its success.

Peacemaking is more the opposite of inaction than it is of violence.
Violence consists of seeing an evil and trying to act to rectify it; the means
are imperfect. Cowardice and inaction make no hint of an effort to rectify
the situation, and in my view are more reproachable than well meant
violence. I have no respect for cowards - including those who dodge
military conscription because they are afraid to die or be maimed in
battle - but do hold respect for soldiers who have the courage and the
desire to rectify which is the heart of peacemaking.

The power of love to conquer a hostile person without harm is a
mystery; I would be a great liar if I said that I have always treated others
in love. I will say that, when I have acted in a manner that says "You are
expendable", there is a seed of evil and poison, however small, that starts
to grow. When I have acted in a manner that does not see the least (by the
world's measure) as expendible, God's love acting in me has shown power
that is beyond my comprehension.

At the heart of violent intervention is a presupposition that you know
the hearts of your enemies and that you can predict what can happen, so
that the slaughter you cause will be lesser than the slaughter you prevent,
and that if you instead intervene with your own blood without physically
incapacitating your enemy, God will not work through and bless your
actions as much as if you had compromised. When this assumption
comes to mind, I believe that God has answered it when he said "Satan is
a liar and the father of all lies." John 8:44, and that that he can and will
do "immeasurably more than we all ask or imagine." (Ephesians 3:20) I
am personally offended by the idea that it is necessary to take evil in
order to prevent evil, because it carries the implication that God is either
a hypocrite (by telling us never to to evil, and having the power to keep us
from a choice between acts of evil, but choosing not to) or incompetent
(telling us never to do evil, but lacking the power to make this possible).
At the heart of peacemaking is faith, faith that without committing any
undesirable evil it is possible to conquer the darkness. I have taken too
many leaps of faith and landed on solid ground too many times to think
that God is unable or even unwilling to grant power to those that will not
compromise.

It is said that it is more blessed to give than to receive. Whether or not
you agree with that - I find a great blessing in both - it is evident that one



of the marks of love is that it benefits the one who loves and the one who
is loved. Violence does not "do no harm to its neighbor" (I Cor 13:10), but
very regretfully does what it hopes to be a minimum of harm to its
neighbor. The power of love and peacemaking is such that it brings
blessings upon the one who uses it to oppose evil, and the person whose
evil is opposed.

Civil disobedience must be loving and sincere in all regards. To
hatefully scream while restraining your fists is not enough: you must act
in complete love and not harm in the least the person who you are
resisting.

When you take an action, always look at why you act.

Love that is ready to die leaves no room to be cowardly.

"Do not be overcome by evil, but overcome evil with good." Romans
12:21

I hope that, if God offers me the honor of becoming a martyr, I would
have the courage to accept the honor. As Paul said in Phillipians 1:21, "To
live is Christ; to die is gain."

All Scriptural quotations (except for quotations from the ten
commandments) NIV.



Book Review: A New
Face on an Old
Ecumenism (7The
Orthodox Dilemma
Second Edition :

Personal Reflections

on Global Pan-
Orthodox Christian
Conciliar Unity)

I write with some sadness as provided a courtesy review copy, and as
having my consent to include a quote. (Normally, when another author
asks my permission to include a quote, I don’t judge on basis of
concluding agreement or disagreement; I am thankful for the publicity,
and in particular thankful for the other author’s good manners, especially
in a case like this where the quote in question falls well within limits of
fair use.)

I wanted to read the book through, since beside the author’s
generosity, I'd want to be very sure before questioning a book that gets
consistent five star reviews, but at least in the first quarter or so of the
text I have yet to find any intimation that there is any legitimate
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Orthodox Churches as presented for the sake of the text: Eastern
Orthodox, Oriental Orthodox, Old Believer, various autonomous
churches, and so on. And no distinction is made between the Russian
Orthodox Church and the Russian Orthodox Autonomous church,
besides a basic position that only confusion and perhaps past sins or
historical accident that stops the Russian Orthodox Church from
recognizing the Russian Orthodox Autonomous church as equal
jurisdictions that should be in full communion without any of the
Orthodox Church’s proper reconciliation of heretics and schismatics.

The author mentions a number of unfortunate experiences; I've had
some unfortunate experiences, too. I, to, have been educated at a Roman
Catholic university, or at least an academic environment that continued
to draw inspiration from its Jesuit heritage. And there at least seems to
be one difference between East and West; I had one Professor in formal
communion with Rome say that she believed in Tradition, but she
explicitly placed Arius alongside St. Athanasius as equal and proper
representatives of Tradition. While the Roman communion has its own
fractured communities of traditionalists, the live threat in Rome is their
Left Coast which involves churches of Jesus, Buddha, and Socrates, and
at times can be difficult to distinguish from New Age; it is my experience
that when Romans wax eloquent about “the spirit of Vatican II” it is
provocative to say “The spirit of Vatican II is in the letter” (Avery
Cardinal Dulles, class session), and the best thing to do is run for the
hills.

With Orthodoxy it is different. Orthodoxy does have a left, and it has

confused Orthodox Christians into believing that contraception is fine as
long as you follow a few ground rules. However, the real concern in

Orthodoxy is the Orthodox Right Coast, which has Fr. Seraphim (Rose)’s
quite astonishing following (check out the one-star reviews!), which are
unlike anything else I've received as an author. (When someone speaks of
“Blessed Seraphim Rose” I've had real trouble telling whether the other
person is a member of the canonical Orthodox Church.) To clarify
regarding Mr. Alexander’s treatment of the matter, I do not lump all the
communities he mentions as being under the Right Coast, but only some
of them. I have no reason to believe, and this book gives me no reason to
believe, that non-Ephesians and non-Chalcedonians are particularly
given to legalism, nor Right Coast passions that despise oikonomia and
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mercy, nor regard themselves as much too Orthodox to be in communion
with the canonical Church. The Orthodox Church’s table is piled high,
and there has always been room at the table: for True and Autonomous
“Orthodox”, for Old Believers (some of whom are already in), for Oriental
Orthodox, for Western Christians and for people not Christian even in
pretension: there is room for all those who will be reconciled, individually
or in groups, as schismatics or as heretics, if only they will be received as
full members of the Orthodox Church only, and on the Church’s terms.

With all that stated, let me begin with what I thought would be my
point of departure.



There is a Utopia on earth, I have been there or at least within walking
distance of this Utopia, and come to think of it, seeing Utopia wasn’t a
memorable experience at all.

If you wish to pull up Google Maps, and search for “Utopia, IL”, you
will find Utopia pinpointed in a Chicago suburb (Oakbrook Terrace), and
Google helpfully shows an uninspired picture of the Jiffy Lube at Utopia.
I haven’t had the time to research the matter, but there are on present-
day U.S. soil the graveyards of a number of attempts of a Nordic country
(if memory corrects me, Sweden), to colonize North America and
resurrect timeless, ancient Nordic values. There were some things that
were remarkably consistent across attempts. There was the
reconstruction effort, and there was the daunting endeavor of actually
going to New World soil and making a live colony. However, the actual
timeless values the whole enterprise hinged on were highly inconsistent.
Varying somewhat by the decade, the overall impression of scholarship
that may not have reached beyond a Wikipedia article is that these
timeless, pristine values were something like an ink blot test in a
proverbial Freudian counseling session (note that I have no idea if inkblot
tests are practiced any more). The point of asking a patient what was seen
in quintessentially ambiguous “pictures” was understood as informing
the psychologist of nothing about the “pictures” and everything about the
patient. I had not heard of these Utopian movements, nor known that the
house I grew up in was such a short drive from Utopia (if in fact this
Utopia was of Nordic origin), when I wrote “Exotic Golden Ages and
Restoring Harmony With Nature: Anatomy of a Passion” in “The Best of
Jonathan’s Corner”, but it would have fit naturally enough. The key
downwind effect of the inkblot attempt that, in an attempt to reconstruct
past glory, the effect is to sever ties to the recent past and the further-
back past as well.

A second case in point, studied in “Exotic Golden Ages and Restoring
Harmony With Nature: Anatomy of a Passion” in “The Best of Jonathan’s
Corner”, has to do with the plain meaning of Scripture in the Protestant
Reformation. Now Protestants never invented the idea that Scripture is
foundational to the point of being bedrock. Whether in Luther’s Sola
Scripture, or Roman discussions of Scripture and Tradition, or Vladyka
KALLISTOS writing that Scripture is not separate from Tradition but the
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greatest thing in Tradition (I don’t know exactly where non-Ephesians or
non-Chalcedonians stand but I would be astonished to find either
tradition holding Scripture to be anything less than cardinally
important), you can’t escape a sense that the Bible is important, except
for the lukewarm and the Left Coasts. However, if it is not decisively
interpret by a Tradition (whether non-Left-Coast Rome, Eastern
Orthodoxy, Oriental Orthodoxy, or for that matter Orthodoxy’s Right
Coast), seeing for yourself the plain sense of Scripture is the bedrock to
there being myriads of Protestant denominations. Even in the
Reformation’s better moments, people who were devoted to Christianity
as guided by the plain sense of Scripture found time and time again that
they could not stay under the same doctrinal house. As a Protestant then
(now chrismated Orthodox and received under the rubric of receiving a
reconciled heretic, a route I endorse for others as well), my Political
Science professor at Calvin, who was Protestant enough, said that “Every
man his own Pope” doesn’t work. The Bible may invaluable and it may
have layers more to it than the Reformation would have liked, and if I
may delicately say so, the Orthodox Church keeps a great more of even
the 66 book Protestant canon than the “plain sense” Reformation
exegetes will acknowledge in Scripture. But the plain sense of Scripture,
denuded of protecting Tradition, is halfway to being an inkblot.

The proof of this, if anything, is in Reformation ecclesiology and the
Invisible Church, a doctrine I found myself totally unable to derive from
the Bible when I was Protestant (and remain unable as Orthodox to do
the same). The Invisible Church is essentially a doctrine that once the
Reformation logic’s practical effects work out and there are innumerable
schisms (“denomination” being a neutral-sounding euphemism for
something the Reformers themselves knew was entirely abhorrent), God
placed some sort of invisible duct tape across true Christians regardless
of fracture, and that duct-taped, invisible retcon was in fact what had
been hitherto understood by the visible Church, an understanding shared
by Romans, Eastern Orthodox, and Oriental Orthodox, and for that
matter by the first Reformers until the claim of “My little fragment is the
true Church” claimed by dozens of voices could no longer really be taken
seriously.

That set the scene for ecumenism as we now know it. I know relatively
little of the history of ecumenism, and I have read one scholarly work
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interacted with each other and realized they were separated without
clearly understanding why, but in any case that was the reality that
defined a great deal of the contours of the category we now know of
ecumenism. Originally, ecumenism did not address Romans, let alone
Eastern or Oriental Orthodox; the metaphor of a virtual supercomputer
composed of numerous coordinated individual personal computers is
obviously of more recent vintage than ecumenism itself, but it is faithful
to the nature of ecumenism. It is an alternative to saying, “Being in
schism like this is sin,” and bespeaks an ecclesiology that does not
condemn the Reformation collection of schisms, or tries to transcend
them while keeping them in place. (Note that this explanation leaves out
a good deal.) It also might be pointed out, less delicately, that this
doctrine is a Tradition which has priority over Scripture and simply
trumps its plain sense on at least one point. Perhaps it is not the most
interesting such Tradition: but it is one.

I grew up Protestant, and ecumenism was to me like mother’s milk. It
was, for that matter, ecumenism that helped lead me to the Orthodox
Church (and yes, the Lord does work in mysterious ways). It was bedrock
to me that if you cared about Christian unity, ecumenism was the clay you
should be shaping. And I encountered the claim, strange to me as it
seemed, that Rome was not one more denomination and her claim was in
fact something more to being one more division lumped into the duct
tape.

But what was stranger was what I encountered as Roman ecumenism
years later, having repented of my ecumenism as my priest and sponsor
slowly worked with stubborn me over time. At first I assumed that
Roman ecumenism was simply Rome saying, “You're right; I agree” to
Protestant ecumenism. But that was not in fact the case. Roman
ecumenism really and truly is an ecumenism and an incorporation
deriving from Protestant ecclesiology. But it is adapted, if disturbingly
superficially. I haven’t heard the term “Invisible Church” in Roman
usage, but the basic idea is there are several more-or-less equivalent
communions (“particular Churches”, a phrase which seems to change
meaning with each Pope, but basically conveying true Church status
while being wounded by failure to participate in Roman communions), so
that the “Invisible Church” (or whatever they call or refrain from calling
it) is not out of Baptists, Mennonites, or Lutherans, but is out of “historic



Churches”, meaning not only Rome but Eastern Orthodox, non-
Chalcedonians, non-Ephesians, and any other continuing ancient
community I've missed. These have more or less de facto the status of
individual Protestant denominations under the original Protestant
ecclesiology, and I remember the flame I got when a Roman priest made
an ecumenical overture that he claimed to be “sensitive to Orthodox
concerns” (with zero recognition that ecumenism is a sensitive concern to
some Orthodox; he used pretty strong language and implied that he was
closer to the heart of Orthodoxy than I was). “An Open Letter to Catholics
on Orthodoxy and Ecumenism” in “The Best of Jonathan’s Corner” had
been my reply. Roman ecumenism may have Protestantism somewhere
in its sights, but the basic framing is that historic Churches are insiders
who should restore communion without reconciliation, on the terms
Protestant ecumenism would have it, while inclusion of Protestants may
be desirable but they are outsiders to the family of historic Churches.

(I might comment briefly that I do not think it is right to regard
Oriental Orthodox communions as being like Protestant denominations.
There are a small number of primary non-Eastern Orthodox
communions, and in fact some of them like Novatians are treated with
some sympathy in canon law. After the original break over a millennium
ago, I am not aware of further fractures within the communities then
established or having most adherents belong to a splinter. However, I do
not accord this status to the Orthodox Right Coast or various groups that
want to call themselves Orthodox without submitting to canonical
communion.)

