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The dreamer encounters a ragged figure who "would walk the ridge of the cliff, wade the unknown ford,
swallow the untasted herb, lie on the crumbling mountain, sit amidst the arrows of lightning, and seek repose
on the lap of earth, even whilst afflicted with its strongest convulsions. The darkness of the Cave is suddenly
pierced by a radiant figure, who declares herself to be Reason. Reason leads the Dreamer on a tour of the Cave
of Despair, whose several inhabitants suffer misfortunes enough to stock a small library of sentimental novels.
They are led by Reason to the Temple of Hope, when the Dreamer, attempting to follow, awakes. Religious
melancholy is a notable absence in this catalogue of horrors, which certainly lacks the
coherence-in-incoherence typical of the better examples of the genre: Walwyn" is likely the "B. Walwyn,"
who published Chit-Chat: His life story suggests that he would have had more than passing acquaintance with
the fiend Despair. Musing on the variety of human woe, Melancholy led captive every sense and feeling in her
leaden fetters. I fancied every charm of nature as the blossom of the rose, which is only the delusive veil of
innumerable thorns. Day was leaving this world of care, and Night wrapped in his oblivious vest, was leading
to peaceful slumbers the mountain-shepherd. Tired with the toils of the day, and displeased with the
reflections of the evening, I was happy to participate, with the rest of animated nature, the balmy comforts
with which Somnus blesses his subjects. Being asleep, my mind began to assert its native superiority over the
senses, which were now incapable of raising any faction against their government. Impressed with its late
reflections, it led Imagination into the same path my will had endeavoured to leave, by resigning itself to
slumber. I fancied myself conducted by a being whose form Pleasure could not observe without having its eye
blighted. His stature was not uncommonly tall or short. His person, in which, you might have perceived, had
resided all the graces of beauty, dignity, and proportion, was now one entire piece of deformity; every fair
limb, having been broken by the casualties of nature, and set by the untoward hand of Ignorance, was grown
preposterous. He had not a joint in its place. His clotted hair almost shaded a visage where the most beautiful
features lay the dismal wreck of his own fury. He scarcely paused from tearing the healing wounds with which
his face and breast were covered. Tears and blood ran in the same perpetual streams; for Sorrow had fixed her
residence in his eye. His garments were the torn and never-changed elegancies of former prosperity. Every
nerve was agitated with frenzy. Having no hope, he had no fear. He would walk the ridge of the cliff, wade the
unknown ford, swallow the untasted herb, lie on the crumbling mountain, sit amidst the arrows of lightning,
and seek repose on the lap of earth, even whilst afflicted with its strongest convulsions. His slothful steps
withered the freshening verdure; his breath embrowned the lily, and bleached the vermillion of the rose; and
his glance turned every blossom, teeming with beauty, to a mildew mouldering with decay. This being had so
greatly excited my astonishment that I was impelled to follow him. What did I feel to see all the charms of
blooming nature wither as he passed! But how much more was my sensibility pained when we approached a
cave from whence issued a most dreadful yell, pronouncing, in mingled tones of horror â€” "Here comes
Despair! He, regardless of his attendant, threw himself on his throne, which was no other than a pile of broken
anchors collected from the various shipwrecks of Hope, in the voyages of human existence. Havng thus
entered the Cave of Despair, my attention was entirely engaged with the variety, situations, and circumstances
of the inhabitants. Here I perceived Madness was prime minister; and Frenzy and Melancholy secretaries of
state. Their employment was chiefly to watch the sufferings of Sensibility, and to prevent Hope bringing them
any succours. The walls were of one entire flint, which, not having the least pervious interstice, could never
admit one cheering beam from the day of Promise. Perpetual gloom, therefore, brooded, like an incubus, on all
the afflicted, dwelling in this cave. All the light they employed was by momentary sparks struck from the
flinty walls, by the clanking and dashing of their chains in the paroxysms of their frenzy. As this seldom
ceased, they possessed almost a continual glare, although its component parts literally died in their creation.
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But this was not sufficient to cause Darkness to close his sable wings which overspread this scene of woe.
Being seized with the greatest sorrow and dismay at such an assemblage of unutterable anguish, I was going to
leave the cave with the greatest precipitation, but I was withheld by the sudden appearance of a form whose
aspect was benign as Nature whilst she bestows youth to Spring, beauty to Summer, plenty to Autumn, and
enjoyment to Winter. What I now beheld was a being of one entire radiance. Her soul was the source and
centre of the glorious beams which encircled her. Her presence cheered me like returning day waking the
bewildered and benighted traveller. Surprised and chagrined was I to find the miserable objects around me
were insensible to her influence. I had hoped her appearance would have caused the dawn of Expectation to
have dispelled from their breasts the shades of Despair. But I was, unfortunately for their happiness and my
own satisfaction, disappointed. Perceiving my dismay and anxiety, she, with the most encouraging invitation,
tempted me to follow her round the cave. In this perambulation, I saw the forlorn maiden praying to heaven
for the happiness of him who had cruelly amused her with feigned affection, and an immediate release from
her own existence. Near her lay, beating her panting breast, and tearing her dishevelled hair, the disinherited
daughter, with a beauteous new-born infant beside her, crying for her maternal attention. Opposite lay the
friendless philanthropist: On his right hand, was extended the poet in all the manliness of rooted grief, caused
by the envy of rivals, the partiality of critics, the prejudice of party, the neglect of merit, the idolatry of a
name, the success of impudence, the ignorance of the world, and the machinations of intrigue, connexion, and
dependence. Here was the soldier lying with his laurels blasted with envy and ingratitude; the wretch
condemned to perpetual slavery; the young heir, despoiled by law of his inheritance; the faithful servant
consigned to misery and poverty; and the old courtier worn out by disappointments whilst he had been
starving on promises. Whilst she waved the wand, she thus addressed them: Bereft of me, Despair has led you
into this dungeon of misery. Be, however, comforted; â€” but remember, never suffer any misfortune,
however grievous, to drive me again from your embraces. In my haste to participate of their happiness, I
awaked much chagrined that I was thus prevented from sharing their felicity as I had sympathized with their
misfortunes.
