
 1

[A Homily of Fr. Matthew Kelty, O.C.S.O. for the 6th Sunday of the Year (A), 1996: Mt 5:17-37] 
  
Engagement With Evil 
  
     Salvador Dali has done very strange works of art, weird and wild. But he has also done some magnificent 
religious subjects: the Last Supper, the Crucifixion, the Madonna. A special edition of the Jerusalem Bible 
features his studies. His "Temptation of Saint Anthony" is powerful. The passions are depicted as enormous 
animals with legs three or four stories high: anger, lust, greed, pride, depicted as gross exaggeration, unnatural 
developments that awed Saint Anthony in his prayer. The capital sins are ugly because they are deformed human 
qualities. 
     In March, 1947, the police were called to investigate a brownstone mansion on Fifth Avenue, New York, home 
of the two Collyer brothers: bachelors, a retired lawyer and a retired concert pianist. The one was blind and 
somewhat paralyzed: the other played for him and hoped to cure his blindness by orange juice. He started saving 
things for his brother to read after his cure. The cure never came. The collecting never ceased. They were found 
dead in the midst of a house literally packed with stuff. They hauled away 120 tons of it, including 12 grand pianos 
and a disassembled Model-T Ford. As bizarre as any of Dali's animals. And not as rare as one would hope. 
     Like St. Anthony, monks know the capital sins, the passions. Indeed, it was the desert monks who first listed 
and described them in terms still familiar to us. We know them in temptations, certainly through a knowledge of 
the human heart and its potential for evil. Who has not known hints of greed and lust and pride and anger? If we 
are not Collyer brothers, we know what we could be. Or can we call our extravagantly salaried stars in the arts, in 
athletics, in business normal, healthy people? Surely there is something sick in the gathering of millions, even 
billions, superbly expressed by Dali and elegantly displayed by the Collyers. 
     Our engagement with evil is not fanciful. It is real. In this warfare we join ranks with St. Benedict under the 
banner of Christ. We follow a rule and a tradition. We have an abbot, we have one another, we have our customs 
and practices. And we know the grace of God in prayer and sacrament, in holy reading, in work, in the practice of 
love. 
     Pious people sometimes think their piety will spare them. Alas, piety may not do if the heart is not as pious as 
the performance. Christ today in the Reading berates those who belittle the Law. One cannot treat the usages 
lightly. On the other hand, He insists that what is in the heart is what matters. Mere law abiding will not suffice. 
     The Irish of an earlier Boston were good Catholic people who loved the Church, were generous, were faithful. 
but they had no use for Negroes, as they called them then. Good, pious Catholics in another century, good, pious 
Catholics from clergy on, had slaves and saw no problem in that. The antagonism of German Catholics to Jews in 
our era and in the past is not restricted to Germans, their piety not withstanding. Christopher Columbus was a 
good and faithful Catholic, said the Divine Office every day. His crew sang the Salve Regina each night at sea. 
But when he saw the gentle natives of the Caribbean, his first thought was: what beautiful slaves they'd make. 
And no one need remind us how staunch Protestants treated American Indians here, and Spanish Catholics the 
same in South America. 
     The call then is to constant renewal, unending reformation. The price of liberty is eternal vigilance. Prayer, the 
grace of God, religion of the heart more than of the lips, is the idea. Monastic life assuredly is not usages, nor 
customs, nor rule. Monks too can be control freaks, compulsive gatherers, can be anxiety-ridden. 
     The art of love is an arduous business. But it is the only business worth all we put into it. With the help of God's 
grace we can learn and know Him more clearly, follow Him more nearly, love Him more dearly. Day by day.   
Amen. 
 
[cf     http://www.monks.org/homilies.html  for other homilies + other things from Gethsemani] 

-     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     - 

"Why do you need a Master?" asked a visitor of one of the disciples. 
"If water must be heated, it needs a vessel as an intermediary between the fire and itself," was the answer. (thanks 
to Anthony de Mello) 
 
MORSEL:   
 
Fire transforms all things it touches into its own nature. The wood does not change the fire into itself;  
but the fire changes the wood into itself. In the same way, we are transformed into God, so that we may know him 
as he is. Acting and becoming are one. God and I are one in this work; he acts, and I become.  --Meister Eckhart,   
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-     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     - 
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Why No Peace Fund for War Opponents? 
By Thomas H. Jeavons 
Should U.S. Citizens who are conscientious objectors to participation in war be required to pay for it? A recent op-
ed by Thomas Jeavons, General Secretary of Philadelphia Yearly Meeting, examines this as he discusses recent 
action by the Internal Revenue Service against Philadelphia Yearly Meeting, and the historic stance of Quakers in 
their resistance and response to war. 
 