Having looked at the original ecumenism as invented by Protestants,
and its alien transplantation into Rome, I would now like to look at this
book’s transplantation of ecumenism into Oriental Orthodoxy and
proposed to Eastern Orthodox to make our own as well. The book’s basic
proposition is essentially that all the communities claiming to be
Orthodox should restore intercommunion without, as understood by
Rome’s historic Churches, a full and proper reconciliation. (And on the
“There’s room at the table” theme, I might remind you that the
Evangelical Orthodox Church was received into the Orthodox Church as
reconciled to become canonical. And I'd love to see other groups join
them as well.) The only ecclesiastical body with “Orthodox” in its name
that I am aware of that Mr. Alexander does not seek to include in
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Orthodox intercommunion is the Orthodox Presbyterian Church, which
was formed after one Presbyterian denomination (Politically Correct,
USA?) knowingly ordained a candidate who did not believe that Jesus
was the Son of God, and my uncle and other pastors split off so they could
still be named Presbyterian while considering the deity of Christ to
remain absolutely beyond question.. (I answered an Orthodox
Presbyterian DMin graduate from an Orthodox seminary in “An
Orthodox Looks at a Calvinist Looking at Orthodoxy”, in “The Best of
Jonathan’s Corner”.) The Orthodox Presbyterian claim is to be able to say
the Creed without crossing one’s fingers (or at least not translating
anything except for the line about the Church), not any sort of claim to be
of Eastern provenance. But Mr. Alexander does want to include others
who call themselves Orthodox and put Orthodox in their name but do not
seek to submit to Orthodox communion, including the (Anglican-based)
African Orthodox Church as much as the Russian Orthodox Church or
the Russian Orthodox Autonomous church.

The Eastern Orthodox Church can and in every sense should show
welcome and hospitality to visitors of any confession and no confession at
all, and baptize / chrismate and include in full communion those who
(like my respected second advisor at Cambridge) are Copts and want to
become members of the Eastern Orthodox Church. However, there is a
wide consensus among many Orthodox I respect, not only that good
fences make good neighbors, but that ecumenism, of which Mr.
Alexander offers a new permutation, is the ecclesiological heresy of our
age

I'm not sure if Mr. Alexander dealt with the Orthodox Right Coast;
even his hardships suggest innocence as to how the Right Coast can and
often does treat outsiders to it. But I remember years back, when I was
trying to get some basic bearings, asked a sharp friend why people who
separate themselves from the Orthodox Church in schism develop
legalistic passion. He gently suggested I had the order reversed: first
comes the passion, then comes the separation. In terms of how passion
goes, there are limited options for how the Right Coast can act in anger
against the canonical Church and still preserve the self-illusion of being
purer. None of the Left Coast axes appear adequate; you can attack the
Orthodox Church for not having women priests, but that doesn’t cut it.
The same goes for advocating for sexual libertinism. You can wield either
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Pretty much your only live option with the hand Orthodoxy has dealt
you is to be super-Orthodox by indicting the Orthodox Church is
indicting the Church for overly lax observation of canons. Now ancient
canons are all there for a reason, but proper application of canons
employs both akgravia (the principle of strict excellence) and oikonomia
(the principle of love). Any good bishop, or possibly priest, will govern
out of understanding canon law as a whole and trying to strike the right
balance between the two principles. As a consequence, any good priest or
bishop will show a great deal of laxity in at least some part of the overall
picture of applying ancient canons. All the canons are there for a reason,
and there are consequences when a canon is too loosely interpreted. And
the one option to appear super-Orthodox, at least to yourself, is to blast
the Church for overly lax observation of canon X in situation Y. That
defines the contour for your sins.

My suspicion, strange as it may sound, is that the Russian Orthodox
Autonomous church would bristle much more at instant and artificial
intercommunion with the Russian Orthodox Church than the Russian
Orthodox Church would.

One parish friend made a comment that he would like to have an
anathema service, a particular service in which propositions the
Orthodox Church has anathematized are in fact answered with one word:
“Anathema!” I do not mean to state that no anathema or broken
communion could ever arise from misunderstanding or, more pointedly,
sin. For me to make that claim across all Church history would be quite a
claim and it would be in excess of my authority as nothing more than a
layman. However, the opposite error of assuming that every anathema or
breach in communion should simply be stepped over is equally and
stunning of an assertion. In the part I read before I really gave up, I did
not see a single analysis reaching a responsible conclusion that even one
single anathema or breach in communion may safely be brushed aside.
The argument, such as it went, was not to go over any of the fences in
detail, but make brief assertions out of a presupposition that anathemas
and closed communion (at least between what Rome calls “historic
Churches”) are insubstantial, not really speaking to us today, and
resulting from confusion or sin rather than anything binding.

The author has put his heart in this, a point which is evident on almost
every page. His sincerity is not up for grabs, nor his goodwill, and I wince



at the pain he will have reading this. None the less, I say that ecumenism

is the Left Coast ecclesiological heresy of our age, I have seen two and

now three basic permutations, and its chief audience among canonical

Orthodox should be those concerned with Orthodoxy and heterodoxy.
With Much Regret,

C.J.S. Hayward
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Can You Smoke
Without Inhaling?

Martial Arts and the
Orthodox Christian

I have met this
kind of slippery words
in Orthodoxy, and I
did not like it then
either. I remember
one subdeacon
proudly explaining
that he had dealt with
Evangelicals, gently
defusing doubt about
venerating the Mother
of God by saying, "You
wouldn't be
disrespectful to your
mother, would you?"

The late medieval
veneration of the
Mother of God was
called 'idolatrv' hv the









A provoking article about
yoga in Georgia

There was an article which discussed the Orthodox Church and yoga
in Georgia. It made no mention of martial arts, but it left me thinking
about how its substance would meet martial arts.

Probably the most striking part of the discussion of the Orthodox
Church in Georgia giving a cautious, skeptical eye to yoga, and one of
yoga's advocates said, "With time, as practitioners realized that "[b]y
chanting one 'Om,' they're not going to change their religion," the
objections vanished." This answer reminds me of how Charles Babbage
was asked by members of the Parliament if his analytical engine could
arrive at the correct answer even if it were given incorrect data to work
with. He said, "I cannot rightly apprehend what confusion of ideas would
lead to such a question." And I cannot rightly apprehend what confusion
of ideas would lead an Orthodox to accept that reply.

The term 'yoga' is from the Sanskrit and means a spiritual path, and in
that sense with unadorned simplicity an Orthodox Christian may claim to
be a devotee of the Christian yoga, much as for that matter an Orthodox
Christian speaking with a follower of the Budo (Warrior's Way) may with
unadorned simplicity claim to be following Christian Do. Something close
to this insight is at the heart of Christ the Eternal Tao. The question of
whether chanting one 'Om,’ or rather, 'Aum,' as the "Sacred Syllable" is
more properly called, will change your religion is neither here nor there.
Saying the Jesus Prayer once not make one Orthodox, but this exact point
is neither here nor there. Meditation in yoga does not stop with one 'Om’
any more than Orthodox hesychasm stops with saying the Jesus Prayer
once. On this point I would bring in that the Jesus Prayer is so important
in Orthodoxy that in nineteenth century Russia there was genuine,
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heartfelt resistance to teaching the Jesus Prayer to laity on the concern
that access to something so great without the protecting buttress of
monastic living would lead them into pride to the point of spiritual
illusion. At the risk of claiming insider status in Hinduism or treating
Hinduism as a copy of Orthodoxy, I might suggest that the place of the
"Sacred Syllable" in Hinduism is something like the place of the Jesus
Prayer in Orthodoxy, alike foundational to the depths of their spiritual
trasures, alike the metronome of silence to its practitioners. The concern
that the yoga that is drawn from Hinduism constitutes a spiritual path
inconsistent with Orthodoxy is anything but kneejerk conservatism,
especially if chanting 'Aum’' once is the Hindu equivalent of taking the
Eucharist once (a point on which I am very unsure). But it represents
some fundamental confusion of ideas to speak of "the neutral syllable
'Om,"" as one workbook endorsed a popularization of yoga in the interest
of treating depression and bipolar disorder.

Thus far I have focused on the analogies and similarities of hesychasm
to the meditation that is found in Hinduism and Buddhism and is part of
internal martial arts. It may be described as "divorced from" its religious
roots (the founding grandmaster of Kuk Sool Won), but it is a common
practice in internal martial arts (I never reached a high enough rank in
Aiki Ninjutsu to be expected to join them in meditation), and it may not
so easily be separated from its roots as it is presented. Part of the article I
read on Georgia and yoga talked about meditation as affecting mind and
body and in certain contexts produces a state of extreme suggestibility,
quite far from the pattern in the saint's lives where the Lord, the
Theotokos, or a saint tells someone something, and ends up doing so at
least two or three times because the devout Orthodox is simply more
afraid of being deceived than of failing to jump at a command they
consider themselves unworthy of. The state of extreme suggestibility
produced by meditation opens the door to demonic "insights", and one of
the questions raised was, "Do you want to train in a discipline where the
leaders are likely under demonic influence, in postures intended to be
part of a spiritual path where you, too, will be invited to the place of
suggestibility where you will be open to demonic influence?" The entire
discipline points to the demonic; why think we can handle it safely? St.

Paul writes, "You cannot drink the cup of the Lord and the cup of
demons. You cannot partake of the table of the Lord and the table of
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demons. Shall we provoke the Lord to jealousy? Are we stronger than
he?" It might be begging the question to assume immediately that yoga is
one of the cups referred to in this passage, but it is also precariously close
to begging the question to assume that the passage is simply irrelevant to
whether it is wise for Orthodox Christians to practice.




Have I been able to smoke
without inhaling?

Before talking about martial arts, which I will get to after laying some
preliminaries, I would like to talk about an area where I did my best to
"smoke without inhaling." I had come to believe that how Dungeons and
Dragons and fantasy literature portray magic is not acceptable: perhaps it
would be appropriate to portray a character's occult engagement as a
serious sin that opens a door to the demons who hate us, but as it was
argued to me, it's merely a depiction of a world with alternate physical
laws, and when I took that up seriously and asked, "Do you know to what
tolerances the constants of the physical world are tuned? If I were to have
aim that good, I could hit something much smaller than a proton at the
furthest reaches of the universe. Having alternate physical laws that
would support ordinary life as we know it and in addition pack in magic is
a very tall order. Would you also read fantasy of a world where adultery
was harmless due to alternate laws?"

This last polemic may be beside the point here, but what is more to the
point is that a friend, not to say very experienced author, responded to a
mailing list post suggesting that marketing-wise the first three books an
author publishes establish the author's "brand", and suggested that my
brand might be non-magical fantasy. And while I would not wish for that
brand now, this was a carefully considered suggestion from someone who
had read my work at length, and it makes sense. The list of works that
could be called nonmagical fantasy, some written after he made the
suggestion, include the short stories The Spectacles, Within the Steel Orb,
and the novellas, The Steel Orb, Firestorm 2034, and The Sign of the
Grail. And there is a reason I have not displayed any of the novellas on

my Amazon author page; The Sign of the Grail in particular was a work
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where I realized that my greatest successes (and in a work where I made
some bad decisions that jeopardized the work) let me realize that what I
was attempting was impossible. I would describe it as, "I succeeded, and
in succeeding realized that what I was attempting was impossible."

Some time later, a priest or monk was speaking me and warned about
the perennial temptation to escape the here and now. This temptation is
hard to pin down; it can take place physically, or mentally by
imagination, or by street drugs, or... When this was pointed out, after
initially resisting it, I realized that a great many things I did lacked the joy
of gratefully accepting the here and now: they provide escape, and one
good friend praised Within the Steel Orb precisely as a way to escape that
he couldn't put down.

I would have said then that I smoked, but didn't inhale. I would now
say that I inhaled more than I thought, and taking a "smoke, but do not
inhale" attitude to sin is a losing proposition. Besides the works listed I
made a role-playing game, The Minstrel's Song, which is free of magic but
still delivers the escape of fantasy. If you will, it offers a more dilute, less
forceful delivery of poison than Dungeons and Dragons, Shadowrun, or
many more of the plethora of role playing games out today, and perhaps
God may use it to wean people off of that kind of recreation. I may have
had a clear conscience when I wrote it, but remember Christ's words, I
am the true vine, and my Father is the vinedresser. Every branch of mine
that bears no fruit, he takes away, and every branch that does bear fruit
he prunes, that it may bear more fruit, and this is one of the things God
has pruned from me.

Proverbs asks, Can a man carry fire in his bosom and his clothes not
be burned? This is God speaking, and the whole topic of fantasy,
especially non-magical, represents an area where I tried to "smoke, but
do not inhale," and it is evident to me that I did inhale a good deal more
than was good for me, and a great deal more than I realized. I had, and
probably do still have, feet partly of iron and partly of clay.
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Martial arts without
inhaling?

When I touched base with my spiritual father years back about martial
arts, he permitted it up to a point; I know that spiritual prescriptions are
not to be copied from one patient to another, but he allowed me to study
martial arts that were really just techniques, but not martial arts that
were more of a philosophy. I had previously had about a year's combined
study between Kuk Sool Won and Karate; I thought that I would study
another martial art without inhaling, and simply try to dodge certain
aspects in studying Aiki Ninjutsu. (I tried to follow the spirit and intent of
my spiritual father's words, but perhaps I should have tried to ask him
once I became aware of the neuro-linguistic programming and success
plans.) What I really wanted was the stealth training, but God closed the
door to the weekend training that would cover stealth.

