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Dimwit and/or Hard of Heart?

Some Catholic public servants say they are personally opposed to
abortion; but they will vote for laws that legalize the killing of the

pre-born. Of course, they would not kill their own children; but they
would support laws that would allow you to kill yours. Are some

children more precious than others? How long will it take for these
lawmakers to understand that they are guilty of murder under God
because human life begins at the moment of conception; and they
are cooperators in this killing by not protecting the lives of the most
vulnerable in our society. Before the right to liberty and the pursuit

of happiness is our right to life and it is inalienable!

) Forbidding abortion is not a law peculiar to Christians or Jews. Even before: “Thou shalt
Wesszer not kill,” appears in the Ten Commandments, it is already the Natural Law, written on the
fleshy tablet of the human heart. In virtue of our membership in the human race, we are
expected to observe this command and law. We are not trying to inflict our values and our
beliefs on anybody else. One lady doctor admitted the human personality of the unborn,
but she justified abortion on the ground that the person in the womb was an unjust aggressor
whose life could be terminated, like the enemy in the heat of combat. Would you believe
that?

Catholic public servants who persist in legalizing the killing of babies in the womb are told
that they must not receive Holy Communion. The burden is on them not to present themselves
to receive the Body and Blood of Jesus Christ because that would be a sacrilege, the
desacralization of a Sacred Person. How could they possibly be in the state of sanctifying
grace without a firm purpose of amendment which promises not to keep that position in
the future? And the state of grace (no unrepented grave sins on the soul) is a necessary
condition for receiving the Holy Eucharist worthily. | have noted a change of heart in only
one public servant thus far since 1973.

We are told that it is the duty of the Bishop of the Diocese to catechize these people who
support abortion. What more could the bishops do to clarify God’s laws about the malice
of allowing such killing? Such crass ignorance must be dispelled. When one public servant
was approached by a bishop in regard to forbidding partial birth abortion, his answer was
“I must study the constitutional implications of such a decision.” How much longer must he
have to study to gain clarification on the point? Thirty-six more years? | have my doubts
that they would be willing to change in 3,600 years! Such is the hardness of the human
heart! What a horrible scandal!

I am afraid there will be a day of reckoning for such a cavalier attitude toward the disposing
of human life, the second greatest creation in the world. Can you think of anything in the
world more precious that human life? A seat in Congress? Your investments? Your real
estate? Your cars? Your jewelry? Your clothes? Your furniture? Your job? Your education?
Your career? It’s all just so much dirt compared to human life. The only gift that surpasses
human life in this world in value is the Holy Eucharist. You are not worthy to receive the
Eucharist unless you are willing to protect human life from the womb to the tomb.

Our God will not be mocked much longer!
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Somebody’s Mother

-Mary Dow Brlne 1816-1913)

The woman was old and ragged and gray
And bent with the chill of the winter’s day

The street was wet with a recent snow
And the woman’s feet were aged and slow.

She stood at the crossing and waited long,
Alone, uncared for, amid the throng

Of human beings who passed her by
Nor heeded the glance of her anxious eyes.

Down the street, with laughter and shout,
Glad in the freedom of “School let out,”

Came the boys like a flock of sheep,
Hailing the snow piled white and deep.

Past the woman so old and gray
Hastened the children on their way.

Nor offered a helping hand to her-
So meek, so timid, afraid to stir

Lest the carriage wheels or the horses’ feet
Should crowd her down in the slippery street.

At last came of the merry troop,
The gayest laddie of all the group;

He paused beside her and whispered low,
I’ll help you cross, if you wish to go.”

Her aged hand on his strong young arm
She placed and so, without hurt or harm,

He guided the trembling feet along,
Proud that his own were firm and strong.

Then back again to his friends he went,
His young heart happy and well content.

“She’s somebody’s mother, boys, you know,
For all she’s aged and poor and slow,

“And | hope some fellow will lend a hand
To help my mother, you understand,

“If ever she’s poor and old and gray,
When her own dear boy is far away.”

And “somebody’s mother” bowed low her head
In her home that night, and the prayer she said

Was “God be kind to the noble boy,
Who is somebody’s son, and pride and joy!”

Grandmothers Are Great! — Some Are Saints!

Grandmothers who pray are wiser than many
people who call themselves experts in religion.

Grandmothers who pray know Christ, while
Scholars only know about Christ.

Grandmothers who pray are so much more
knowledgeable about our faith than those who
sit in many meetings and talk and talk and talk.

If you have a real problem go to a grandmother
who prays, not to an expert whose faith has waned.

Experience is what grandmothers have
Younger people have only theories.

Grandmothers who pray know that you cannot reform
the Church by redesigning sanctuaries. There is only
one way to change hearts: prayer.

So many in religion make great statements,
But that is all. Grandmothers who pray help souls.

Please God, take care of our grandmothers who pray.
We can’t get along without them.

People like meetings because they get to talk and
massage their egos. How did the Church
ever get in the rut of substituting talk for prayer?

How long will the small-minded ignore our
Grandmothers who pray?

(Author Unknown)