     Members of the Religious Society of Friends, the Quakers, have long been considered pillars of the community 
in the Philadelphia area. We have generally been law-abiding citizens who have been very active in civic affairs. 
We do not break the law lightly. Now, we are in the news because our 12,000-member Yearly Meeting - the 
church organization that covers Eastern Pennsylvania, South Jersey, Delaware and Maryland's Eastern Shore - is 
being sued by the federal government for refusing to garnish the wages of an employee who refuses to pay taxes 
that support the military. 
 
     Why would we do that? Simply put, because we do not believe that those who pray and work for peace should 
be forced to pay for war. This is a conflict between religious convictions and religious freedom and the demands 
of the state. 
 
     Probably every human being longs for peace in this world. Quakers have long been known for their advocacy 
and work for peace. Our commitment to peacemaking derives directly from our faith. 
 
     We believe God intends human beings to live in peace. We believe Jesus meant it when he told us to turn the 
other cheek. We believe that when we pay attention to the best instincts within us, and to the guidance the divine 
spirit offers us, we can find nonviolent ways to settle differences with others. And we believe, now more than ever, 
that the nations of this world can and must find ways to resolve conflicts without war. 
 
     Since our origins in the 1600s, most Quakers have refused to participate in warfare, and some have refused to 
pay taxes to support wars and preparation for wars. We have willingly offered alternative service during times of 
war, such as running an ambulance corps during World War II. We gladly pay taxes that support government's 
provision of services that build up our communities and care for those in need. 
 
     Long ago, it was easier to separate different kinds of taxes. Often specific taxes were levied to support the 
military. But now the federal government asks everyone to pay taxes on income, and uses those revenues to 
underwrite all its functions, including the military. We have calculated that about 50 percent of our taxes pay for 
weapons and warfare. This puts those who believe it is immoral to support warfare (as we do) in a difficult 
position. 
 
     How do we avoid supporting war through our taxes? Some members of the Philadelphia Yearly Meeting 
choose to restrict their income to a level below taxable amounts. A few refuse to pay a portion of their taxes that 
go to military purposes, while others refuse to pay any income taxes at all, knowing 50% will go to those 
purposes. One member and employee of our Yearly Meeting, Priscilla Adams, has taken this last stance as a 
matter of religious conscience. Currently, she is the only tax resister on our 42-member staff. 
 
     For some years we have been under an order from the IRS to garnish Adams' wages to pay what the IRS 
considers as back taxes due them. We have refused for two reasons. First, to do so requires us to violate the 
religious convictions of this employee. Second, this order asks us to become a collection agent for the 
government in violation of our own principles. 
 
     There are, in fact, simple ways the IRS could accommodate those who cannot in good conscience pay for war. 
We have long sought the creation of a Peace Tax Fund, a government fund for nonmilitary uses, where the taxes 
of such persons could go. Legislation for this has been in Congress for many years. It should be passed now. 
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     Meanwhile, many of us continue to fervently pray for peace and unwillingly pay for war. But a few among us 
have said, "I cannot do that. I cannot pay for war." 
 
     As a religious body that takes seriously the teachings of Jesus and that cares deeply for the welfare and the 
future of everyone on this planet, we will do all we can to support this principled stance of faith. And we will look 
for some way that allows us to be the good citizens we want to be without violating our religious principles. 
 
This article was originally written by Thomas H. Jeavons and published by the Philadelphia Enquire on August 7, 
2003. This article is reproduced with his permission. 
 
Mail:      245 Second St, NE, Washington, DC 20002-5795 
Email:     fcnl@fcnl.org 
Phone:     (202) 547-6000 
Fax:      (202) 547-6019 
Toll Free: (800) 630-1330 
Web:      http://www.fcnl.org 
 
Congressional Information: http://capwiz.com/fconl/dbq/officials/ 
 
Your contributions sustain our Quaker witness in Washington. We welcome your gifts to FCNL, or, if you need a 
tax deduction, to the FCNL Education Fund. You can use your credit card to donate securely to FCNL through a 
special page on FCNL's web site: http://www.fcnl.org/suprt/indx.htm 
FCNL also accepts credit card donations over the phone. For information about donating, please contact the 
Development team directly at development@fcnl.org. 
 
This message is distributed via the fcnl-news mailing list. To subscribe to this list, please visit FCNL's web site at 
http://www.fcnl.org/listserv/quaker_issues.php 
 
We seek a world free of war and the threat of war 
We seek a society with equity and justice for all 
We seek a community where every person's potential may be fulfilled 
We seek an earth restored... 

-     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     - 

There is a huge rock near a gravel pit on Hwy 25 in rural Iowa. For generations, kids have painted slogans, 
names, and obscenities on this rock, changing it's character many times. 
 
A few months back, the rock received it's latest paint job, and since then it has been left completely undisturbed.  
It's quite an impressive sight. 
 