After having gotten a certain point in, I emailed the instructor saying
that I was coming to appreciate that Aiki Ninjutsu represents a complete
spiritual tradition and does not mesh well with Christianity. I mentioned
as an example the student's Creed, which begins, not with the
magnificence of "I believe in one God...", but "I believe in myself. I am
confident. I can accomplish my goals." I said that believing in oneself
represented a fundamental spiritual failing in Christianity. Had he asked
questions or tried to understand me in dialogue beyond my first words, I
would have referred to him to Chesterton in Orthodoxy, Chapter 2:

THOROUGHLY worldly people never understand even the world;
they rely altogether on a few cynical maxims which are not true.
Once I remember walking with a prosperous publisher, who made a
remark which I had often heard before; it is, indeed, almost a motto
of the modern world. Yet I had heard it once too often, and I saw
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suddenly that there was nothing in it. The publisher said of
somebody, "That man will get on; he believes in himself." And I
remember that as I lifted my head to listen, my eye caught an
omnibus on which was written [the asylum] "Hanwell." I said to him,
"Shall I tell you where the men are who believe most in themselves?
For I can tell you. I know of men who believe in themselves more
colossally than Napoleon or Caesar. I know where flames the fixed
star of certainty and success. I can guide you to the thrones of the
Super-men. The men who really believe in themselves are all in
lunatic asylums." He said mildly that there were a good many men
after all who believed in themselves and who were not in lunatic
asylums. "Yes, there are," I retorted, "and you of all men ought to
know them. That drunken poet from whom you would not take a
dreary tragedy, he believed in himself. That elderly minister with an
epic from whom you were hiding in a back room, he believed in
himself. If you consulted your business experience instead of your
ugly individualistic philosophy, you would know that believing in
himself is one of the commonest signs of a rotter. Actors who can't
act believe in themselves; and debtors who won't pay. It would be
much truer to say that a man will certainly fail, because he believes in
himself. Complete self-confidence is not merely a sin; complete self-
confidence is a weakness. Believing utterly in one's self is a hysterical
and superstitious belief like believing in Joanna Southcote: the man
who has it has 'Hanwell' written on his face as plain as it is written on
that omnibus." And to all this my friend the publisher made this very
deep and effective reply, "Well, if a man is not to believe in himself,
in what is he to believe?" After a long pause I replied, "I will go home
and write a book in answer to that question." This is the book that I
have written in answer to it.

I said that if he were to want to know more, I would have referred him
to this passage. (The Fathers do not rebut the phrase "believing in
yourself", because it was coined and popularized after your time. When it
was called "pride" or similar names, it was ripped to shreds.) Perhaps
some of the more recent writing from Mount Athos may address
"believing in yourself," but I am limited in my grasp of what is current on
Mount Athos.)



He responded with an authoritative statement that his art was
appropriate for people of all religions or no religion, including Christian,
and gave a recipe for success that began with believing in oneself. It was
an Activist recipe, not a Saint's, as I lay out two ultimate orientations in
Farewell to Gandhi: The Saint and the Activist, not a saint's; I did not
expect him to take the role of the saint, but he seemed to only see the
Activist approach as a live option. Now the Saint and the Activist do not
represent mutually exhaustive options; I would expect Japan's history to
hold at least one other model besides them; and the martial art was
presented as drawing on centuries or millenia of Japanese history, but it
seemed to incorporate neuro-linguistic programming,.

And on this point I will notice a difference between the martial art I
was taught and prior martial arts: Kuk Sool Won and Karate both spoke,
relatively frequently, of emphasizing "harmony between opponents." In
Aiki Ninjutsu, the code of ethics includes dealing with others in a
"harmonious" way, but I never heard advocacy of humble harmony
between opponents: by contrast, one of the more advanced lessons
covered with beginners is "become the center:" you dictate what is going
on. The art may have been combined with Aikido, which is perhaps the
most harmonious-with-opponents of martial arts, but as it was combined
and presented, I never heard on the mat someone speaking of harmony
with one's opponents, and I heard and saw practice at becoming the
center. The teacher seemed to be trying to "win through becoming the
center" rather than "win through harmony with one's opponent."

For my next point, I need to say a couple of words about the ki that is
central to internal martial arts. "Ki", translated "spirit" and "energy" in
the Aikido poster hanging in the dojo, is a foundational concept in so-
called "internal" martial arts and appears to me to be a large part of the
inspiration for the Force as dramatized in Star Wars. The two are not
interchangeable (for instance, I have never heard a martial artist discuss
a light side and a dark side to ki or try to levitate something), but I'm not
sure of any other concept readily accessible to the Western mind that
translates "ki" (the Greek "pneuma" has been suggested by a Tae Kwon
Do leader, but it is an approximation while "ki", "chi", and "qi" in Asian
languges do translate each other or rather refer the user to the same
concept). Interacting with ki is at the heart of internal martial arts.

Perhaps the most basic interaction with ki Perhaps I should
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that I have seen in martial arts was to "ki out",
as it was called in Kuk Sool Won and maybe
Karate, or "kiai" in Aiki Ninjutsu, sometimes
translated "spirit yell." Aiki Ninjutsu, unlike
the other two arts as I was exposed to them,
also has a system of four vowels, wrapped with
consonants into English words in most
English-speaking areas, which are used in
different contexts; I am not sure about this but
I believe they are connected to the elements of
earth, air, fire, and water as they play out. And
I emailed the instructor asking if it would
make sense to train given that I was not
comfortable with this spiritual practice. He
gave me another "become the center" answer
that spoke of my confusion of terminology,
and I wrongly assumed that because it was
called a "spirit yell", it was a spiritual practice.
But in my earlier practices totalling to about a
year, I kied out and was never comfortable
with it; it felt wrong. This time through, I
watched a video where his beautiful wife, also
a black belt and instructor, kiaied while cutting
with the sword. What I saw in this was
spiritual ugliness, as watching something
unclean.

Besides telling me I was confused about
terminology of the "spirit yell" and called it a
spiritual practice out of confusion, he said that
I was spending too much time trying to see
how my religion would "fit into things," gave a
sharp quote about narrow-mindedness, and
said it would make sense to "discontinue
training."

The other two times I was involved in
martial arts, I did not try to avoid inhaling,
and these were some of the driest times

make this point
hesitantly, because
when a Protestant
tells an Orthodox who
represents the living
Tradition, "I
understand your
Tradition better than
you because of my
book learning," it
normally signals a
profound confusion
that can get better
only if the Protestant
gets rid of the book
and actually openly
meets the Holy
Tradition as it appears
before him. That is
one of the reasons I
was very slow to
disclose Orthodoxy,

Contraception, and
Spin Doctoring: A
Look at an Influential
but Disturbing Article,
because my book
learning contradicted
the plain and
unanimous teaching
by priest and laity that
Orthodoxy allows
contraception if you'll
follow a few basic
rules. I am still
concerned that I
published it too
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spiritually that I knew. This time, I signed a
contract saying, in essence, "It is your choice
what things you will participate in on an
entirely voluntary basis; if you choose not to
do certain things, it is our choice whether or

not to withhold [advances in] rank." Now I had

expected to make progress slowly; martial arts'
first training is training me on my weakest
point and while I believe I might advance
quickly at higher levels where I would be in a
better position to use my strengths, I expected
slow progress. If I wanted to be trained
differently, I could at my option pay for private
lessons, but I was trying to just get through the
basics without asking for exceptions to how
the training usually works. I had not expected
that the Sensei would like my asking about
practicing without the spirit yell as a spiritual
practice, but I was not expecting him to say
that that was reason to discontinue practice.

Now if you will ask if I was angry with him,
I would say "no", and I don't want to hear
about him being hypocritical in his words
about my narrow-mindedness. It seemed, if
anything, like God acting through him to say
"You have had enough" and take away a bottle
of wine.

There were other times I quietly opted out
and got away with it: on entering or leaving a
class session, we were supposed to clap twice
to get rid of bad energy and then clap once to
acquire good energy. But I had been told
repeatedly that I needed to yell a vowel on
striking a target, and my opting out was
noticed and given corrections during the last
session.

quickly.

With that stated,
books like Essence of
Ninjutsu by the
grandmaster attribute
a profound and occult
spiritual significance
to kiaiing. I do not
remember if it was in
this book, but I
remember reading the
grandmaster
forbidding people to
take pictures of him
during lectures, and
when people tried to
take pictures, he kiai-
ied—and the pictures
did not turn out. The
one exception was a
photographer who
kiai-ed as he took
pictures, and this was
treated by the
grandmaster as a
"sometimes, you gotta
break the rules"
exception. Two of his
pictures were included
in that book; one
featured a blur which
was claimed to be a
grandmaster from
prior centuries
advising him as a
familiar spirit. It was
also presented that a



sufficient kiai can
without any physical
blocking stop an
attacker. Et cetera.

The point may be
raised that there is
something very
natural about tensing
your muscles and
maybe grunting in
physical exertion. I
would respond with
the following analogy:
There are natural
hormonal levels in
people's bodies, which
drop off with age.
Then there is
traditional medical
use of steroids,
including my use of
steroids after
radiotherapy knocked
out my thyroid
function. Then there
is the greyish area of
general "hormone
replacement therapy"
as handled by anti-
aging, which takes as
axiomatic that a 62
year old man should
have identical
hormones coursing
through his blood as a
26 year old man; this
is an obstacle to






Before I began practice

I had practiced two other martial arts, Kuk Sool Won and Karate as
mentioned, and did not attempt to "smoke without inhaling." Both of
those I did with an unclean conscience, and there was an incredible
growing dryness in my spiritual life. This time I tried to avoid inhaling,
and in large measure the question on my conscious was, "You deal in two
forms of power that do not basically edify. Do you wish to deal in one
more?" I have, for now at least, a regular paycheck coming in, and the
Gospel is remarkably cool to the usefulness of money, especially when it
is not used for alms for the poor. I work with computers, and I am rather
skeptical about whether they are as good for the whole person as they
might seem. (See the collection: The Luddite's Guide to Techonology,
$24.99 paperback, $2.99 Kindle for more details.) The moral of these
things is not that the forms of power are utterly unlawful, but that they
are less valuable than they seem, they require us to take command of
them if we are to use them rightly, and most of the time they could use
debunking. And in fact I did try to debunk them in the discussion of the
Sermon on the Mount in Farewell to Gandhi: The Saint and the Activist. I
spoke of being "naked as Adam", and at the risk of belaboring a metaphor
underscored that what is forbidden here is not literal clothing but
metaphorical armor. Now martial practice can be consistent with being
"without metaphorical armor;" one martial artist made a parody ad for
martial arts touting such things as, "Get beat up by people twice your age
and half your size!" The further people get into martial arts, the more
aware they are of their vulnerability, and it's pure snake oil when
someone advertises some super elite program that will make you the
world's greatest martial artist in two months. So I would be cautious of
saying that no one in any martial art can be living the Sermon on the
Mount, but I believe the teacher did me a kindness by virtually expelling
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me from the art, and I am in no rush to find another. Instead of trying
more efforts to acquire dubiously helpful forms of power, I could turn my
attention to areas where I could better use what computers I have. The
Philokalia tells of people who were mired in clay and calling out to others
not to become mired, found their salvation. Perhaps that describes The
Luddite's Guide to Technology, because while I may have some of the
detachment that is argued, I am a great deal more enmeshed with
technology than with some other things. I would not say that I am strong
enough to successfully "smoke without inhaling" when dealing with
technology.
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Conclusion

When I first visited the dojo, I saw a ?red? belt student wearing a
black T-shirt with tattered letters, saying on one side,

The God of the Old Testament is arguably the most unpleasant
character in all fiction: jealous and proud of it; a petty, unjust,
unforgiving control-freak; a vindictive, bloodthirsty ethnic cleanser;
a misogynistic, homophobic, racist, infanticidal, genocidal, filicidal,
pestilential, megalomaniacal, sadomasochistic, capriciously
malevolent bully.

a€“ Richard Dawkins, The God Delusion

I wasn't able to look up what the other side said, but I remember it
was a quote from the same book. And I said mentally, "I know what kind
of people I'm dealing with." Maybe I should have been afraid, confronted
him, or something else; I have never seen such socially acceptable hate
speech. But part of my reaction was, "Ok; I've been warned; this will be
like my time studying theology at Fordham.

The instructor spoke of my terminological confusion in referencing
the term "spirit yell", and in fairness that was not the primary term and
was not elaborated at length. The primary term, however, was "kiai", and
the philologist in me believes that the root of "kiai" (Aiki Ninjutsu) was Kki.
Certainly the term "ki out” (Kuk Sool Won) refers to ki. In the
groundwork book that is given to newcomers, my instructor is identified
as a third dan in Toshindo and also having rank in Aiki Ninjutsu.
"Toshindo" is an alternate way of reading the characters to "ninpo",
which is ninjutsu considered in its spiritual aspect. In my opinion, he
shouldn't have been surprised when I said that Aiki Ninjutsu looked like a
complete spiritual system to me. But however much he may have
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contradicted my identification of kiai as spiritually significant, either it
was a sine qua non of my continued participation, or my not asking this
kind of question about how it fit with my faith was such, or both. And
though this was passing, the book identified which of the four elements
one was most closely connected to, by astrological sign. In retrospect, I
marched past too many red flags; the onus for my remaining under such
conditions is primarily on me.

As a child I read of ninja who had stealth, and their stealth technique
was called ninjutsu. Something of that captivated my (among many)
people's imagination; etymologically, 'ninjutsu' meant the technique of
becoming invisible, an invisibility I assumed was metaphorical for
physically skilled stealth, sixteenth century ninja suits, and the like. On
my conscience's prompting, I did not do what I very much wanted to do
in going to the training weekend in a wooded area where stealth is best
taught. Instead I went through a crunch at work where it would have
been political suicide to be unavailable at work, although I did not expect
this when I did not sign up for the training. And my imagination was
enough captivated that I decided not to heed some strong red flags. The
guilt for this is my own, not any of theirs.