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Chit-Chat; or, the penance of polygamy. An interlude. Now performing at the Theatre Royal, Covent-Garden. Written by
B. Walwyn.

Older Than the Titanic Chapter 1. We had fortunately already had a chance to say our goodbyes, having hit the
highway on the initial news of her failing health just a few weeks before. I hung up the phone and sat up in
bed, gradually letting the news sink in. After watching the tape in its entirety, I sank back further into my
oversize recliner and just stared at the ceiling. My mind wandered back to that last meeting with Grandma.
After plucking the kids out of the tight confines of our car, we lined them up against the wall outside the
nursing home entrance. Knowing a lecture was coming, they preemptively rolled their eyes in unison; I tried
to hide my own smile as I debated whether the familiar gesture had been inherited or learned. We had just seen
her the previous year, but at first sight she seemed decades older than I remembered. Besides demolishing
these treasures, I feared that our wrecking crew might pass along an unseen, airborne virus, overwhelm her
with their excited clambering, or otherwise do her in right then and there. With a number of these frightful
scenarios seizing my mind, I started nudging the kids and hinted to Grandma that we needed to leave. Though
we kept the visit as brief as we could justify, we did manage to capture the whole event on video to prepare for
that distant day when our precious and very rambunctious children might actually appreciate the significance
of the occasion. After strategically posing each of them for an individual picture with their great-grandmother,
we gave her frail shell some loose hugs, bade her farewell with a small hint of finality, and checked into a
nearby motel to put the kids to bed. Jaedin was half asleep by the time I remembered my purported
justification for checking e-mail. I covered myself and the notebook with a blanket so as not to wake the
younger children. In her honor, of course, they were singing her favorite parodies and were dressed in crazy
outfits â€” the kind she loved to wear to costume parties! I awoke a few hours later with a kink in my neck; the
telephone was ringing, the sun was rising, and sure enough, the phone call confirmed that she was gone. By
the time she passed away early that autumn morning in , she had already been a widow for almost twenty-five
years; our sadness at her passing was thus tempered to some degree by the thought of a joyful reunion in the
heavens with her eternal sidekick, Charles Hampton Price. I thumbed through the materials, and they quickly
drew me in. As the hours passed, I attacked the annals with a late-night fervor, perhaps aided by a bit of
inherited OCD of my own. I was particularly enthralled by his mission journals; we had served LDS missions
in the same area of Germany sixty years apart, and his journals described people in their youth whom I had
known as elderly pensioners â€” people who had endured the rise of Nazism, a world war, and forty years of
Orwellian rule in the interim. In my few memories of Hamp, I can still picture the Patriarch. A retired
lieutenant colonel with a distinguished career in the U. Air Force, he was a soft-spoken giant â€” bigger and
taller than anyone else I knew. His eyes revealed that he had stories to tell, but his voice, though gruff, was
calm and soothing enough to put me to sleep whenever he would start into his narratives. He would get caught
up in the minutest details of his stories â€” details that, though uninteresting to me as a young child at the
time, continued to intrigue me long after a gun salute punctuated his passing in To this day, for example, he is
the only LDS Stake Patriarch I have ever met who had a tattoo the culmination, I had been told, of an
unfortunate night of bad decisions after his high school graduation. I had taken a bit of a haphazard approach
to my research, so I decided to start from the beginning and scan all of the records into electronic files. My
attempt to put his journals in order, though, left me with an unfortunate gap; his high school years were
conspicuously missing from the pile of journals. As it turned out, he had misplaced that particular volume
many years before his death, and it had never turned up again. As I read the detailed descriptions of personal
and historical events in his other journals, I found myself with a growing list of unanswered questions about
his youth. For that time period, sadly, I was forced to conjecture his thoughts and experiences based on the
sparse documents I could gather: I found that he had attended a high school known as L. I opened the
embossed cover of the yearbook and thumbed through its pages, wondering why I had never heard of the
school. Who were these people? They must have known him; maybe I could ask them some questions myself!
