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For Rita, Ruth, and David’s dad
He who knows not and knows not that he knows not is a fool: shun him.
He who knows not and knows that he knows not is a student: teach him.
He who knows and knows not that he knows is asleep: awaken him.
He who knows and knows that he knows is an author: buy all his books.
Persian Axiom (tweaked by the author)
First of all, relax. At no time in this book will I ever try to get you to join or re-join any church. That isn’t the point.
Second, you need to know that the author has baggage. I am a “recovering” (i.e., former) Roman Catholic.
Third, there is nothing “wrong” with any church. There’s plenty wrong with individuals in some of those churches or the behavior of a denomination itself. It sometimes seems like an entire church is broken, and that is a shame because every spiritual path has merit.
And full disclosure: today I am a Catholic archbishop, but in the Old Catholic Church, not the Roman Catholic Church. Both are validly, historically, bona fide, and licitly Catholic, but only one is Roman Catholic. I am not even slightly Roman Catholic.
The credentials of any bishop or archbishop are in his or her lineage. The bishops who laid their hands on my head to consecrate me a bishop had to be valid bishops, and the ones who made them bishop had to be valid, and so forth. This line of validity is supposed to run all the way back to the original Apostles. Lineage is basic to any Catholic bishop. It is called Apostolic Succession. Every bishop is supposed to be able to chart a line all the way back to the original Apostles. Just so you know, I can trace my lineage as a bishop back to the original Apostles through dozens of well documented lines. (www.global.org/Pub/WW_Apostolic_Succession.asp) If there is a problem with one line, I have gobs of other lines as a fallback. You can trip over my various redundancies.
My credentials as an archbishop are golden. The Roman sect will even admit that. Apostolic Succession isn’t something the typical lay person worries about, but I thought you might want to know that I’m not a fly-by-night Internet-diploma’ed cleric. My Apostolic Succession touches all five of the major patriarchies of Christianity: Jerusalem, Constantinople, Alexandria, Antioch, and Rome, as well as many of the minor ones. I have both Western (Old Catholic, Roman Catholic, Anglican) and Orthodox (Greek, Russian, Syrian/Antiochian) bishops in my lineage.
My Apostolic Succession credentials are actually stronger than the current pope’s. Rome most likely won’t admit that, at least not publicly.
That isn’t the real point of this book, but I wanted you to know that when I speak as an archbishop, I do so with some authority, the authority of tradition. I also speak as an archbishop with baggage, who will let you know upfront that he is a work-in-progress.
Protecting people from churches with impractical rules and narrow-minded clerics is what I do. That is a fundamental part of being an Old Catholic. I pray that one day the Roman sect will rediscover the meekness of its origin and rejoin the rest of Christianity. Until then, relax: I have the wattage and the chutzpah to get between you and those latter-day Sanhedrin.
Did you know that Roman Catholic seminaries have entire courses designed to teach clergy how to win religious arguments? The course is called Apologetics, and Roman clergy are very good at it. Their training is superlative. Bravo, seminaries.
If you have been on the receiving end of an Apologetics-trained clergy, you can stand down. I have your back. Your guilt is finished. They are not the only game in town, even if they try to convince you that they are.
This book is about healing: mine and yours.
Every harlot was a virgin once.
William Blake (1757–1827) (For the Sexes: The Gates of Paradise: Epilogue to the Accuser who is the God of This World)
Understanding a little bit about something unknowable is the very definition of a mystery. You can never know everything about a mystery because that would make it stop being mystical.
There’s an actor so stunningly gorgeous that he used to make me drool. It wasn’t lust, of course. It was a deep appreciation of the beauty of God’s creation. I have a husband, and that is enough for me.
But then I saw the actor in a play in London. The man cannot act. The play was so bad that we left the theater at intermission. I never leave a theater at intermission! The actor is decorative but not functional. The sight of him trying to act in a play was too much information. I should have let him remain a fantasy, a mystery.
Reality destroyed my fantasy.
Mysteries are good things on occasion.
Retail is sometimes mystical. I was in a home improvement store (Lowe’s) to buy shelving. I found the upright poles designed to be used to build a shelving unit. These poles have their own kind of special shelf, and you cannot slap any old piece of wood between the uprights. You need the horizontal shelf part designed to be used with that specific kind of pole. I needed both parts because pole without shelf is about as worthless as you can get, and the shelf without its four poles is useless.
The shelf part was nowhere to be seen. They offered the pole but not the shelf. I asked a clerk about it, and what I heard was one of the most astounding responses that I ever heard from someone in retail: “We don’t sell that.”
They sell the poles but not the shelf, and the poles are worthless without the shelf. The poles can’t even stand upright without the shelf. If you try to stand them up, they just fall over onto the floor (sort of like Mr. Hunk in London). The poles have no reason to be using up steel and space besides supporting the product that this chain didn’t want to stock, didn’t want to sell.
“You sell the pole,” I said.
“Sure, right there,” said the clerk.
“But you don’t sell the shelf.”
“No, sorry.”
“And it isn’t that you are out of stock. You don’t ever have the shelf in stock?”
“Right,” said the clerk.
“Who thought that was a good idea?” I asked.
The clerk shrugged his shoulders.
Can you imagine having a conversation with the college kid who figured it was a good thing to buy all these poles and let them take up space in the store without also buying the shelves, the only product that gave the poles a reason for being? I cannot think of how I would start a conversation with that person. Do you find out where he went to college and warn everyone that a degree from there is toxic? Should I try to warn Lowe’s that they have somebody in purchasing who doesn’t understand the “real” world?
Some things are mystical: they defy explanation.
God, grant me serenity to accept the things I cannot change …
Acceptance is the key to serenity.
I find myself in traffic sometimes, and “They” are out in force. Other drivers are more interested in talking on their phone call than in driving. More importantly, they are so busy with their conversation that they can only ignore the two things most important to me: (a) my safety and (b) getting to my destination.
How can I get the other driver to pay attention to the two things that are most important to me? The trouble with driving is that my arsenal is limited. Society and its laws frown on me taking such direction action as running the offending driver off the road.
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