My endeavor would have been perhaps using people had I consciously
embarked on it as a philosophical experiment. Martial arts are often
considered to be deeply occult (I doubt the clapping of hands was the
only action with an occult intent), and while I would have to limit what I
say to exclude Western arts such as fencing or boxing, and arguably some
Eastern arts as well such as Brazilian Jiu-jutsu, which one Christian
practitioner told me had none of the philosophical element. Certain
things still appeal to me more; I would much rather pin an opponent by
skill than pummel another person to the point of not being able to get up
for ten seconds. To me the combat training was a secondary goal to
training in stealth. But even then the lesson I would draw from this is less
about martial arts, than trying to smoke without inhaling. While I ignored
red flags and the sharp warnings of my conscience, I kept my conscience
clean once I was in training, and peer pressure took a back seat to trying
to keep my conscience clean. And perhaps I was succeeding enough at
smoking without inhaling that the teacher ended my training. But the
overall lesson I draw from this is that it is foolish to think, "I can smoke
without inhaling." Perhaps at Fordham the position was one where I had
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mind situations like that; they do happen. But it was a severe breach of
wisdom for me to take on a situation where I would have to smoke
without inhaling. Practicing the techniques put violence before my
imagination and stained the purity of my soul. That was consistent. I do
not wish to dictate to soldiers who bear the cross of St. George what they
must do—but I was not a soldier following orders either.

Whether with regards to fantasy or martial arts or entirely unrelated
circles of temptation, it is an error to try to smoke without inhaling. Can a
man carry fire in his bosom and his clothes not be burned?
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The Case For
Uncreative Web
Design

When the Master governs, people are hardly aware that he exists.
Next best is a leader who is loved.
Next, one who is feared.
The worst is one who is despised.

Lao Tze, Tao Te Ching, tr. Stephen Mitchell

In looking at various award review sites, I have seen people equating
creative web design with good web design. This is not simply in
acknowledgement that creativity is one of the gifts of the human mind
and an indispensable part of the great triumphs of human culture. It goes
further to take the perspective that "good web design" means design that
impresses the viewer with its creativity. This perspective, which is almost
never questioned among awards reviewers, is one which is eminently
worthy of question.

Good acting does not leave people impressed with how good the acting
is. The very best acting leads people to be so involved with the drama and
tension that they forget they are watching actors at all. Not all acting
reaches that standard — which is a very high standard — but acting has
the quality that, at its best, it is transparent: people see through the
acting to the important thing, the story.

What are the basic responses to my A Dream of Light? In order from
best to worst:
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e Best: The reader is moved by the images and stimulated by the ideas,
and leaves the reading a wiser person. Perhaps this involves being
impressed by the thoughts, but the reader who is impressed is
impressed as a side effect of the literature's power. The reader leaves
the reading thinking about the writing's subject-matter.

e Second best: The reader's primary response is to think about how
smart I am, or how eccentric, or something of that sort. The writing
has not completely succeeded. The reader leaves the reading thinking
about me.

e Worst: The reader reads it and walks away thinking about the page's
design, even how clean and uncluttered it is. The reader leaves the
reading thinking about the web design.

If a reader walks away from that piece of literature thinking about my
web design, the design is a failure. The design is as bad as a photograph
where the scene is blocked by the photographer's thumb.

It is sometimes easy for webmasters to forget that readers spend most
of their time viewing other pages — not figuring out mine. I intentionally
employ a standard web design in nearly all of my pages: navigation bar to
the left, and a body to the right with dark text on a light background,
different colors for visited and unvisited links (with visited links looking
washed-out compared to unvisited links), no frames, judicious use of
emphasized text, a header at the top, and navigation links at the bottom. I
do not use any technology just because it's there—one page uses Java,
and has content that would be almost meaningless if the applet were not
there. The design on my home page is not creative, because it is intended
not to be creative. I copied best practices from other sites and from
friends' suggestions, in order to make a design that gets out of the way so
readers can see the content.

To adapt a classic proverb: Don't bother to impress people with
creative design when you can impress people with creative content. My
web design is not evidence of any great creativity, but many readers have
found the content in what I've written to show considerable creativity. I
employ a very standardized web design for the same reason that I use
standard spellings and grammar when I write: I want people to be able to
see through them to whatever it is I'm writing about. Yf spelynge caulze
uttinshun too ihtselv, itt yss mahch herdyr too thynque abaut whutt iz
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beeynge sayde. If, on the other hand, people employ standard spellings,
readers can ignore the spelling and focus on the point the writer is trying
to make. The spelling is transparent. Spelling is not where you want to
demonstrate your creativity. And neither, usually, is web design.

Now, does that mean there is no place for creativity in design? No! In [
learned it all from Jesus, I had each sentence a different color from the
one before, andnone of it black — which I regard as a legitimate artistic
liberty. The Quintessential Web Page is aiming at a quite different effect
(humorous rather than artistic), and it does other things that are not
ordinarily appropriate. In this page, I use the content to draw attention to
the design — also not normally appropriate. These things are not a special
privilege for me; I just mention my pages because they're the ones I know
best. There's some really beautiful Flash art on the web. One human-
computer interaction expert has created a usability resource that is one of
the ugliest pages I have ever seen, and does almost every major no-no on
the list. This is as it should be — he is making a point by demonstrating
features of bad web design. In that regard, making a page that is
singularly annoying makes the point far more forcefully than an exemplar
of good web practices that says "Be careful that you don't have text that's
indistinguishable from your background." It is perfectly acceptable to
stray from general rules if you have strong and specific reason to violate
them. I learned it all from Jesus, in my opinion, is a unique and valuable
addition to my web page — but if I made every page look like that, my
PageRank would drop through the floor.

Picasso said, "Good artists copy. Great artists steal." Great artists
never believe they have to invent everything from scratch to make good
art — instead, they draw on the best that has been done before, and use
their own creativity to build on top of what others have already
accomplished. In web design, this means making a site that is usable to
viewers who have learned how to use other sites.

A careful reader will notice one element of design on this site that is
not standard, but should be. Designers for major sites, who often have
excellent vision, will put navigation links on the page, but make them as small as
they can be and not be wmpeey e, LS 18 @ truly bad idea, and I don't understand
why it is so common. (Maybe web designers forget that some of us only
have 20/20 vision?) The navigation links are some of the most important
links on most web pages, and I wish to say, "Yes! I consider these links
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important for you to be able to read and use, and I will proudly let you
read them at whatever your preferred text size is, not the smallest size I
can read!"

I will consider this to be a successful design feature if you weren't
aware of it until I pointed it out.



In Celebration of
Tribbles

Years back, one friend, Cynthia, explained why she will never own a
furry pet. An editor, her work often allows her to be in her apartment
building during business hours, and when she walks through the halls,
she hears so many whimperings, whinings, barks, and the like, every one
of them saying, "Will you come in and be with me?"

That conversation made an impression on me. I am an animal lover. I
grew up with a dog about the house, kept kind and gentle card of a lab
even when her barking cut into my sleep, and when I am visiting my
brother Joe's house, I love to see his cats. And I would love to have a furry
cubicle pet. But the options there are somewhat limited, and not only
because bosses sometimes have to say "No" to eccentric behavior. Though
there have been workplaces where employees were welcome to bring
well-behaved dogs, (see, for a rare example, Dreaming in Code), bringing
a pet to work beyond a fish appropriately would include either
transporting the pet with you or leaving your pet unattended for sixty or
so hours straight each weekend, keeping the animal in an enclosed space
without freedom to wander or explore, and so on. Now hamsters are
solitary creatures and for what I know now, it might be possible to keep a
hamster cage in a cubicle, leaving only problems like pet dander irritating
other employees' allergies. But on the whole, the question of how to keep
an office pet without cruelty is a difficult question.

And, up to a point at least, for a single person to keep a pet at home is
dodgy. Families and people who work out of their homes are a
separate case, and two or more cats may be able to keep each other
company, but if you have a fulltime job or serve as a consultant, the
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question of how to keep a pet without cruelty may be a bit of a challenge.

Some common and respected practices are in fact cruel. My brother
has taken in rescue cats which were already declawed, but he and my
sister-in-law have never declawed a cat they owned. The common
statement is that even front declawing a Kkitten is like cutting a baby's
fingers off at the knuckles. My brother added that declawed cats are not,
in fact, safer for owners to deal with: for a cat with front claws, the first
line of defense is a swipe with claws which is only an abrasion, while for a
declawed cat the first line of defense is a bite, which is a puncture wound.
Not only is that a more serious wound, but the puncture wound exposes
you to whatever bacteria live in the cat's mouth, and mouths tend to have
lots of infectious bacteria. Strange as it may sound, if you have a cat, you
want the cat to be able to swipe its claws at you if it's cornered, angry, or
afraid. It's better than a declawed cat's bite.

I have swing-mounted horses, and I would happily do so now if the
opportunity offered to me. To swing-mount a horse, you crouch down, get
a good grip of the horse's mane with both hands, and leap up, pulling
yourself up by the mane, and ideally land squarely on the horse's back,
and this is not cruel. Different species have different thresholds of pain,
and a lot of animals are tougher than us; the average horse's threshold of
pain is seven times higher than the average human. This means, for
instance, that you can grab a good bit of a horse's mane in your hand and
pull as hard as you can, and not only will it not injure the horse, it won't
cause pain or even really annoyance for the horse. Now horses can be
skittish around people and may not be used to you, but if a horse is
comfortable with your presence, yanking on its mane doesn't mean
anything.

And different thresholds of pain apply to dogs, too. The dog I had
growing up would leap and dance for joy when she saw a famiy member
starting to reach for her leash, because she knew that meant she would go
for a walk outside. Years later, a dog a few months old would leap and
dance for joy when he saw me reaching for a specific pair of workgloves,
because he knew that meant he could bite me significantly harder when
we were playing. He had a very high threshold of pain, unusual for even a
dog, and he expected me to have the same high threshold of pain, and so
things felt more natural and pleasant for him when I wore gloves and
allowed him to bite me harder. And there's no way those Thin gloves



would have protected me if he were really trying to hurt me; if he had
been trying to do damage, he could have easily sliced through my gloves
and cut me to the bone. He was pulling his punches with me, even when
I was wearing gloves and I allowed him to bite me much harder. (It
really was just horseplay.) Seeing as he didn't draw blood on me, chances
are pretty good it was just friendly horseplay to him. (Although dogs do
not eat a meat-only diet, both cats and dogs are predators with powerful

jaws, and both are well strong enough to cut to the bone.) And really,
from my perspective those interactions with the puppy were pleasant
play, and from his perspective they were nice, friendly horseplay. I have
felt no inclination to bite any of my pets, but if I had started nipping at
him with equal force, his enjoyment would probably have been so much
the better. Nothing says love like a playful nip and ten or twenty slobbery

kisses.

That is part of why I am puzzled when I
occasionally hear of a man who was training
dogs, and as something the dogs would relate
to, bit the dogs for discipline, and he was
rightly arrested for cruelty to animals. Part of
my response was, "Um... why? Was he biting
the dogs too hard? Did he draw blood? Did he
misunderstand some detail of how an adult
dog would use biting to discipline a younger
dog? Did the police enforcing the anti-cruelty
laws for animals have any idea of what normal
social interaction between dogs looks like?" I
thought of wearing gloves with that one puppy
because I found his playful nips more painful
than I wanted, but I can say in general of cats
and dogs, that if it nips or bites you and it
doesn't draw blood, it almost certainly wasn't
trying to hurt you. Even if, perhaps, we need to
draw lines and train dogs that they need to
restrain their natural playfulness when horsing

From a dog's
perspective, your
hands are your paws,
and if you are
touching a dog with
your paws, that means
you want to play.
Slapping a dog with
your hand to
discipline it (as
opposed to, for
example, pulling a
chain attached to its
collar, or hitting it
over the snout with a
rolled-up newspaper)
comes across to a dog
as an extremely
confusing mixed
message.

around with people, which most dogs purchased as pets can do well

enough.

But more broadly than cats and claws, the question of how a single



working person can responsibly own a furry pet without cruelty is
difficult (I do not say necessarily impossible: but at least difficult). And
I've explored a few things, starting when I was in grad school in 2007.

For reasons I don't completely understand, people have made
electronic pets that you wouldn't want to pet; there is a whole line of
artificial cats, dogs, etc. that are usually not furry and do not look like
something you'd want to pet. Just search for something like robot pet and
look at the pictures.

But by accident, that's not the whole picture. I managed to get a Furby
2.0, and it seemed to be very well-done for its target audience of children,
but have unnerving "uncanny valley"-like effects on me as an adult. I got
my money's worth out of the purchase; I gave it to a friend's two-year-old
where it became an almost instant hit and may have become his favorite
toy. (Before letting it go, I quite deliberately gave it a fresh set of
batteries, and showed both his parents where the "Off" switch was.)

Cue Star Trek. I am not the world's biggest Star Trek fan personally
speaking; there was one conversation when cell phones had recently
become a common thing to have, and a friend was gushing about Star
Trek, and said, "And cell phones! What would our society be like today if
there were no Star Trek?" (My response: "We would have had much
better science fiction?") But Star Trek has many devoted fans, enough
that when conditions would support it, it was economically viable to sell
live, robotic, spayed-and-neutered Tribbles.

There is a large variety of Tribble merchandise; I have had medium
and small Tribbles, and the small ones have been much less interactive.
But for a cubicle pet and for people like me who would like to own
something furry but aren't in a position to take on a live pet responsibly
and without cruelty in solitary confinement or whatnot, a Tribble may be
the nicest thing out there.
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Christian Koans

A master observed that a novice was involved in many kinds of service
and all kinds of good works. The master asked the novice, "Why do you
do so many good works?"

"Because I am trying to make myself acceptable to God," the novice
said.

The master set a tile before the novice, and began to polish it.

"What are you doing?", the novice asked.

"I am polishing this tile, to make it into a mirror."

"You can't make a tile into a mirror by polishing it!", the novice
protested.

"And neither can you make yourself acceptable to God by good
works," the master answered.



A scholar wrote an article saying, "The Bible shows evidence of post
editing and was heavily influenced by the political climate of the day. Its
interpretation depends highly on one's perspective."”

A believer read the article, and said, "This article shows evidence of
post editing and was heavily influenced by the political climate of the day.
Its interpretation depends highly on one's perspective."



A man came to a believer and said, "You say that you know God exists.
Prove it to me."

The believer said, "Do you have any matches?"

"Yes."

