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Introduction To

PATHOS
What you hold in your hand is the humble effort of a few like-minded people who 
want to change the world for the better.  Unlike others with a similar aspiration, 
we are not attempting to eradicate world hunger, argue for economic equality, or 
promote similar issues concerning social justice and human welfare.  While these 
are all admirable pursuits, what it is we seek to do is change the way people think.  
We want to change the way people see the world, and what it is they believe about 
God, themselves, and the universe.

Perhaps the most important thing about a person is what he believes.  It literally 
makes him who he is.  It guides his life and informs all his thoughts and decisions.  
For good or ill what a man believes is the substance of his being.  That being so, to 
change the world in a deep and meaningful way, you must first change how and 
what people believe.

Popular belief today suggests that faith and culture, especially as it applies to public 
life, should be separate.  But if people are made by what they believe, and those 
same people are what make up a culture, then faith is an inextricable part of that 
culture.  It is where that intersection takes place, where faith and culture come 
together, influence one another in positive and negative ways, that is the subject 
and focus of this magazine.

So we present to you what we hope is but the first of many offerings.  Inside you 
will find articles, fiction, poetry, essays, and some un-classifiables.  Knowing that to 
change how people think and believe you must appeal to the heart as well as the 
mind, we include these products of the imagination.  For what touches the heart so 
well as poetry, story and art?

This being an art in itself, we expect an increased excellence of the craft and the 
finished product with the passage of practice and time.  So as you look over this and 
judge its contents, think both on what it is, and what it could be.  If it challenges you 
in any of your beliefs, enlightens, or enriches you in any way, then our efforts are a 
success.  And if you are transformed for the better, then we have aided the work of 
the Master of all good art, and in aiding him, we have served the good of all.

And if in the process you develop a little pathos—passion, depth of feeling, a fire 
for life—then that is good too.

Enjoy,

Robert W Cely



Pathos, Volume I, Issue 1. Spring, 2015 1

W
e all have an everyday world draped in the mun-
dane curtains of laundry and lunchti mes. It’s where 
we spend most waking hours. Maybe that’s why 

we pull back the curtain in our sleeping hours and let our 
minds roam another world, of nonsensical creatures and 
fantasti cal beaches...unti l we wake up, that is. Then the 
realism of the fi rst world out-yells the idealism of the sec-
ond. Myth is that magical thread that connects the two; 
the seen to the unseen. That’s why we need it in stories, 
hear it in ballads, and watch it in movies—because we 
long for it in life.

But it’s a thin thread easily broken by adult worries, leav-
ing us stranded on this side of the curtain.

This is why I love Dr. Seuss. He was a master of myth for 
children, whose thread is sti ll rope-thick and everyday 
world sti ll dreamlike. 

It’s hard to pick a favourite Seuss tale, but Horton Hears 
a Who comes close. It’s about an elephant who hears a 
creature too small to see. Other animals think he’s de-
lusional. In the movie version, a kangaroo tells Horton, 

“If you can’t see, hear, or feel something, it doesn’t ex-
ist. And believing is not something we tolerant here. Our 
community has standards Horton. If you want to remain a 
part of it, I recommend you follow them!” 

I someti mes cop the same scalding for my belief in God. 
“If you can’t see it, it doesn’t exist, so if you want to be 
a part of this world Graham, you bett er follow our stan-
dards!” But, to quote Horton, “What if there is someone 
out there, looking down on our world?” What if there is 
Someone we can’t see?

I worked with kangaroos for many years and have to say, 
they’re not unlike the kangaroo in Horton. As a ranger, 
I managed their lives and monitored their health. They 
always assumed they were in charge. Not once did they 
realize that a Ranger who lived down a road they’d not 
traveled, knew and cared for their needs. 

Out of sight, out of mind. “If you can’t see, hear, or feel 
something, it doesn’t exist.”

We kangaroos rarely realize there’s a Ranger who lives up 
a road we’ve not traveled. We assume we’re in charge, 
yet He oversees our lives. We may disagree with His deci-
sions, but our denial of His presence makes as much dif-
ference to Him as my kangaroos’ denial of my existence 
made to me! 