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I got excited about the idea and optimistically Googled one name after another to see if there might be any hint
of classmates who were still alive and kicking. Each time, however, the search ended with a death record. I
saw no promising leads among the first few dozen names I tried, and I soon admitted to myself that the idea of
locating living contemporaries was a fruitless path. What was I thinking anyhow? The entire class would have
been approaching centenarian status; the ranks of those who might have provided a first-hand account had
long since thinned, if not completely disappeared. Looking at the death dates on my computer screen, I
realized that I had only missed my chance by a couple of years. We had all nodded our heads in affirmation,
but without any actual intent of doing anything about it until we ourselves had become old and boring. The
warning had fallen on deaf ears; along with the rest of the BYU Class of , I had been much more interested in
rock climbing and skiing than in sitting around some smelly nursing home or spending my precious free time
glued to a microfiche screen in the dark dungeons of the library. Why are old teachers always right in
retrospect? I shook my head with an air of disappointment, accepted the consequences of my procrastination,
and moved on to other projects. Larger than Life President Gordon B. I turned to Jaedin and pointed to my
computer screen. I gave it another shot, thinking perhaps Michael Jackson might do the trick. The dedicatory
prayer itself had only taken a few minutes, and the Tabernacle Choir was already punctuating the moment
with the Spirit of God â€” that standard anthem of all LDS dedications. The Saturday afternoon conference
session wound to a close, and the television cameras panned from the restored, rededicated Tabernacle to
families strolling around the Temple Square grounds and relaxing on the lawns. I knew he had attended L. As
I discovered, L. Business College, the latter of which is still around today. A few more clicks revealed that
back in , L. High was a three-year high school for sophomores, juniors, and seniors. Business College was at
the time a one-year junior college vocational curriculum that could be appended after the senior year of high
school â€” designed for those not quite ready to leave the campus for their chosen trades or universities.
Having learned that L. I felt like a detective stumbling across new evidence in a case. Talmage, and a number
of future General Authorities and history makers had addressed the graduates during a program held in the
Tabernacle on the first day of June, One glance through the names of the other graduates revealed both the
heritage and the future potential embodied by the students in attendance with them that night: What advice, for
example, did the young Gordon Hinckley take to heart as the speakers took to the pulpit? What would he have
thought if someone had whispered to him during the graduation ceremony that eighty years later he would
stand at that very pulpit to dedicate a newly refurbished Tabernacle? And that in the process, his every word
would be ciphered into fifty languages by an army of translators who would instantaneously send their signals
out to space to be intercepted by manmade moons hovering overhead? Then, after being bounced from the
satellites back to earth, that his words would be telecast, simulcast, webcast, and podcast at light speed around
a global transmission network? And that the streaming video would promptly appear on thousands of
computerized gadgets â€” some no larger than a pocket watch â€” each capable of storing an entire library of
books within their microscopic circuitry? Yet here I was in another century â€” another millennium, in fact
â€” staring at precisely that real-time scenario on my computer screen. With my own mind boggled, I closed
out a whole stack of search engine results that I had completely taken for granted, leaving only the lds. Having
been too distracted to hear much of the dedication ceremony the first time around, I pulled the scrollbar on the
internet video player back to hear it again. He then spoke of the generations to come, but my thoughts went
back in time. I imagined taking the video stream back through hundreds of general conferences and thousands
of public speeches, concert broadcasts, Christmas devotionals, and funerals â€” all the way back to that June
evening in when Hamp and Gordon were staring at the same stage I was looking at on my computer screen.
The commencement program in my hands â€” the same piece of paper Hamp had held in his hands that night
â€” was literally hot off the press. Countdown to Commencement Chapter 4: Bentine sir, have a look. The
scent of fresh ink percolates through his jacket and soaks into his skin, but he is long since immune to print
shop smells. Jim holds the twine in place with his finger while Bentine secures the knots. Bentine nervously
squints at the clock on the far wall: He has good reason to be nervous. Now, after running twelve hundred
yearbooks, the big press is getting an overhaul; printing the commencement programs is a nice little side job to
keep some income rolling in while the big press is out of commission. He walks out to the street corner, his
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eyes trailing Jim as added security. Jim is a bit winded after sprinting the two and a half city blocks from
Paragon to Temple Square. He slows to a brisk walk as he passes inconspicuously through the West Gate
behind the Tabernacle, and then nonchalantly places the stacks on two specially prepared tables outside the
main Tabernacle doors. He pulls his knife out of his pocket and cuts the strings loose. A few of the programs
at the top start to flutter in the light breeze, and he scans the grounds for a solution. Two rounded stones from
beneath the rose bush ought to do the trick; he bends down to dig them out. Owens, how do you do? The
annuals arrived from the bindery just a few minutes ago. Jim helps her heave six cases of the
three-hundred-page yearbooks up onto the table, producing quite a sag in the middle. Miss Stewart stacks the
books into neat piles for distribution and pulls out a checklist of paid-up seniors. Jim opens the box and picks
up a yearbook, unwittingly leaving inky fingerprints on the crisp pages as he thumbs through it. She places the
yearbook by itself on the table. With a line of students beginning to form around the table, Jim has begun to
feel a bit out of place and excuses himself for the evening. His exit march through the gate is slowed by
throngs of arriving graduates filing in to the grounds with their families. His downward glances contrast
starkly with the upbeat optimism in the eyes of the entering graduates. Life in Salt Lake City is more
metropolitan than ever; Utah is finally on the map for all new reasons, having just begun to grow from the
shadows of its polygamous past. Miss Stewart recalls the excitement of that presidential night â€” shortly after
her own graduation from the L. The Temple Square grounds fill with gathering groups of graduates, and she
hands out one leather-bound volume after another until only a handful of books remain on the table. She taps
her fingers on the table while waiting for the latecomers, reciting poetry to herself to pass the time. Looks like
your English lessons sank in after all. Betty opens the case of her new Kodak Vanity camera â€” an enviable
graduation gift that comes complete with a lipstick holder and mirror â€” and hands it to Miss Stewart.