The believer took a napkin, and soaked it in water. "You say that you
have matches. Set this napkin on fire."



Someone said to a believer, "If God performed a miracle in front of
me, I would believe."
The believer held up a blade of grass.



A novice closed his eyes, folded his hands, and began to say, "Our
Father, who art in Heaven..."

A master said, "What are you doing?"

"I am assuming the right posture and saying the right words to pray."

"You can't pray by assuming a posture and saying a specific set of
words."

"Then how do you pray?"

The master closed his eyes, folded his hands, and began, "Our Father,
who art in Heaven..."



A master saw a novice gulping from a bottle of wine. "What are you
doing?", the master said.

"I had a really rough day. I need a drink."

The master threw the wine against a wall. "Never drink wine because
you need to."

"Do you drink wine?", the novice asked.

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because I do not need to."



A Catholic and a Protestant were having a debate about faith and
works, versus faith which works. Someone looked on, and said,
"Everything is subject to debate. There is no core of universal Christian
faith."

A believer punched him between the eyes.

"What did you do that for?", he asked.

"My fist looked different to your two eyes. Therefore, I did not hit

"

you.



A novice said to a master, "I want to be a great man. What is the first
thing I should do?"
The master answered, "Forget about being a great man."



A novice asked a master, "How am I to resist temptation? My
strongest efforts of willpower are not enough."

The master asked the novice, "How am I to put out that fire? All the
gasoline I own is not enough."



A novice said to a master, "Which do you value more: the truth, or the
ancient Christian way?"

The master grabbed the novice's nose.

"Your response makes no sense," said the novice.

"And neither does your question," answered the master.



A novice said to a master, "I want to be totally devoted to God. Tell me
how I should talk, how I should dress, how I should act."

The master said to the novice, "I want to be spontaneous. Tell me how
I should plan my day."



A novice said to a master, "I am humble."

The master said, "No, you are not humble."
Another novice said, "I am not humble."

The master said, "That's right; you are not humble."



A novice handed a master a check, saying, "Here is some money, so
that you will be happy."

The master put the check into the fire: "I wish the fire to be happy as
well."



A computer professional said to a master, "I'm tired of wasting my
time doing little things for God. I want to do something big and
important.”

The master said, "Tell me how to use a computer."

The professional said, "Well, first you turn it on, then y-"

The master interrupted him. "Don't waste my time talking about
turning it on. I only want to know the important stuff."



A novice said to a master, "Where should I go to meet with God?"
The master said, "The radiator vent you are standing on."



A novice said to a master, "Tell me how to find deep, hidden secrets. I
want to know beyond what is given to ordinary people to know."

The master said, "There are piles of diamonds out in the open. Why do
you go lurking in caves, chasing after fool's gold?"



A novice said to a master, "I am sick and tired of the immorality that is
all around us. There is fornication everywhere, drunkenness and drugs in
the inner city, relativism in people's minds, and do you know where the
worst of it is?"

The master said, "Inside your heart."



A man went to a cathedral where he had heard many miracles had
occurred, visions of Heaven. "I have come all the way from America, to
find God," he told one of the believers.

"Aah. God has gone all the way to America, to find you."



A novice once said to a master who was maimed, "Do you ever ask,
'Why me?""

The master said, "Yes, frequently. I ask God every day why he has
given me so many blessings."



A master was working at a soup kitchen, serving food, talking with the
guests, listening to their stories.

"What are you doing?", a novice asked.

"I am praying and telling God how much I love him."

Later, after everyone had left, the master folded his hands, and said,
"God, you are so awesome. Thank you for making me your child. I love
you. Thank you for..."

The novice asked, "What are you doing?"

The master said, "I am loving God's precious children."



Someone said to a master, "What about the people who have never
heard of Christ? Are they all automatically damned to Hell? Tell me; I
have heard that you have studied this question."

The master said, "What you need to be saved is for you to believe in
Christ, and you have heard of him."



A feminist theologian said to a master, "I think it is important that we
keep an open mind and avoid confining God to traditional categories of
gender."

The master said, "Of course. Why let God reveal himself as masculine
when you can confine him to your canons of political correctness?"



A novice said to a master, "My master, teach me!"
The master said, "How can I teach you? I am a novice, and you are a
master."



A novice and a master were walking together. The master said, "Oh,
how it distresses God to see all the heresies and schisms in the Church."

The novice said, "How do you know what God feels? You're not God."

The master said, "How do you know whether or not I know what God
feels? You're not me."



A novice said to a master, "I wish that Christ were still around, that we
could love him."
The master picked up a little girl, and gave her a kiss.



One person said, "The Christian message is narrow-minded of
different belief systems."

Another said, "No, it is Christian missionaries and evangelists who are
narrow-minded and intolerant of any different belief system."

A master said, "Neither of you are right. It is you who are narrow-
minded and intolerant of any really different belief system."



A novice said to a master, "I want to serve God. What denomination
should I join?"

The master said, "I want to be healthy. What part of my body should I
cut off?"



Someone said to a master, "God is love, so he can't condemn
homosexual practice."
The master said, "Doctors want people to be healthy, so they can't call

rn

cancer 'sickness'.



A novice said to a master, "Take me to your highest priest."”
The master introduced him to each believer present, saying, "This is
the highest priest. You will not find a more sacred priest."”



A novice asked a master, "Do you believe that some days are especially
holy, or that all days are equally holy?"
The master said, "Yes."



A novice asked a master, "How should I empty my mind of lust?"
The master said, "Fill it with Christ."



A physicist said to a master, "I believe my own private religion, which
I design to suit me, provide me with meaning, and make me happy. What
better suited religion can you possibly claim to have?"

The master began to write on a sheet of paper, "Gravity shall pull
things together except on Tuesdays and Thursdays, when gravity shall
have no effects whatsoever. Objects at rest tend to begin to move; objects
in motion tend to ..."

"What on earth are you writing?", the novice said,

"I believe my own private physics, which I design to suit me, provide
me with meaning, and make me happy. What better suited physics can
you possibly claim to have?"



A wealthy novice came to a master, and said, "Teach me!"

The master said, "Scrub out all the wastebaskets."

The novice scrubbed out the wastebaskets and returned. The master
did not give a word of thanks, so much as a smile. "Now weed the
garden."

The novice weeded the garden and returned. The master did not give a
word of thanks, so much as a smile. "Now give us your car."

The novice gave him his car, and then said in frustration, "Why
haven't you shown so much as a hint of gratitude? I have done menial
service and given you my own car. Isn't that a lot?"

The master said, "Yes, it is a lot, but we need neither your service nor
your car. You came to us proud and accustomed to luxury. We gave you
an opportunity to taste humble service. We gave you an opportunity to let
go of a cherished possession. It is you who should be grateful."”



Someone said to a master, "Come to our forum. We talk and debate,
and express our values and opinions. There is complete freedom, and
anybody can believe anything he likes."

The master said, "Do you masturbate?"

A shocked voice said, "What?"

The master calmly clarified, "Do you do with your genitals what you
boast of doing with your mind?"



Someone said to a master, "I want to believe in God. Persuade me, so
that I can believe."

The master said, "I want you to be filled, but I can never eat enough to
satisfy your hunger."



A philosopher said to a master, "Our judgements can err. I try to
doubt things and disbelieve what cannot be proven, so that I will not hold
false beliefs."

The master closed his eyes.

"What are you doing?", the philosopher asked.

"When I walk, I sometimes bump into things," the master explained.
"I am closing my eyes so that the room will be empty."



A novice came to a master, talking about the many evil things that
stained Church history. After he had finished, the master said, "May I
pour you a Coke?"

"Sure."

The master returned with a glass full of icewater, and a two liter bottle
of soda. He opened the bottle, poured until the glass was full to the brim -
and then kept on pouring. The liquid flowed over the edges of the glass,
pouring all over the gable, and spilled onto the floor.

"Stop!", the novice protested. "What are you doing?"

"This glass cannot have any more soda poured into it until it is first
emptied. And neither can you grasp the truth until you let go of thinking
of the Church as you do now."



A CEO sent a business card to a master, listing his name and title. The
master sent a novice, saying, "Send him away. I have no time to waste

with such a person!”
The visitor then scratched out his title and degrees, sending the card

back with only his name.
"Aah, send him in!", the master said. "I have been longing to meet that

fellow."



A visiting liberal theologian was talking with a master and said, "We
have found a way of interpreting the whole Bible that is in accordance
with our progressive and liberated beliefs."

At that moment, the power went out, and the room was plunged into
darkness.

"Just a minute," the master said, and returned with a candle and some
matches. He lit the candle, and they talked for a while longer.

After a time, the theologian wanted to get off to bed, and the master
said, "Here, take this candle; it will light your way so that you will not
stumble."”

As the visitor received the candle, the master blew it out.



A visiting novice said to a master, "I have been taught to carefully live
by rules and not do anything that might cause me trouble, in order that I
not do wrong."

The master took a heavy stone, and dropped it on a small crystalline
statuette, crushing it to dust. "I have protected that statue with a great
stone, so that nothing can harm it."



A novice asked a master, "Have you made much progress over what
the Church used to believe in ancient times?"

The master said, "None of us considers himself wise enough to do
better than what God has declared to be true. Do you?"



A novice asked a master, "Are you Catholic or Protestant?"

The master said, "Yes. No. Both."

The novice said, "Please. It will help me better understand where you
are coming from."

The master said, "Is the elephant in your closet eating peanut butter?
Answer me now, yes or no."

"If I say either 'yes' or 'no'," the novice protested, "I will deceive you
and set back your understanding greatly."

"And if I say either 'Catholic' or 'Protestant’,” the master answered, "I
also will deceive you and set your understanding back greatly. I am a
Christian. If you think anything more, you will know less."



A novice told a master, "I am going to seminary."

"Why?", the master asked.

"To become well-versed in Scripture and Christian doctrine."
The master began to walk out of the room.

"Where are you going?", the novice asked.

"I am going to the garage," the master answered.

"Why?", the novice asked.

"To become a car."



Someone challenged a master, saying, "The Bible and Christian
tradition say, first, that God the Creator is all powerful, second, that God
the Creator is all good, third, that God the Creator is all wise, and fourth,
that there is evil in God's creation now.

"These contradict each other, so one of them must be false. Which one
do you deny?"

The master said, "I deny the one that says that your mind has the
power, the wisdom, and the authority to put God in a box and say, "These
contradict each other, so one of them must be false. You're wrong, God."



"And in conclusion," the speaker said, "truly understanding the overall
teaching of Scripture requires that one disregard problematic passages
such as the 'Do not resist evil.' in the Sermon on the Mount that was
brought up earlier."

"I agree completely," the master said, "To get a good view of the forest,
it is essential to chop down all the trees that keep obstructing your view."



Someone told a master, "I memorize the Scriptures so that I will be
able to answer anyone who comes to me, with the very words of God."

The master said, "Let me tell you about that painting on the wall," and
described in perfect detail every hue, every brush stroke.

"Very well," the visitor said, "but what is the painting a picture of?"

"Very well," the master said, "but what is the Bible about?"



A novice asked a master, "Can't God let even one of the damned enter
into Heaven?"

The master said, "By the time the damned will enter Hell, they will be
so steeped in evil that even Heaven would be Hell to them."



A novice said to a master, "How can I reach up to God?"
The master said, "Let God reach down to you."



A Star Trek fan told a master, "Christianity is like the Borg, sucking in
every nation and race it can, making them like itself. I, for one, refuse to
be assimilated."”

The master hung his head. "It is so sad."

"What is so sad? That Christianity wants to assimilate me? That I
refuse to be assimilated?"

"That the Borg has already assimilated you, and you believe it to be
perfection.”



The Christmas Tales



Prologue

Another gale of laughter shook the table. "But it always seems like
this," Father Bill said. "The time for fasting has passed, and now we are
ready to feast. People melt away from the parish hall to enjoy Christmas
together, and there is finally one table. Outside, the snow is falling...
falling... wow. That's some heavy snowfall."

Adam looked around. "Hmm... That car in the street is having
trouble... Ok, it's moving again. I wouldn't want to be driving home in this
snow."

Mary smiled. "Why don't we go around the circle, and each tell a story,
or share something, or... something? I think we're going to be here for a
while."

And so the stories began.

Innocent's Tale: The Apostle

Adam's Tale: The Pilgrimage

Mary's Tale: Mary's Treasures

Paul's Tale: Another Kind of Mind

John's Tale: The Holy Grail

Basil's Tale: The Desert Fathers

Macrina's Tale: The Communion Prayer
Barbara's Tale: The Fairy Prince

Epilogue
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Innocent's Tale: The Apostle

Innocent said, "I was visiting with my nephew Jason, and he asked
me, 'Why are you called Innocent now, or Uncle Innocent, or whatever?'
told him that I was named after one of the patron saints of America,
called Apostle to America.

"He said, 'Patron saint of America? I bet he wasn't even an American!
And I bet you're going to tell me his boring life!'

"I smiled, and said, 'Sit down, kid. I'm going to bore you to tears.""

And this is how he tried to bore Jason to tears.



Where should I start? He was born just before 1800 into the family of
a poor sexton. Stop laughing, Jason, that means a church's janitor. The
saint was reading the Bible in church at the age of six—the age he was
orphaned at. He went to seminary, and aside from being the top pupil in
everything from theology and rhetoric to languages, he was popular with
the other seminarians because he invented a pocket sundial, and
everybody wanted one. This wasn't our time, you couldn't buy a digital
watch, and... I think that was cool. He loved to build things with his
hands—Ilater on, he built a church with his own hands, and he built a
clock in the town hall of—I forget where, but it's in Alaska, and it's still
working today. He would also teach people woodworking. So he was a
tinkerer and an inventor. Among other things. Among many other things.
At school, he learned, and learned, and learned—Slavonic, Latin, Greek,
for instance, if you wanted to look at languages. At least that's what he
learned at school. That doesn't count the dozen or two languages he
learned when he got out into the world and started to travel—his version
of courtesy seemed to include learning people's languages when he
traveled to their countries.