Click on the link below and check for yourself. There are multiple photos (all angles) of the rock. 
 
http://www.ticz.com/homes/users/bob/On-A-Rock/On-A-Rock.htm 

-     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     - 

Try this beautiful website:  http://www.wisehearts.com/yaam.html 

-     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     - 

     The following is the commencement speech by the writer, Anna Quindlen, to the graduates of 
Villanova University this last year: 
 
"I have no specialized field of interest or expertise, which puts me at a disadvantage talking to you today. I'm a 
novelist. My work is human nature. Real life is all I know. Don't ever confuse the two, 
your life and your work. The second is only part of the first. No man ever said on his deathbed, "I wish I had spent 
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more time at the office." I will never forget the words my father sent me on a postcard last year: "If you win the rat 
race, you're still a rat." Or what John Lennon wrote before he was gunned down: "Life is what happens while you 
are busy making other plans." 
 
You will walk out of here this afternoon with only one thing that no one else has. There will be hundreds of people 
out there with your same degree; there will be thousands of people doing what you want to do for a living. But you 
will be the only person alive who has sole custody of your life. Your particular life. Your entire life. Not just your life 
at a desk, your life on a bus, or in a car, or at the computer. Not just the life of your mind, but the life of your heart. 
Not just your bank account but your soul. 
 
People don't talk about the soul very much anymore. It's so much easier to write a resume than to 
craft a spirit. But a resume is a cold comfort on winter night, or when you're sad, or broke, or lonely, or when 
you've gotten back the test results and they're not so good. 
 
Here is my resume: I am a good mother to three children. I have tried never to let my profession stand in the way 
of being a good parent. I no longer consider myself the center of the universe. I show up. I listen. I try to laugh. I 
am a good friend to my husband. I have tried to make marriage vows mean what they say. I am a good friend to 
my friends, and they to me. Without them, there would be nothing to say to you today, because I would be a 
cardboard cut-out. But I call them on the phone, and I meet them for lunch. 
 
So here's what I wanted to tell you today: Get a life. A real life, not a manic pursuit of the next promotion, the 
bigger pay-check, the larger house. Do you think you'd care so very much about those things if you blew an 
aneurysm one afternoon or found a lump in your breast? 
 
Get a life in which you notice the smell of salt water pushing itself on a breeze over Seaside Heights, a life in 
which you stop and watch how a red tailed hawk circles over the water or the way a baby scowls with 
concentration when she tries to pick up a Cheerio with her thumb and first finger. Get a life in which you are not 
alone. Find people you love, and who love you. And remember that love is not leisure, it is work. Pick up the 
phone. Send an e-mail. Write a letter. Get a life in which you are generous. And realize that life is the best thing 
ever, and that you have no business taking it for granted. Care so deeply about its goodness that you want to 
spread it around. Take money you would have spent on beers and give it to charity. Work in a soup kitchen. Be a 
big brother or sister. It is so easy to exist instead of to live. 
 
I learned to live many years ago. Something really, really bad happened to me, something that changed my life in 
ways that, if I had my druthers, I would never have been changed at all. And what I learned from it is what, today, 
seems to be the hardest lesson of all: I learned to love the journey, not the destination. I learned that it is not a 
dress rehearsal, and that today is the only guarantee you get. I learned to look at all the good in the world and try 
to give some of it back because I believed in it, completely and utterly. And I tried to do that, in part, by telling 
others what I had learned. By 
telling them this: Consider the lilies of the field. Look at the fuzz on a baby's ear. Read in the backyard with the 
sun on your face. Learn to be happy. And think of life as a terminal illness, because if you do, you will live it with 
joy and passion as it ought to be lived. 
 
A candle loses nothing by lighting another one. 

-     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     - 

A tale is told of a young orphan boy who had no family and no one to love him. Feeling sad and lonely, he 
was walking through a meadow one day when he saw a small butterfly caught in a thorn bush. The more the 
butterfly struggled to free itself, the deeper the thorns cut into its fragile body. The boy carefully released the 
butterfly, but instead of flying away, the butterfly transformed before his eyes into an angel. 
 
The boy rubbed his eyes in disbelief as the angel said, “For your wonderful kindness, I will do whatever you would 
like.” The little boy thought for a moment and then said, “I want to be happy!” The angel replied, “Very well,” and 
then leaned toward him, whispered in his ear, and vanished. 
 
As the little boy grew up, there was no one as happy as he. When people asked him to tell his secret of 
happiness, he would only smile and say, “I listened to an angel when I was a boy.” 
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On his deathbed, his neighbors rallied around him and asked him to divulge the secret of his happiness before he 
died. The old man finally told them, “The angel told me that everyone, no matter how secure they seemed, 
no matter how old or young, how rich or poor, had need of me.” 

-     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     - 

This is a little late arriving but well worth your time to listen and enjoy the beautiful photography. 
http://inspiringthots.net/movie/thru_the_year.htm 

 