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The farce of Chit chat: or penance for polygamy. In one act. As performed at the Theatre-Royal, Smoke-Alley.

The Wisdom of Humanae Vitae: Perhaps no teaching of the Church causes the worldly to scoff more than our
teaching against artificial contraception. The eyes of so many, Catholics among them, roll and the scoffing
begins: The Lord Jesus had an answer to those who ridiculed him in a similar way: They are like children
sitting in the marketplaces and calling out to others: Some forty or more years after widespread acceptance of
contraception set in how have we done? The Promises of the Contraception Advocates: What were some of
the concerns and predictions made by Pope Paul VI? All of these are quotes from Humanae Vitae: Consider
how easily this course of action could open wide the way for marital infidelity Humanae Vitae HV 17 A
general lowering of moral standards. Not much experience is needed to be fully aware of human weakness and
to understand that human beingsâ€”and especially the young, who are so exposed to temptationâ€”need
incentives to keep the moral law, and it is an evil thing to make it easy for them to break that law. HV 17
Another effect that gives cause for alarm is that a man who grows accustomed to the use of contraceptive
methods may forget the reverence due to a woman, and, disregarding her physical and emotional equilibrium,
reduce her to being a mere instrument for the satisfaction of his own desires, no longer considering her as his
partner whom he should surround with care and affection. HV 17 Who will prevent public authorities
fromâ€¦impos[ing] their use on everyone. HV 17 So, forty years later, who had the wisdom to see? The World
or the Church? The divorce rate did not decline. In recent years the divorce rate has dropped slightly but this
may also be due to the fact that far fewer people get married in the first place, preferring to cohabitate and
engage in a kind of serial polygamy drifting from relationship to relationship. Contraceptive advocates claim
that divorce is a complicated matter. Looks like the Pope was right. Abortion rates did not decrease. It has
been well argued that, far from decreasing the abortion rate, contraception actually fueled it. Since
contraception routinely fails, abortion became the contraception of last recourse. Further, just as the Pope
predicted sexual immorality became widespread and this too led to higher rates of abortion. But one would
have to be very myopic not to notice the huge increase in open promiscuity, cohabitation, pornography and the
like. All of this bad behavior made more possible by contraceptives also fuels abortion rates. Chalk up another
one for the Pope and the Church. Women do have greater career choices. Sadly, motherhood has taken a real
back seat in popular culture. Their dignity as wives and mothers has been set aside in favor of the sexual
pleasure they offer. As the Pope predicted many modern men, no longer bound by marriage for sexual
satisfaction, use women and discard them on a regular basis. In this scenario men win. I am not sure this is
dignity. But you decide who is right and if women really have won in the new morality that contraception
helped usher in. I think the Pope wins this point as well. STDs did not decrease and were not prevented.
Infection rates skyrocketed through the s and s. AIDS which appeared on the scene later continues to show
horribly high rates. Where is the promised deliverance? Contraceptives it seems, do not prevent anything.
Rather they encourage the spread of these diseases by encouraging the bad behavior that causes them. Here
too it looks like the Church was right and the world was wrong. Add to this list the huge teenage pregnancy
rates, the devastation of single parent families, broken hearts and even poverty. The link to poverty may seem
obscure but the bottom line is that single motherhood is the chief cause of poverty in this country. Promiscuity
leads to teenage pregnancy. Teenage pregnancy leads to single motherhood absent fatherhood. Single
motherhood leads to welfare and poverty. It is the single highest factor related to poverty. Declining birth rates
are also having terrible effects on contracepting cultures. Europe as we have known it is simply going out of
existence. I have written on that before HERE: Contraception is Cultural Suicide! They have huge families.
Thankfully our immigrants are largely Christian and share our American vision. But for the Church the
declining birthrates are now resulting in closing schools, parishes, declining vocations and the like. We cannot
sustain what we have on a population that is no longer replacing itself. Immigration has insulated us from this
to some extent but low Mass attendance has eclipsed that growth and we are starting to shut down a lot of our
operations. Time will prove where wisdom lies. What have we learned in in over forty years of contraception?
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First we have learned that it is a huge failure in meeting its promises. It has made things worse, not better.
Marriage, families, children have all taken a huge hit. Bad behavior has been encouraged and all the bad
consequences that flow from it are flourishing. Most people seem largely disinterested in this data. Hearts
have become numb and minds have gone to sleep. I hope you are not among them and that you might consider
this information well and share it with others. Time HAS proved where wisdom lay.