He was a bit of a Renaissance man. But he did more than languages.
His biggest gifts were his humility, patience, and love for all people, but if
we forget those, he had a spine of solid steel. He became a deacon and
then a priest, and his wife broke down in tears when the bishop asked for
someone to go to the terrifying and icy land of Alaska and he was the one
volunteer for it. This man, who was not afraid of Siberia, was not afraid of
Alaska either, and later on, when he became a bishop, he thought it was a
bishop's duty to visit all the parishes he was responsible for, and so would
travel to all the parishes, by reindeer, by kayak, by dogsled. This wasn't
just cool that he could travel different ways. He would carry his little
boat... and kayak up rivers of icewater... when he was 60. Yes, 60. This
super hero was real.

He traveled a lot, and met peoples, and understood their languages
and cultures. Back when Western missionaries were teaching Africans
that they had to become European to be Christian, he came to people,
learned their languages, and tried to model Christ's incarnation by taking
the flesh of their culture. There were some things he changed—he
stopped child sacrifice—but, well, let me think. He did teach
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tried to make the people into copies of himself. And he was a very
effective evangelist. He learned the dialects and languages of Aleutians,
Koloshes, Kurils, Inuit, Kenai, Churgaches, Kamchadals, Oliutores,
Negidates, Samogirs, Golds, Gulyaks, Koryaks, Tungus, Chukcha,
Yakutians, and Kitians. And he wrote grammars for some of their
languages, and his ethnographic, geographic, and linguistic works got
him elected an honorary member of the Russian Geographical Society
and Moscow Royal University.

What does this have to do with America? Jason, our country is bigger
than just white people. Now we think of "bigger than white people" as
recognizing how fortunate we are to have blacks, Asians, and Hispanics.
But a lot of people in Alaska aren't white. The first nations didn't get
exterminated. Saint Innocent is a large part of why the original
Americans are to this day known to be over a third Orthodox. And Saint
Innocent was elected Bishop of China—sorry, I forgot about that—and he
also wanted a diocese for America, and wanted everything to be in
English. He created written service books and translated part of the Bible
for the Aleuts, and he had a sort of vision for an American Orthodox
Church. If you don't believe me that he has something to do with
America, and you don't count his extensive work in Alaska and beyond,
you can at least take the U.S. Government's word for it when they made
him an honorary U.S. Citizen. What's so special about that? Well, let me
list all the other people in our nation's history who've been granted that
honor. There's Winston Churchill, and the Marquis de LaFayette, and...
as far as I know, that's it. Jason, you know about the Congressional Medal
of Honor? Being made an honorary citizen is much rarer than that!

After all these things, he was made Patriarch of Moscow—one of the
top five bishops of the world, with huge responsibility. And after all he
had done, and with the new responsibility that had been given to him...
He was basically the Orthodox President of the United States, and he still
kept an open door. Anyone, just anyone, could come and talk with him.
And whoever it was, whatever the need was, he always did something so
that the person walked out... taken care of. Now it's not just amazing that
there was one person who could do all of these things. It's amazing that
there was one person who could do any of these things.

Is your Mom here already? I haven't talked about the humanitarian
work he did, how when he came to power he worked hard to see that the



poor and needy were cared for. I haven't talked about what it was like for
Russians to be at the Alaskan frontier—they called it, not West, but the
utter East. And it attracted some pretty weird customers. I haven't talked
about the other saints he was working with—Saint Herman, for instance,
who defended people against Russian frontiersmen who would kill them,
and baked biscuits for children, and wore chains and dug a cave for
himself with his hands, and... um... thanks for listening.

Just remember, this is one of the saints who brought Orthodoxy to
America.



Adam's Tale: The Pilgrimage

John said, "Adam, I haven't heard you tell me about your summer
vacation. You know, when you went to pick up the icons that our parish
commissioned from St. Herman's Monastery in Alaska. How was it?"

This is Adam's story.



I probably already told you what happened this summer. It turned out
to be somewhat exciting. I was going to drive from our parish, take my
old car to my sister in L.A., and fly to the holy land of Alaska and buy
icons from St. Herman's Monastery.

I debated whether I needed to ask Father for a traveler's blessing.
When I went up and asked him how to best profit from a journey that
looked too quiet, he said, "You do not know until tomorrow what
tomorrow will bring."

A day into the journey, I was passing through Chicago, intending to
take a direct route through the south side of Chicago. I felt the voice of
the Spirit saying, North side.

My stomach got tighter as I drove through the South Side, and got
tighter until I was sitting at a red light, alone. The voice said quite
urgently, Burn rubber.

I waited for a green light. Just a second before, six youths with guns
surrounded the car. "Out of the car! Now!"

I almost wet my pants. The voice moved gently in my heart and said,
Open the window and talk about Monty Python.

"What?" I thought.

Open the window and talk about Monty Python.

I opened the window and started half-babbling. "Do you watch Monty
Python? It's a TV show, has some nudity, you should like it, and has a
sketch about the man with a tape recorder up his nose. There's a self-
defense series where this man is teaching people how to defend
themselves against various types of fruit—what do you do if someone
attacks you with a passion fruit or a banana, for instance?"

Talk about the orange on the dashboard.

"For instance, what would you do if I attacked you with this orange?"

"Out!" the youth bellowed.

Tell him you have GPS alarms and security cameras.

I grumbled in my heart: that's not true, and it'll just make him
madder.

Tell him you have GPS alarms and security cameras. And that he's
on candid camera.

"Did you know this car has a GPS alarm and security cameras hidden
all over the place? Smile! You're on candid camera."



He grabbed my coat and put his gun to my head. "You can't lie worth
beep! Shut your blankety-blank hole and get out now!"

I blinked, and listened to the still, small voice. "Did you know that my
cousin works for the FBI? You can leave fingerprints on leather, like my
jacket, if your glove slips the teensiest, weensiest bit—in fact, you've done
so already. If you shoot me, you'll have your fingerprints on a murder
victim's clothing, and in addition to having the Chicago Police
Department after you, you'll have a powerful FBI agent who hates your
guts. Smile! You're on candid camera."

He looked down and saw that his glove had slipped when he grabbed
my coat. He could see I was telling the truth.

Five seconds later, there wasn't another soul in the place.

I pulled through the rest of Chicago uneventfully, drove into a super
market parking lot, and sat down shaking for an hour.

From that point on it was a struggle. I was jumpy, like when you've
drunk too much coffee. I jumped at every intersection, and prayed, "Lord,
keep this car safe." And it seemed odd. There seemed to be more people
cutting me off, and driving as if they wanted an accident with me. Maybe
that was my jumpy nerves, but this time I didn't even notice the scenery
changing. Finally, I came in sight of my sister's suburbs, and prepared to
get off. I relaxed, and told myself, "You've done it. You've arrived safely."

A car cut me off and slammed on the brakes. I swerved to the right,
barely missing it, but scraping off paint when I ran into the shoulder's
guardrail.

I turned my head to see what on earth that person was doing. And
slammed into an abandoned Honda Accordion in front of me.

I was doing about 77 miles per hour when this started, and I totaled
both cars. Thank God for airbags; I was completely unscathed. My cell
phone still worked; I called the state troopers, and then told my sister
what had happened. It seemed forever before the troopers came and filled
out a report; I eventually called for a cab.

I arrived at my sister Abigail's house, obviously looking like a wreck;
we talked a bit, and she went up to bed. I could hear her snoring, and I
wanted to read a bit before going down. I opened her Bible, when I
realized something unpleasant. The basement door was open—I couldn't
see down the steps.

Her cat was at the top of the stairs, his back arched, every hair raised,
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Open the Bible.

I got up.

Sit down.

I stood all the way up.

Sit down.

I sat down, and a kind of spiritual seeing came as I followed.

Open the Bible to the concordance and look up 'Emmanuel’.

I was trying hard not to get up and dial 9-1-1. That was nearly the only
thought in my head, but I saw the references to Emmanuel. I immediately
began flipping to the passage in Matthew, where Christmas tale has the
prophecy of the virgin bearing a son, and... Not Matthew, but Isaiah. It
was about all I could do not to get up immediately and dial 9-1-1. But I
looked, and read... That's the passage where the king of Israel is
trembling before the kings of two neighboring powers, and God tells him
that if he does not stand firm in his faith, he will not stand at all, and then

Therefore, the Lord himself will give you a sign. Behold, the virgin
shall conceive and bear a son... and before he knows how to refuse the
evil and choose the good, the land of those two kings you dread will be
desolate ruins.

I thanked the Lord for that reading, and got up, and sat down when
my stomach got tighter, and finally made the decision to wait as long as
the Spirit said, or not call 9-1-1 at all.

Call 9-1-1.

I raced over to the phone as quickly as I thought I could move quietly.

The operator exuded an air of calm and competency, and began telling
me what the police were doing. "There are several police officers nearby.
[pause] They're coming onto your property. They see you've left the back
door open, so they're coming through your back door—"

She didn't pause, but I saw four police officers moving very quickly
and very quietly. All of them were wearing bulletproof vests. Three of
them were big, burly men, with their guns drawn. One of them was a
sweet-looking petite policewoman with both hands on a massive shotgun.
These police were not messing around.

"They're going through the house. They're going down the basement

"

"Police! Freeze!" a voice barked.



Then I heard laughter.

How dare the police laugh in a situation like this? Did they not fear
intruders?

One of the police officers came up, trying hard to maintain his
composure.

He wasn't succeeding.

My sister Abigail came down with a classic bedhead. "What's going
on?"

I heard a voice say, "Come on. Up the stairs you go." The last police
officer was dragging a large golden retriever, which had its snout in a
leftover ravioli can and a food wrapper stuck to one of its paws, and
looked none too dignified.

The first officer managed to compose himself. "I'm sorry. Your back
door was left open, and someone's dog was downstairs rummaging
through your trash. This gentleman was concerned that it might have
been an intruder."

Abigail glared at the dog. "Jazzy! Bad dog!"

The dog dropped the can, put its tail between its legs, and backed up,
whimpering.

The officer looked at her. "You know the dog?"

"Yes, Officer," she said. "We can check her tags to be sure, but I think
she belongs to a friend who is absolutely sick worrying about where the
dog is. Is the number on the tags 723-5467? I'll call her in a minute, and
don't worry, I can handle this lovable rascal. Can I get you anything to
drink? I've got soy milk, apricot nectar, Coca-Cola, Perrier, Sobe, Red
Bull, and probably some other energy drinks in the fridge."

The officer now seemed to be having less difficulty composing himself.
He looked at the dog's tag, and said, "Thank you; that won't be
necessary." He turned to me. "You did all the right things calling. If
there's something like this, you have every reason to dial 9-1-1. Thank you
for calling us. Is there anything else we can do for you?"

"No; thank you, officers. It was very reassuring to have you come." As
the officers prepared to leave, Abigail looked at me and said, "Don't worry
about the car; it was still on insurance. I prepared a sleeping bag for you
on the couch, and there's Indian take-out in the fridge. Can you get to
bed?"

I said, "It'll probably take me a while. This has been an eventful day,
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and I'll need extra time to recover from that."

She threw a cushion at me.

When I finally did get to sleep, the words I had read kept running
through my mind.

Get up, the voice said. "I'm waiting for my watch alarm," I grumbled,
or something like that, only much muddier. I wanted to sleep in. Then I
looked at my watch.

When I saw the time, I was very suddenly awake. I threw my suitcase
together, and shouted Abigail awake. In less than ten minutes we were on
the road.

I waited for the fear to begin. And waited and waited. We hit every
green light except two—only two red lights on the way to the airport, and
on the way to the airport everything went smoothly. This was the fastest
time I'd gotten through airport security in my life—at least since 9-11, and
I got on to the airplane, and slept all the way. A stewardess had to shake
me awake after we landed.

What can I say about Alaska? There's so much that you miss about it if
you think of it as another U.S. state. It belongs to its own country, almost
its own world.

When I arrived, it was the time of the midnight sun, a time of
unending light. It was rugged, and nobody seemed... This is a tough land,
with tough people. And it's a holy land, the land where saints struggled
and first brought Orthodoxy to this continent. The first holy land was one
where people struggled in searing heat. This holy land was one where
people met unending light, unending darkness, warm summers and bitter
winters, Heaven and Hell. Its chapels are like Russia still survived, like
Russia wasn't desacrated in 1917. There are poor and simple wooden
chapels...

The best way I can describe it is to say that a veil has been lifted. We
live in the shadow of the West, and we see with Western eyes. It's so easy
to believe that there is no spirit, that dead matter is all there is.
Pentecostals today have exhortations to believe that Jesus still heals
today; the people who asked for healing in the New Testament did not
believe that Jesus was the Son of God; they just had the windows of their
souls open enough to ask him for healing and believe it could happen.
The West has closed our souls to believe that there is nothing a skeptic
could deny, there is no chink for wind to blow. And that's not how it is



where I went. The veil was lifted; there were chinks for the wind, the
Spirit to blow. When I walked into the wooden chapels and churches,
they looked poor and crude and nothing like our perfectly machined
churches with perfectly smooth, airtight walls, and the saints were there.
I wasn't looking at the icons; I was looking through them, to see Heaven.
And I had a feeling that the saints were looking through the icons to see
me.

The monks at the monastery received me as if I were a saint; it was
one of the most humbling welcomes I've received. I hope someday that I'll
treat others as well as they treated me.

Before I left, I prayed before St. Herman's remains, and I could almost
reach out and touch him, he was so present. There were hardships on
Alaska, hard beds and few luxuries and no Internet connection, but I
don't remember that. It was—

And then... I don't know what to say. I didn't want to leave. I prayed.
You are needed back home. You cannot stop time. I left, with reverence.