This is why I love the Scriptures. They pull back the cur-
tain in a very Seussian way. They give a glimpse up a road 
we haven’t yet hopped. They weave words that form a 
thread connecti ng two worlds; this natural kangaroo pad-
dock with the supernatural place behind the curtain.

In the world of myth, C. S. Lewis is for adults what Dr. 
Seuss is for children. Echoing Horton, Lewis once wrote, 

“There may be Natures piled upon Natures, each super-
natural to the one beneath it.” An interesti ng thought and 
a blurry line. May we not cross it and become delusional, 
but may we not ignore it and become kangaroosional!

DELUSIONAL OR
KANGAROOSIONAL?
by Graham Kell
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Scientism
Of Science

By Jim Yarbrough

and

In our silly times, outlandish messages can quickly become impediments to clear thinking.  

For example, take the following:

M-theory renders philosophy meaningless.
The science is settled.

Christianity is at war with science.



Pathos, Volume I, Issue 1. Spring, 2015 3

T he fi rst, an opinion att ributed to a world-renowned 
cosmologist.  The second, a quote from a senior 
U.S. Government offi  cial about climate change.  The 

third, a pillar of worldly anomie.

What can a litt le thinking do to help sort through these?

First, what do the above statements have in common?  
Answer:  They all directly endorse or refl ect the big idea 
of scienti sm.

Scienti sm is the belief that science alone is suffi  cient to 
reveal all relevant truth to people.  Like Christi anity, sci-
enti sm is a worldview.  Scienti sm aims to drive all thoughts 
and pursuits, even those beyond the strictly scienti fi c (as 
in statement 1).  It is an outgrowth of positi vism and log-
ical positi vism beginning in the 19th century, from which 
any pursuit not clearly steeped in empiricism or logic is 
judged invalid.

But importantly, science is not scienti sm.  Science is a 
practi ce that uti lizes a rigorous methodology, i.e. the sci-
enti fi c method.  It is therefore not a worldview and not 
comparable to Christi anity or scienti sm.  And, incidental-
ly, because science is a practi ce that constantly questi ons 
the universe around us in a conti nuous, knowledge-en-
hancing process, it is never really “sett led” – even when 
scienti sm might want it to be.  So, ironically, in att empti ng 
to bolster some existi ng, preferred knowledge as closure, 
statement two negated the nature of science itself.  Ad-
diti onally, it also overlooked the signifi cant, new fi ndings 
about climate change and “short-term climate forcers,” 
which were contemporaneously emerging with this un-
fortunate statement.  It is no secret that scienti sm’s un-
dercutti  ng of science troubles many in the scienti fi c com-
munity.

Third, while it may be convenient for scienti sm to paint 
Christi anity, one of its prime worldview rivals, as irrele-
vant and antagonisti c to science (see statement 3), it is 
fundamentally inaccurate to claim such.  A recent survey 
found millions of evangelical Christi ans are scienti sts in 
the U.S., and a greater percentage of those individuals 
than in the overall populati on believe religion and science 
are compati ble. Galileo, Kepler, Copernicus, Boyle, Leib-
niz, and many other Enlightenment scienti sts were ded-
icated Christi ans, and others such as Newton and Pascal 
saw Christi an belief as a major underpinning of scienti fi c 
inquiry.  In fact, many major Renaissance scienti sts were 

Christi ans confi dent their loving God created a largely pre-
dictable universe, one where their experimentati on and 
theory-building could proceed logically and be rewarded.  
Christi an belief is certainly not at war with science.  

Take-aways from this short exercise?  Science is an exciti ng 
endeavor and has benefi tt ed humankind immensely, but 
science is defi nitely not scienti sm; by contrast, if science 
is marked by rigorous and healthy knowledge acquisiti on, 
then scienti sm is characterized by unjusti fi ed extrapolat-
ing that leaves litt le room for questi ons or challenges to 
its narrow view; and Christi ans have been – and conti nue 
to be – enthusiasti c science practi ti oners and researchers. 
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The Grand 

Myth
By Robert W Cely
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A few years ago, to celebrate the 200th birthday 
of Charles Darwin, a group of billboards went up 
around town funded by the atheist organization, 

Freedom From Religion.  The group is well known for their 
efforts to remove any public expressions of religious de-
votion, which made these particular billboards notewor-
thy.  It wasn’t the fact that they celebrated Darwin’s birth-
day that made them interesting, but the language they 
chose to use.