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B. Walwyn was the son of a leather-seller in Pembrokeshire, who was employed in trade in London and Ireland. Upon
meeting with financial reverses, Walwyn turned to writing as a trade.

The pain of infertility or impaired fertility comes in more than one form. The first is the obvious suffering of
the couple who wants so badly to have a child but, for whatever reason, is unable to. The second is the
judgment of others in their Catholic community. So what of the family of one or none? They automatically
qualify their family size. One man said to me: I look old enough to have at least six by now. Her face softens
as she gives me the benefit of the doubt, thinking I may have gotten married later in life. She tests this theory
by her next craftily-worded question that will reveal all she needs to know about me. Her smile seems a lot
less natural now. I remember a mom of half a dozen at least telling me about a mutual friend pregnant with her
fourth, all of which had been two years apart or less thus far. Dear Catholic women and men of large families,
we all have our struggles. The day I arrived back to work from my honeymoon, a mom asked me if I was
pregnant. Another mom told me her husband asked if I was pregnant yet. It took one miscarriage and then
another year to have my first child. After which, it took a long time to get pregnant a third time. I suffered
endless comments after that first child reached six months six months! I had to explain to those who had no
business knowing, that my cycle took forever to return, after which point, we did indeed conceive right away,
but apparently a spacing of more than two years is unacceptable. I suspect that as the years have rolled by,
people have long since given up asking too. He apparently begged to differ. He shook his head sadly,
apparently in sorrow at the denial of my own selfishness. It was at that point that I walked away and avoided
eye contact with him for the rest of the night. I managed to compartmentalize this encounter until I got home
and was ready to cry, rather than have it spoil my evening out with friends. He had no answer or consoling
words for me. He, too, understands that this is life in the Catholic bubble. I love my Catholic community, and
am so grateful to have it, but, ladies and gentlemen, God does not will large families to us all. On the contrary,
He gives each of us suffering as our path to Heaven. For some that cross is more obvious to the outside world,
which only adds to its weight. She also blogs at Parentingisfunny.
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5: Full Circle by Krey Hampton
Welcome to a brief history of Western Polygamy debates. This section is due to grow in the future, but for the moment
we have listed below, in chronological order, all the English-language works on polygamy so far identified from the
beginning of printing until the rise of the Mormon religion.

I was one hundred percent confident in what they needed to hear. But I was also one hundred percent
confident in my inability to convey the message rightly. In short, I felt like a walking disaster. Your weakness
is a gift. It is what drove me to the Scriptures with single-minded desperation. It is what God used to train me
to love His Word. Being in remission for the better part of the last two years has meant that pain is a memory
that is faded at the edges. There is no cure for my disease s ; I will not die from them but with them. The
effects of my disease pop up when I need them not to. Unfortunately, any kind of stressâ€”even mere
anticipation of something goodâ€”can trigger physical pain, anxiety, and insomnia. In other words, when I
need to be at my best, my body tends to be at its worst. So, a few weeks back when I was prepared and ready
to take a stage for an hour and a half, I found myself the night before lying awake in bed with heart
palpitations, nausea, and pain shooting up my spine. I tossed and turned, prayed and fretted. Eventually, I
walked the floors of the basement suite that were graciously given to me by some members of the host church.
I recited every Scripture I could call to memory, staying specifically in Psalm After sleeping less than two
hours, my alarm buzzed at 6 am, and I dragged myself out of bed to get some coffee. How could I face a room
full of women when I felt so physically unable to perform? Who am I to even take a stage? But I realized in
that moment that weak is how He wants me. Weak is a good place to be. Our weakness is where we get to see
His strength. I read through Psalm , but I got distracted by the words of the next psalm, written by David.
Wake up, harp and lyre! I will wake up the dawn. I will praise You, Lord, among the peoples; I will sing
praises to You among the nations. For Your faithful love is higher than the heavens, and Your faithfulness
reaches to the cloudsâ€¦God has spoken in His sanctuary: It struck me that the confidence David had was not
in himself but in his God, whose declaration of triumph connotes a sure, certain victory. My phone dinged
with a text not long after that. My mom had known I was feeling rough and sent the words of the apostle Paul
to encourage me to do the good work set before me, no matter how my body protested. Paul was no stranger to
suffering; his life was marked by persecution for the sake of the gospel of Christ. Even so, it must have been
tempting at times to boast in the wideness of his ministry, the soundness of his doctrinally-heavy elocution,
the far-reaching grasp of his reputation as a messenger of the gospel. If you are in Christian ministry, you
understand the temptation there. I prayed through the words, pleaded with the Lord to let my confidence find
its home in Him alone. There was no other source of confidence that day. My body was rebelling and my brain
was cluttered with the fog that accompanies my pain. I dressed, drove to the event, and found myself sharing
my physical weaknesses with the event coordinators so they could pray for me. But, I knew that I needed their
intercession more than I needed an appearance of self-sufficiency. The words prayed over me in that small
room off the sanctuary were a balm to my quivering soul. If anything good came from the stage, it would only
be because He was with me, perfecting His power in my very present weaknesses. After the event, my spine
was on fire. I stood for more than an hour and spoke with women from all walks of life, and we shared with
one another how God was faithful even in the ugliest stories. A older woman with a lovely Scottish lilt to her
voice gripped my hands and prayed that God would be powerful in my weakness. Gripped by pain and mental
exhaustion, I stood there with tears in my eyes. If there were reason to boast in myself, then I would get the
praise, and what a short-sighted, vainglory it would be. But, the Lord has seen fit to remind me of my frailty,
to keep me up at night with a dependency on His strength. And though I hate the pain, the foggy head, the sick
stomach, the inability to simply go to sleep, I am deeply grateful that the Lord has made it abundantly clear
that my weakness is where He delights to work. For in this, He gets the glory. So I take pleasure in
weaknesses, insults, catastrophes, persecutions, and in pressures, because of Christ. He will be strong in your
weakness. Maybe you speak of it as often as possible so it loses its power every time you back it up against
the power of the gospel. Or maybe, like me, your thorn crops up when you need it the least and you wonder
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how in the world you will accomplish the good work God has set before you. This is the place, friend. This is
where He delights in displaying His powerâ€”right in the middle of your weakest weakness. He will not share
His glory with another, but He will gladly display it in you. This is where He delights in displaying His
power--right in the middle of your weakest weakness. You can be certain that He will be strong in your
weakness. You may flop, you may lose your train of thought, you might stutter over your words, you might
forget a point, you may not see a return for your work, but You can be sure that His words will not return void.