It was back when I was sitting in my mass-produced office, when I
realized that my heart had not left Alaska. It wasn't just that I wished I
was back there. There was something deeper. When I prayed before the
icons I had brought back for our parish, I could feel the saints watching
me and praying for me. Then other icons seemed to be more... alive as
windows of Heaven. I left to Alaska and found that veil over the reality of
spirit had been pulled aside. I left Alaska and believed that only in Alaska
could that veil be pulled aside—that outside of Alaska, everything worked
as a skeptic would predict. And I found to my surprise that I have never
left Alaska. Temptations no longer seem to just happen. Neither do icons
just seem boards with paint. It's like I don't see in black and white while
straining to see color any more; I see color, or at least a little bit more in
color. And it can be terrifying at times; visible demonic activity is more
terrifying than things that is masked as just an unfortunate coincidence,
whether it is a temptation or things going wrong, but...

I think that God sent me to Alaska so I could do a better job of serving
him here.



Mary's Tale: Mary's
Treasures

John finally spoke. "What's that you're humming, Mary? A penny for
your thoughts."

Mary continued humming for a moment, and then sung, in a far-off,
dreamy, sing-song voice,

Raindrops on roses,
And whiskers on kittens,
Bright copper kettles,

And warm woolen mittens,
Brown paper packages,
Tied up with strings...

"I was just thinking about what I have to be thankful for, about a few
of my favorite things."

Her husband Adam held out his hand. "What are they?"
She slipped her hand into his. "Well..."



I am thankful for my husband Adam, the love of my life. He is a
servant to God, the best husband in the world to me, and the best father
in the world to our daughter Barbara.

I am thankful for my mother. She is practical and wise. She is also
beautiful. If you think I am pretty, you have seen nothing of the loveliness
etched into her face, the treasure map of wrinkles around her kind, loving
eyes. She taught me... I don't know how to tell you all the things she
taught me. And I am fortunate to have my mother and her mother alive.

My grandmother... When I close my eyes, I can still smell her
perfume. I can walk through her garden and see the ivy climbing on the
trees, the wild flowers roosting. She thinks her garden has lost what she
used to give it. I only see... I don't know how to describe it.

I am thankful for my father. He was a gruff man with a heart of gold. I
still remember how every Christmas, as long as he was alive, he gave me a
present carved out of wood.

I am thankful for my daughter Barbara, the other love of my life. I
remember how, it was only this year, she asked for some money to go
shopping at school, where they have a little market where you can spend
$2.00 for a bottle of perfume that smells... to put it delicately, it hints at a
gas station. I gruffly said that there were better ways to spend money, and
that if she really needed something, she had her allowance. That day I
was cleaning her room, and saw her piggy bank empty. She came back
after lunch and said, "I have a present for you." I looked, and saw a bottle
of perfume. That bottle is on the shelf for my best perfumes, because it's
too precious for me to wear when she doesn't ask me to.

I am thankful for the flowers I can grow in my garden. Right now it
looks nothing like my grandmother's garden. I still hope I'll learn to make
a garden beautiful without neat little rows, but for now I work hard to see
the flowers in neat little rows.

I am thankful for God, and for metanoia, repentance. There was
something I was struggling with yesterday, a cutting word I spoke, and I
was terrified of letting it go, then when I did... it was... Repenting is the
most terrifying experience before and the most healing after. Before
you're terrified of what will happen if you let go of something you can't do
without, then you hold on to it and struggle and finally let go, and when
you let go you realize you were holding onto a piece of Hell. I am thankful



for a God who wants me to let go of Hell.

I'm thankful for wine. That one doesn't need explaining.

I'm thankful for babies. It's so nice to hold my friends' babies in my
armes.

I'm thankful for—if you go to the Orthodox Church in America website
at oca.org and click on Feasts and Saints of the Church followed by Lives
of the Saints, there are the lives of many saints. There's a whole world to
explore, and it's fascinating to see all the women to look up to. I'm not
saying I could measure up to any of them, but... it's something to read,
even if I couldn't be like any of them.

I'm thankful for Beethoven's moonlight sonata. Every time I hear it,
it's like a soft blue fog comes rolling in, and I'm in a stone hut in the
woods lit by candlelight, and I can see the softness all around me. I can
feel the fur of the slippers around my feet as I dance in the woods, and I
can feel the arms of the one I love wrapped around me.

I'm thankful for all of my husband's little kindnesses.

I'm thankful I didn't run out of any office supplies this week.

I'm thankful our car hasn't broken down this month. We've gotten
more mileage out of it than we should have. but we can't afford a new
one.

I'm thankful that all of the people in my family, near and far, are in
really good health.

I'm thankful that Adam screws the cap onto the toothpaste and always
leaves the toilet seat down.

I'm thankful that April Fool's Day only comes once a year. Believe me,
in this family, once a year is plenty!

I'm glad that the Orthodox Church is alive and growing.

I'm thankful for all the dirty laundry I have to do. We have dirty
laundry because we have enough clothes, and we have dirty dishes
because we have food.

I'm glad that Barbara has helped me make bread and cookies ever
since she was big enough to stand and drool into the mixing bowl.

I'm profoundly grateful my husband doesn't make me read the books
he likes.

I'm glad Adam always remembers to bring a half-gallon of milk home
when I ask him, even if he's had a busy day.

I'm glad that when Adam comes home, he asks me to tell him
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on what he's thinking about.

I'm thankful that Adam doesn't criticize me when I know I'm wrong,
and never humiliates me.

I'm glad that Adam doesn't stick his thumb in my eye like he did when
we were dating, and sometimes he doesn't even step on my foot when we
dance together... and sometimes he doesn't even—Ow! Ok, ok! I won't tell
that one!

Let's see. This is getting to be all about Adam. I really appreciate
having confession, where you let go of sin and it is obliterated. I
appreciate how the worship at church flows like a creek, now quick, now
slow, now turning around in eddies. I appreciate that our parish is more
than a social hub, but it's a place I can connect with people. And I
appreciate... let me take a breath...



Mary dimpled. "And..." She squeezed Adam's hand. "There's one more
thing. Thank you for praying and keeping us in your prayers for well over
a year. We're expecting another child." She blushed and looked down.

And Mary pondered all these treasures in her heart.



Paul's Tale: Another Kind of
Mind

Paul leaned forward and began to tell...



When I was younger, I had the nickname of "The Razor." It seemed
like my mind would cut into anything I applied it to. When my friends
saw the movie Dungeons & Dragons, they were appalled when they asked
me for my usual incendiary review and I said, "As far as historical fiction
goes, it's better than average." It wasn't just the line where a dwarf told an
elf he needed to get a woman who weighed two hundred and fifty pounds
and had a beard he could hang on to—that single line gave an encounter
with another culture that is awfully rare in a classic like The Witch of
Blackbird Pond. I had liked the beginning impassioned "How dare you
fail to see that everybody's equal?" Miss America-style "I get my opinions
from Newsweek" speech about the evils of having a few elite magi rule.
That was mercifully hitting you on the head with something that's
insidious in most historical fiction—namely, that the characters are turn-
of-the-millennium secular people in armor, conceived without any
empathy for the cultures they're supposed to represent. It had the
courtesy not to convince you that that's how medievals thought. Plus the
movie delivered magic, and impressive sights, and people who enjoyed
the benefits of modern medicine and diet, a completely inappropriate
abundance of wealth, and everything else we expect in historical fiction.
The movie is clumsily done, and its connection to the medieval way of life
is tenuous, but it has a pulse. It delivers an encounter that most viewers
weren't expecting. Namely, it provides an encounter how D&D is played—
despite what some critics say, it's not a botched version of "Hollywood
does fantasy", but a good rendering, even a nostalgic rendering, of a
rather uninspired D&D session. And at least for that reason, it has a pulse
where most historical fiction doesn't. As far as a seed for discussion goes,
I said I'd rather start with Dungeons & Dragons than with most of the
historical fiction I know of.

I was known for using the term 'assassin's guild' to refer to any
organization that derived profit from causing people's deaths. This meant
not only a cigarette manufacturer like Phillip Morris, or Planned
Parenthood, but included more respected organizations like Coca-Cola,
which murdered South American unionizers, or department stores,
where human blood was the price paid to offer items so cheap. I'm sure
you've seen the email forward about what happened when a young man
asked Nike to sell him a pair of shoes with the word "sweatshop" on the
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acute at picking them out.

So D&D and the assassin's guild represent two of the things I could
observe, and I observed a great deal of them. Wherever I placed the
cynic's razor, it would slice. I was adept at cutting. No one could really
stand against me.

I still remember a conversation with one friend, Abigail. She said to
me, "I don't doubt that everything that you see is there." Abigail paused,
and said, "But is it good for you to look at all that?" I remembered then
that I gave her a thousand reasons why her question was missing the
point, and the only response she made: "Have you ever tried looking for
good?"

I had no response to that, and I realized that the back edge of the razor
was dull when I tried to look for good. I looked and I saw evil, but it was
years of work before I could perceive the good I never looked for. Earlier I
thought that politeness was in very large measure a socially acceptable
place to deceive; now I saw that ordinary politeness, such as I used to
scorn, had more layers consideration and kindness that I would have ever
guessed.

Some years later, I met with an Orthodox priest, and we began to talk.
It was Fr. Michael; you know him, and how he welcomes you. After some
time, I said, "You don't know how much better it is now that I am using
my intellect to perceive good." He looked at me and said, "What would
you say if I told you that you don't even know what your intellect is?"

I looked at him. "Um... I have no place to put that suggestion. What do
you mean?"

He closed his eyes in thought. "You're a bookish fellow. Have you read
Descartes, or the Enlightenment's enthronement of reason, or even the
popularizations of science that good scientists wince at?"

I said, "A little."

He said, "I think you mean yes."

I tried not to smile.

He continued, "Read Plato for something that's a little saner. Then
read John Chrysostom and Maximus Confessor. Try on the difference
between what they say about the mind."

I said, "I'm sure I'll find interesting nuances on the concept of mind."

Before leaving, he said, "So long as you've found only nuances on a
concept of mind, you have missed the point."



That remark had my curiosity, if nothing else, and so I began to read. I
began trying to understand what the different nuances were on the
concept of mind, and... It was a bit like trying to mine out the subtle
nuances between the word "Turkey' when it means a country and "turkey’
when it meant a bird.

When someone like John Chrysostom or Maximus Confessor talks
about the "intellect," you're setting yourself up not to understand if you
read it as "what IQ is supposed to measure." Intellect does mean mind,
but in order to understand what that means, you have to let go of several
things you don't even know you assume about the mind.

If you look at the vortex surrounding Kant, you think that there's a
real outer world, and then we each have the private fantasies of our own
minds. And the exact relation between the fixed outer world and the
inner fantasy varies; modernism focuses on the real outer world and
postmodernism on the private inner fantasy, but they both assume that
when you say "inner" you must mean "private."

But what Maximus Confessor, for instance, believed, was that the
inner world was an inner world of spiritual realities—one could almost
say, "not your inner world, not my inner world, but the inner world."
Certainly it would seem strange to say that my inner world is my most
private possession, in a sense even stranger than saying, "My outer world
is my most private possession.” And if you can sever the link between
"inner" and "private," you have the first chink between what the intellect
could be besides another nuance on reason.

Out of several ways that one could define the intellect, one that cuts
fairly close to the heart of it is, "Where one meets God." The intellect is
first and foremost the spiritual point of contact, where one meets God,
and that flows into meeting spiritual realities. Thought is a matter of
meeting these shared realities, not doing something in your mind's
private space. The intellect is mind, but most of us will have an easier
time understanding it if we start from the spirit than if we start at our
understanding of mind.

The understanding of knowledge is very different if you have a
concept of the intellect versus having a concept of the reason. The
intellect's knowing is tied to the body and tied to experience. It has
limitations the reason doesn't have: with reason you can pick anything up
that you have the cleverness for, without needing to have any particular



character or experience. If you're sharp, you can pick up a book and have
the reason's knowledge. But the intellect knows by sharing in something,
knows by drinking. Someone suggested, "The difference between reason
and intellect, as far as knowledge goes, is the difference between knowing
about your wife and knowing your wife." The reason knows about the
things it knows; the intellect knows of things, by tasting, by meeting, by
experiencing, by sharing, by loving.

And here I am comparing the intellect and the reason on reason's
grounds, which is the way to compare them as two distinct concepts but
not to meet them with the deepest part of your being. We know Christ
when we drink his body and blood. Something of the intellect's knowing
is why words for "know" are the main words for sexual union in the Bible:
"Now Adam knew Eve his wife", and things like that. While the reason
puts things together,by reasoning from one thing to another, the intellect
sees, and knows as the angels know, or as God knows.

And when I asked him, "When can I learn more of this?" Fr. Michael
said, "Not from any book, at least not for now. Come, join our services,
and they will show you what books cannot." I was startled by the
suggestion, but Orthodox worship, and the Orthodox Way, gave me
something that Maximus Confessor's confusing pages could not. The
concept of the intellect does not appear as a bare and obscure theory in
Orthodoxy any more than the concept of eating; people who have never
heard of the 'intellect’, under any of its names, are drawn to know the
good by it. It's like a hiker who sees beauty on a hike, strives to keep
going, and might have no idea she's getting exercise.

The lesson I'm now learning could be narrowly stated as "Theology is
not philosophy whose subject-matter is God." I pretended to listen
politely when I heard that, but philosophy is reason-knowing and
theology is intellect-knowing. It's unfortunate that we use the same word,
"know," for both. Christ said, "Seek first the Kingdom of Heaven, and all
these things shall be added to you." Originally he was talking about food
and drink, but I've come to taste that "all these things" means far more. I
sought a knowledge of the good, and so I was trying to think it out. Since
I've begun to walk the Orthodox Way, as how God wants me to seek the
Kingdom of Heaven, I've tasted good in ways I would never have
imagined. When I first spoke with Fr. Michael, I was hoping he would
give me more ideas I could grasp with my reason. Instead he gave me an
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me, and to enter not with my reason alone but with my whole life.

When we worship, we use incense. I am still only beginning to
appreciate that, but there is prayer and incense ascending before God's
throne, and when we worship, it is a beginning of Heaven. When the
priest swings the censer before each person, he recognizes the image of
Christ in him. When we kiss icons, whether made of wood or flesh, our
display of love and reverence reaches God. Our prayer is a participation
in the life of the community, in the life of Heaven itself. We are given
bread and wine, which are the body and blood of Christ, and we drink
nothing less than the divine life from the fountain of immortality. Christ
became what we are that we might become what he is. The Son of God
became a Man and the Son of Man that men might become gods and the
sons of God. And we live in a world that comprehends the visible and
invisible, a world where spirit, soul, and matter interpenetrate, where we
are created as men and women, where eternity breathes through time,
and where every evil will be defeated and every good will be glorified.

And there is much more to say than that, but I can't put it in words.



John's Tale: The Holy Grail

Mary looked at John and said, "Have you read The da Vinci Code?"
She paused, and said, "What did you think of it?"

John drew a deep breath.

Mary winced.

John said, "The Christians I know who have read The da Vinci Code
have complained about what it presents as history. And most of the
history is... well, only a couple of notches higher than those historians
who claim the Holocaust didn't happen. I personally find picking apart
The da Vinci Code's historical inaccuracies to be distasteful, like picking
apart a child's toy. Furthermore, I think those responses are beside the
point."

Mary said, "So you think the history is sound?"

John said, "I think that a lot of people who think they're convinced by
the history in The da Vinci Code have been hoodwinked into thinking it's
the history that persuaded them. The da Vinci Code's author, Dan Brown,
is a master storyteller and showman. The da Vinci Code isn't a compelling
book because someone stuck history lectures in a bestseller. The da Vinci
Code is a compelling book because it sells wonder. Dan Brown is the kind
of salesman who could sell shoes to a snake, and he writes a story where
Jesus is an ordinary (if very good) man, is somehow more amazing of a
claim that Jesus is the person where everything that was divine met
everything that was human.

"The da Vinci Code boils down to a single word, and that word is
'‘wonder.' Dan Brown, as the kind of person who can sell shoes to a snake,
leaves the reader with the distinct impression that the ideas he is pushing
are more exotic, alluring, and exciting than the Christianity which
somehow can't help coming across as a blob of dullness."

Mary said, "But don't you find it an exciting book? Something which



can add a bit of spice to our lives?"

John said, "It is an excellent story—it gripped me more than any other
recent bestseller I've read. It is captivating and well-written. It has a lot of
excellent puzzles. And its claim is to add spice to our lives. That's
certainly what one would expect. But let's look at what it dismisses as ho-
hum. Let's look at the Christianity that's supposed to be boring and need
a jolt of life from Brown."

Mary said, "I certainly found what Brown said about Mary Magdalene
to be an eye-opener. Certainly better than..."

John said, "If I found the relics of Mary Magdalene, I would fall before
them in veneration. Mary Magdalene was equal to the twelve apostles—
and this isn't just my private opinion. The Orthodox Church has officially
declared her to be equal to the twelve apostles. Matthew, Mark, and Luke
all list her first among women who followed Christ to the cross, and John
lists her as the one who first saw the secret of the resurrection. She has
her own feast day, July 22, and it's a big enough feast that we celebrate
the Eucharist that day. Tradition credits her with miracles and bold
missionary journeys. The story is told of her appearing before the Roman
Emperor proclaiming the resurrection, and the Emperor said, 'That's
impossible. For a man to rise from the dead is as impossible as for an egg
to turn red!" Mary Magdalene picked up an egg, and everyone could see it
turn red. That why we still give each other eggs dyed red when we
celebrate the Lord's resurrection. There are some ancient Christian
writings that call Mary Magdalene the Apostle to the Apostles, because it
was she herself who told the Apostles the mystery of the resurrection.”

Mary said, "Wow." She closed her eyes to take it in, and then said,
"Then why did the Catholic Church mount such a smear campaign
against her?"

John said, "I said I didn't want to scrutinize The da Vinci Code's
revision of history, but I will say that Brown distorts things, quite
intentionally as far as I know. And he counts on you, the reader, to make
a basic error. Brown is working hard to attack Catholicism—or at least
any form of Catholicism that says something interesting to the modern
world. Therefore (we are supposed to assume) Catholicism is duty-bound
to resist whatever Brown is arguing for. Catholicism isn't an attempt to
keep its own faith alive. It's just a reaction against Brown.

"Putting it that way makes Brown sound awfully egotistical. I don't
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might reason it that consistently, but Brown does come awfully close in
thinking that if he's pushing something, Rome opposes it. He extols Mary
Magdalene, so Rome must be about tearing her down. He glorifies a
mysterious place for the feminine, so Rome must be even more
misogynistic than the stereotype would have it. I hate to speak for our
neighbors at the Catholic parish down the street, but—"

Mary interrupted. "But don't you find something romantic, at least, to
think that Mary held the royal seed in her womb?"

John said, "The symbol of the chalice... the womb as a cup... I do find
it romantic to say that Mary held the royal seed in her womb. And it's
truer than you think. I believe that Mary was the urn that held the bread
from Heaven, that she was the volume in which the Word of Life was
inscribed, that her womb is more spacious than the Heavens. Only it's a
different Mary than you think. I'm not sure how much you know about
angels, but there are different ranks, and the highest ranks were created
to gaze on the glory of God. The highest two ranks are the cherubim and
seraphim, and the cherubim hold all manner of wisdom and insight,
while the seraphim burn with the all-consuming fire of holiness. There is
no angel holier than these. It is of this different Mary that we sing,

More honorable than the cherubim,
And more glorious beyond compare than the seraphim,
In virginity you bore God the Word;
True Mother of God, we magnify you.

"Her womb, we are told, is more spacious than the Heavens because it
contained uncontainable God. It is the chalice which held something
which is larger than the universe, and that is why it is more spacious than
the Heavens.

"I reread The da Vinci Code, and I don't remember if there was even a
passing reference to the other Mary. This seems a little strange. If you're
interested in a womb that held something precious, if you're interested in
a woman who can be highly exalted, she would seem an obvious choice. I
don't think The da Vinci Code even raises her as an alternative to refute.

"Not even Dan Brown, however, can get away with saying that the
Catholic Church ran a smear campaign against Our Lady. He may be able
to sell shoes to snakes, but thanks in part to the Reformation's concern
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almost as tough a sell as stating that the Catholic Church doesn't believe
in God. We Orthodox give Mary a place higher than any angel, and it's
understandable for Protestants to say that must mean we give her God's
place—Protestants don't have any place that high for a creature. The
Catholic Church, like the Orthodox Church, has a cornucopia of saints, a
glorious and resplendent plethora, a dazzling rainbow, and it's possible
not to know about the glory of Mary Magdalene. So Brown can sell the
idea that the Catholic Church slandered one of her most glorious saints,
and... um... quietly hope he's distracted the reader from the one woman
whom no one can accuse the Catholic Church of slandering."”

Mary looked at him. "There still seemed to be... There is a wonder that
would be taken away by saying that Mary Magdalene was not the chalice
that held the blood."

John said, "What if I told you that that was a smokescreen, meant to
distract you from the fact that wonder was being taken away?"

"Look at it. The da Vinci Code has a bit of a buildup before it comes to
the 'revelation' that the Grail is Mary Magdalene."

Mary said, "I was curious."

John said, "As was I. I was wishing he would get out and say it instead
of just building up and building up. There is a book I was reading—I
won't give the author, because I don't want to advertise something that's
spiritually toxic—"

Mary smiled. "You seem to be doing that already."”

John groaned. "Shut up. I don't think any of you haven't had ads for
The da Vinci Code rammed down your throat, nor do I think any of you
are going to run and buy it to learn about pure and pristine Gnos— er...
Christianity. So just shut up."

Mary stuck out her tongue.

John poked her, and said, "Thank you for squeaking with me.

"Anyway, this book pointed out that the Holy Grail is not a solid thing.
It is a shadow. It's like the Cross: the Cross is significant, not just because
it was an instrument of vile torture, but because it was taken up by the
Storm who turned Hell itself upside-down. Literature has plenty of magic
potions and cauldrons of plenty, but all of these pale in comparison with
the Holy Grail. That is because the Holy Grail exists in the shadow of an
even deeper mystery, a mystery that reversed an ancient curse. Untold
ages ago, a serpent lied and said, 'Take, eat. You will not die.' Then the



woman's offspring who would crush the serpent's head said, "Take, eat.
You will live." And he was telling the truth, and he offered a life richer and
deeper than anyone could imagine.

"And so there is a mystery, not only that those in an ancient time
could eat the bread and body that is the bread from Heaven and drink the
wine and blood that is the divine life, but that this mystery is repeated
every time we celebrate it. We are blinded to the miracle of life because it
is common; we are blinded to this sign because it is not a secret. And it is
a great enough miracle that the chalice that held Christ's blood is not one
item among others; it is the Holy Grail.

"In the ancient world, the idea that God could take on a body was a
tough pill to swallow. It still is; that God should take on our flesh boggles
the mind. And there were a lot of people who tried to soften the blow.
And one of the things they had to neutralize, in their barren spirituality,
was the belief that Christ could give his flesh and blood. The legend of the
Holy Grail is a testimony to the victory over that belief, the victory of God
becoming human that we might become like him and that he might
transform all of our humanity. It says that the cup of Christ, the cup
which held Christ's blood, is a treasure because Christ's blood is a
treasure, and the image is powerful enough that... We talk about 'Holy
Grail's, as in 'A theory that will do this is the Holy Grail of physics.' That's
how powerful it is.

"I would say that there were people in the ancient world who didn't
get it. In a real sense, Dan Brown picks up where they left off. And part of
what he needs to do is make Mary Magdalene, or some substitute, the
Holy Grail, because we can't actually have a cup that is the Holy Grail,
because we can't actually have a Table where Christ's body and blood are
given to all his brothers and sisters.

"And that is the meaning of Mary Magdalene as the Holy Grail. She is
a beautiful diversion so we won't see what is being taken away. She is a
decoy, meant to keep our eyes from seeing that any place for the
Eucharist is vanishing. And I'm sure Mary Magdalene is rolling over in
her reliquary about this.

"But in fact the Eucharist is not vanishing. It's here, and every time I
receive it, I reverently kiss a chalice that is an image of the Holy Gralil.
What Dan Brown builds up to, as an exciting revelation, is that Jesus left
behind his royal bloodline. This bloodline is alive today, and we see
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thought was dead. And that is truer than Dan Brown would ever have you
guess.

"Jesus did leave behind his blood; we receive it every time we receive
the Eucharist. And it courses through our veins. You've heard the saying,
'You are what you eat.' You do not become steak by eating steak, but you
do become what Jesus is by eating his flesh. Augustine said, 'See what you
believe. Become what you behold.' That's part of the mystery. In part
through the Eucharist, we carry Christ's blood. It courses through our
veins. And it's not dilute beyond measure, as Dan Brown's picture would
have it. We are brothers and sisters to Christ and therefore to one
another. There is an embrace of shared blood at the end of The da Vinci
Code, and there is an embrace, between brothers and sisters who share
something much deeper than physical blood, every time we share the holy
kiss, or holy hug or whatever. Is the truth as wild as what Dan Brown
says? It's actually much wilder."

Mary said, "I can't help feeling that The da Vinci Code captures
something that... their talk of knights and castles, a Priory that has
guarded a secret for generations, a pagan era before the testosterone
poisoning we now call Christianity..."

John smiled. "Yes. It had that effect on me too. These things speak of
something more. When I was younger, one of my friends pointed out to
me that when I said 'medieval’, I was referring to something more than
the Middle Ages. It was a more-than-literal symbol, something that
resonated with the light behind the Middle Ages. And the same is
happening with the golden age Brown evokes. All of us have a sense that
there is an original good which was lost, or at least damaged, and the
yearning Brown speaks to is a real yearning for a legitimate good. But as
to the specific golden age... Wicca makes some very specific claims about
being the Old Religion that Wiccans resume after the interruption of
monotheism. Or at least it made them, and scholars devastated those
claims. There are a few Wiccans who continue to insist that they
represent the Old Religion instead of a modern Spiritualist's concoction.
But most acknowledge that the account isn't literally true: they hold the
idea of an 'Old Religion' as an inspiring tale, and use the pejorative term
'Wiccan Fundamentalists' for people who literally believe that Wicca is
the Old Religion.

"And so we can yearn for a Golden Age when people believed the spirit



of our own age... um... how can I explain this. People who yearn for an old
age when men and women were in balance have done little research into
the past. People who think the New Testament was reactionary have no
idea of a historical setting that makes the New Testament look like it was
written by flaming liberals. Someone who truly appreciated the misogyny
in ancient paganism would understand that rape could not only be seen
as permissible; quite often it was simply seen as a man's prerogative.
Trying to resurrect ancient paganism because Christian views on women
bother you is like saying that your stomach is ill-treated by your parents'
mashed potatoes so you're going to switch to eating sticks and gravel.

"But I'm getting into something I didn't want to get into...

"There is something from beyond this world, something transcendent,
that is shining through Brown's writing. The Priory is haunting. The
sacred feminine is haunting. There is something shining through. There
is also something shining through in Orthodoxy. And that something is
something that has shone through from the earliest times.

"In The da Vinci Code, knighthood is a relic of what it used to be. Or at
least the knight they visit is a relic, more of a tip of the hat to ages past
than a breathing tradition. The Knights Templar at least represent
something alive and kicking. They're a society that continues alive today
and is at once medieval and modern. They bear the glory of the past, but
they bear it today. In that sense they're a glimmer of what the Church is—
a society alike ancient and modern, but I'm getting ahead of myself.

"What I meant to be saying is that knighthood is more a tip of the hat
than something alive. I've read the Grail legends in their medieval forms,
and I've met knights and ladies in those pages. It takes some time to
appreciate the medieval tradition—there is every reason for a modern
reader to say that the texts are long and tedious, and I can't quickly
explain why that understandable reaction is missing something. The
knights and ladies there aren't a tip of the hat; they're men and women
and they kick and breathe. And they represent something that the
medieval authors would never have realized because they had never been
challenged. They represent the glory of what it means to