Your thorn may pierce you deeply, but it is only a thorn and it is only momentary. The certain triumph of the
Lord our God means that He will accomplish His work. One of the resulting graces of His work is your eternal
thorn-free life in His presence forever. And perhaps the kingdom of heaven will be a bit more populous than
you expected because the Lord was pleased to be strong in your weakness.
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6: The Double-Edged Sword of Infertility | Catholic Lane
Chit-Chat; Or, the Penance of Polygamy. an Interlude. Now Performing at the Theatre Royal, Covent-Garden. Written by
B. Walwyn B Walwyn HÃ¤ftad. Chit-Chat.

Saturday, September 5, Fr. The "Authentic Tradition" By now you should be getting a clear idea of the
strategy with which the Catholic faithful were connived into accepting the legality of the "New Mass". We
have seen how infallible the dogmatic content and how sacrosanct the rituals of the True Mass were seen to be
in the days of the Council of Trent, and ever since, save for the past decade or so. The "reformers," under the
at least visible leadership of Pope Paul VI, have tried to throw the cloak of Tradition and of the Council of
Trent over what they attempt to describe as a "new arrangement of the Mass. While we "dumb sheep" have
been thinking they meant only to make minor changes in the Mass, they have been replacing it, parts at a time,
numbing our reactions with their incessant blathering about the divine urgency and auspiciousness of it all!
Over a period of time, they have introduced something altogether different from the True Mass. And, even
while they were making a mockery of the traditions and the laws of the Church with regard to the Sacred
Liturgy, they have been vesting themselves with the legitimate authority to do so through constant,
mendacious references to those traditions and laws. Therefore, now that they have installed their irreverent
Imitation, they are able to claim immunity for themselves and their Imposture which adhered to what they
have they hope gotten rid of. They now claim for their Mass that infallibility of doctrine, that venerability, that
historicity of origin, and that holiness of essence, which two thousand years of Catholicism could not preserve
for the True Mass against the likes of them. Their most consistent argument has been that "one Pope can
countermand the decrees of a former one. They thought that, if they could justify what they meant to do, if
they could make it look legal, they would be clear so no one could accuse them. What is this but more
phariseism-using the law contrary to everything the law means and is meant to do? And, the most incredible
aspect of it all-almost nobody seems to have perceived it, even now: In his Apostolic Constitution, Missale
Romanum, Pope Paul speaks in the same vein as in the allocution I have quoted, laboring as always to wreathe
with the aura of authenticity and of Tradition his "Novus Ordo" and his Act of imposing it. We find therein the
following passage: The progress that the liturgical sciences have accomplished in the last four centuries has,
without a doubt, prepared the way. After the Council of Trent, the study "of ancient manuscripts of the
Vatican library and of others gathered elsewhere," as our predecessor St. Since then, however, more ancient
liturgical sources have been discovered and published and at the same time liturgical formulas of the Oriental
Church have become better known. Many wish that the riches, both Doctrinal and spiritual, might not be
hidden in the darkness of the libraries, but on the Contrary might be brought into the light to illumine and
nourish the spirits and souls of Christians. I hate to be such a "spoil-sport," but you might as well know now as
later, there are not any "more ancient liturgical sources" which will justify the "New Mass," as the arguments
which follow will show. As you known, the evolutionists solve all their problems by losing their hypnotized
little proselytes in the foggy, distant eons. Here we are being taken into the "darkness of the libraries," where
only our guides can see. Such talk is only more of the same hyper-intellectualist eyewash of which we
simpletons must stand in awe. You will just have to face the fact that there is no tradition whatsoever for the
Thing known as the "new Mass," any fledgling student of the Liturgy can tell you as much. There is no
tradition allowing those not in Orders to perform special liturgical roles. In the ancient Church, even he who
locked and unlocked the church building and rang the bell had to have received the Order of Porter. The
Lector was allowed to chant the "Lessons;" later on, the Subdeacon of the Mass was allowed to sing the
Epistle, while the Deacon sang the Gospel. There is absolutely no tradition permitting women to speak in
church; they could make only those responses assigned to the congregation. This practice was specifically
noted by St. Paul in his First Letter to the Corinthians. Those who say the contrary are ready to contend even
with him! There is no tradition of complete optionalism in liturgical matters. From the very first, under the
general supervision of the Apostles, custom governed everything in each church. The constant tradition moved
in the direction of ever greater uniformity, of ever more detailed rubrics; of taking the power to decide even
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the smallest things out of the hands, first of the local presbyter, then of the local ordinary bishop or abbot ,
then of concentrating it in the hands of the Pope personally.. Those who say that every celebrant should be free
to devise the liturgy of the day seem woefully ignorant of the fact that ours is called the "Roman Rite" because
the people took pride that it derived from the practices of the Community in Rome, where the Pope himself
legislated and celebrated "the Mysteries. In the early days, the lessons were consecutive readings from the Old
Testament and the Gospels and Epistles. The bishop would often have the ministers read particular passages as
the subject of his homily. With regard to preaching, the tradition moved from the simple explanation of the
Scriptures homilies and catechetical instruction catechesis to the sermon, the panegyric, and the elaborate
discourse. Some of the greatest orators of history have been Catholic bishops and priests. The idea of a mere
unprepared "talk," much less a "dialogue" or a little chit-chat, is so foreign to Catholic or any religious
tradition as to be ludicrous. I might add, throughout the history of sacred oratory even Orthodoxy was
insufficient; that was taken for granted. Not only did the preacher have to be able to speak well, but he was
expected to expound ably, persuasively, and with edification. One shudders to think what might have
happened to a priest who babbled in the presence of St. Paul the way some of ours do today! There is no
tradition which allows those of other "faiths," those who may or may not believe in Christ as the Eternal High
Priest and the Divine Victim of the Holy Sacrifice, to participate in the Liturgy. The further back you go in
history, the stricter you find the rules to have been. The ancient practice was to require all who did not have
the Faith, all who were not baptized into the True Faith, to leave before the reed. Only catechumens were
allowed to stay till then; unbelievers wee not allowed at all. Nor were those who had committed grave public
sins, or who had incurred censures, nor those obliged to do pubic penance. This is one practice which might
very well be restored. There is no tradition for presuming "good will" on the part of unbelievers. There is a
very constant tradition for praying for them that they might be delivered from their spiritual blindness. There
is also a very constant tradition for trying to convert them. There is also a very constant tradition recognizing
that Judaism is Talmudism, and that Talmudism is essentially anti-Christian. There is no tradition for
permitting any kind of sound which some quasi-educated artiste might find "music to his ears. If we wanted to
be "purist" about it, we would remember that, due to an ingrained sobriety, the Roman Rite would prefer no
accompanying instrument at all; the organ would be permitted only because many cannot sing on key. There is
no tradition of casualness in the Liturgy of any Catholic Rite. In fact there is no tradition of casualness in the
religious ritual of any group in the world, no matter how pagan, how primitive, or how polytheistic.
Reverential fear is the most elemental attitude of anything which purports to be worship. That attitude which
dares to treat with God familiarly, as an equal, as Someone Who is even approachable, derives from the
tradition of anti-religious Rationalism. Its origins are and always have been anti-Christian, anti-religious. To
the very contrary, the most constant tradition of the Church has always moved in the direction of ever greater
formality, born of tremulous awe. Indeed, the essential meaning of ritual includes sobriety, reverence,
carefulness, fidelity to prescribed procedures and laws which are nothing but hallowed customs made
obligatory , a sense of unworthiness in the presence of the Almighty, a sense of wonder at being allowed to
come into His Sanctuary, to speak to Him, to touch Him. One of the unique contributions of Christianity to
worship in general is the addition of a most restrained "gaiety" to this reverential fear, plus a serene confidence
of divine benevolence. The reason why contemporary heretics presume to abandon these modes is that they
have lost all awareness of and respect for Tradition, as they have lost all fear of God, and they think it a sign of
maturity, progress, and freedom to have done so. They are possessed with the spirit of Revolution, which has
proved to be more than they can handle. There is no tradition in the Church for adaptation of the divine rites to
the times. Those who argue this do not know what they are talking about. Besides, what has been called
"adaptation" in the "modern Church" is addle-brained. What is being attempted is the creation of a religion out
of the so-called modern spirit, which, in the first place, is not modern, and in the second, is not at all Christian.
It is rationalistic, naturalistic, and Revolutionary. The "modern" spirit cannot possibly be adopted by
Catholicism nor interpreted into its Liturgy, any more than could Judaism or Greek mythology or Hindu
polytheism. You can see from these very few examples that there is neither consistency nor Tradition in the
so-called reform. One could go on and on in this vein, but the above should be sufficient.
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7: Polygamy and divorce on the rise in war-torn Syria | The Times of Israel
"Mr. Walwyn" is likely the "B. Walwyn," who published Chit-Chat: or, the Penance of Polygamy () and several other
volumes. His life story suggests that he would have had more than passing acquaintance with the fiend Despair.

Moreover, Muslim authorities in many countries simply will not punish rapists. Bassam replied to my post,
and I will address his comments. This is basic logic that no one can argue with. The Prophet punished the
rapist with death. My point is that this is what happens in the Muslim world. The woman complains to the
police. Best case scenario, the men will be charged with fornication. The woman, if she is in the right Muslim
country, may even go to jail. Like it or not, Bassam, this is what happens over, and over, and over in the
Muslim world thanks to Muhammad. Of course, you have to admit that it was perfectly acceptable for
Muslims to rape their female captives since Muhammad himself allowed this. Muhammad definitely allowed
rape in certain situations. Why not rape a woman who needs to be taught a lesson? If a woman is dressed
immodestly, and she is raped, the government will ignore her cries for justice, just as it will ignore the pleas of
a woman who is constantly assaulted by her husband thanks to Muhammad. For the God of the Bible allegedly
commanded women to be raped because they were haughty!!! They used to be proud of their adornments and
therefore God said that they asked for it!!! According to the translation in the article, Isaiah 3: The problem
here is that this argument is perhaps deliberately based on an outdated and flawed translation of Isaiah.
Consider two modern translations, the first being the most popular English translation, the second being the
most literal English translation: And this makes it all the more shocking when Bassam triumphantly
comments: Just watch the news, Bassam. It happens all the time thanks to Muhammad.
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8: Uncategorized Archives â€¢ glenna marshall
Polygamy pre-dates Islam in the Middle East but was incorporated into the religion. Sunni Muslim men are permitted to
take four wives on the condition that they treat them equally.

Or, Seventeen queries humbly proposed to his Highness the Lord Protector. Also, it is likely that John Milton
was working on his treatise De Doctrina Christiana at this time, although it was lost until , when its discovery
led the King to order its translation and publication, and a chapter promoting the toleration of polygamy was
discovered. A sermon accused for railing against women; for maintaining polygamy, many wives, etc.
Grantham was curate of High Barnet, near London. The preference of marriage to a single life. The arguments
for and against a plurality of wives and concubines. Includes a number of comments on the role of women:
Salmon wrote numerous historical works, this was his fourth. Salmon was a continual investigator of what we
now call anthropolgy and accompanied Anson in his trip around the world. A defence of polygamy. Proving
that it is not contrary to the law and nature of marriage; and that an express prohibition of it is no where to be
found in scripture. The lawfulness of divorce, on account of sterility in women. Proving that defect a sufficient
reason for separation. With other curious tracts. Moral-ethical and religious aspects were not of interest to the
author, a close friend of Swift and Thomas Sheridan. The work aroused such a storm of protest that Madan
wrote a retaliatory response, retired from his chaplainship, and removed himself to private life. Martin Madan
, first a lawyer and then clergyman, was a close correspondent with John Wesley. As a youth, he was addicted
to fast company and reckless fun. Attending a sermon by Wesley in order to learn to caricature his style, he
was completely captivated and took orders shortly thereafter. Madan, concerning the chapter on polygamy, in
his late publication, entitled Thelyphthora. London, Printed for Fielding and Walker,
9: Answering Muslims: More Bassam Zawadi on Rape
Full text of "The drama recorded; or, Barker's list of plays, alphabetically arr., exhibiting at one view, the title, size, date,
and author, with their various alterations, from the earliest period, to ; to which are added, Notitia dramatica, or, a
Chronological account of events relative to the English stage".

Page 14

CHIT-CHAT, OR, THE PENANCE OF POLYGAMY pdf
Richest man in babylon novel Conversations with Craig Augustine, Pascal, and Hume for the postmodern world? A
Garden of Quanta A look at the benefits of post-processed differential GPS SAP R/3 consultants bible Psychic
development for beginners by william hewitt Around the world on eighty legs (more or less) Imperialism, race, and
resistance Photographic atlas for anatomy physiology by hebert edition 14 Kinesiogy on the Move The future is now:
The changing face of technical services Lent with the Fathers The terror version A companion to V. Journal of a
residence on a Georgian plantation in 1838-1839 Ravenloft 3.5 The five minds of a manager hbr Needing Dignity 146
Letters From John Pintard To His Daughter V1 When Heaven Calls The Little Book of Destinies The slip and slide
transition 5. Strategic management and HRM Mathew R. Allen and Patrick M. Wright Governance and natural resource
conflicts. MapEasys Guidemap to France Bioarchaeology of Southeast Asia (Cambridge Studies in Biological and
Evolutionary Anthropology) Annotated Florida Teachers Edition Elements of Literature Formation of Social Policy Music
Of Nightnoise Piano Solo The Flying Tigers Poker Payoff The House of Souls 10 PRINCIPLES FOR A HAPPY
MARRIAGE Jesus and the Spirit Queuing and waiting The life of swami vivekananda Folding paper cranes Airline
Design (Designpockets) Loan of guns to Michigan Military Academy. The scarlet ibis story

Page 15