“Praise Darwin,” the signs urged, written in a scroll-type 
font and complete with a picture of the patron saint.  And 
while I am certain that the people at Freedom From Reli-
gion thought themselves quit clever, and a bit ironic with 
the display, it belied a real sense of devotion that they 
feel towards the landmark figure.

As much as they might deny it, your real ardent atheists 
regard figures like Darwin, Copernicus and Nietzsche - all 
perceived challengers to the religious establishment - 
with a kind of reverence that can best be described as 
veneration.  Even if there is no direct worship of Dar-
win, the attitude presented toward him is worshipful, his 
words considered canon and his life an exemplary model.  
It makes it seem that even forceful unbelievers can’t help 
but act religious sometimes.

To any who honestly study human nature, this should 
come as no surprise.  Human beings, we are beginning to 
understand, are naturally religious creatures.  Or maybe 
this is something we are re-learning. Earlier ages never 
would have denied people’s natural religious inclinations.

Today though, there is a movement to remove all traces 
of religion from any person or institution even vaguely af-
filiated with government or has any public persona at all.  
These groups, like Freedom From Religion, want to create 
a world virtually devoid of faith.  Religion is being forceful-
ly shoved into the most private moments of the individu-

al, unable to inform any though or action taken outside a 
house or church.  They tolerate religion only as long as it 
has no effective impact on the world at large.  If the mo-
mentum of removing faith from public life continues un-
abated, then devotion will soon be reduced to the realm 
of privately held thoughts.  Already there is great protest 
if religious conviction influences any public decision.

The attempt to remove religion from public life presents 
us with two difficult problems.  The first is that the in-
dividuals who make up the government still retain their 
freedom of religion, even as functionaries of the State.  
Secondly, and more problematic, is the fact that humans 
are naturally religious.  All thought and activity is guided 
by some set of values that can be considered religious in 
nature.  If it is not one, then it will be another.  Humans 
cannot help but act on religious principle.  Even as some 
try to be guided by values that are secular, and purely 
based on reason and science, they only accomplish set-
ting a new set of values that is as inherently religious as 
the one rejected.

In other words, all men are religious, and cannot help be-
ing so.

Of course, this idea hinges on your definition of religion.  
That question is one that can, and has, filled up book after 
book with answers as various as the authors presenting.  
But there seems to be some agreement that religion is, at 
the very least, a worldview or outlook.  How we choose 
to interpret events, what we think about the world, what 
we believe the nature of reality is, the purpose of life, the 
right way to live; these are things that make up a religion.  
And like opinions, everyone has one.

Specifically, the ideas that make up a religion are extreme-
ly basic in nature, the answers forming the foundation of 
a particular worldview.  How was the universe created?  
How was man created?  What is the nature and composi-

Men are shaped by the stories
and songs around them. 

          ~ Neil Gaiman
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tion of reality?  And of course, is there a God?  From there 
we answer less basic, but questions of more immediate 
urgency.  What is the purpose of man?  What is good?  
How will creation end?  Is there life after death?

The interesting and telling thing to note about fundamen-
tal questions is their nebulous, and largely unprovable, 
character.  There is no way to reach certainty about these 
matters.  The answers to these questions cannot be prov-
en like other facts.  They are either inaccessible to the 
senses and scientific study, or they deal with historical 
events so distant that we can never know for sure what 
really happened.

Just consider any fundamental question.  Is there a God?  
As much as we would like certainty, there is simply no way 
to achieve it.  For if there is a God, then He willfully choos-
es to keep himself hidden for the most part.  He doesn’t 
appear over mountaintops at an appointed schedule, nor 
does he rearrange the stars to write us messages in the 
night sky.  Even of those who claim to speak to God, it isn’t 
a conversation anyone else is privy to.  Only the prophet 
hears God.  The mass miracles we hear about in the Bible 
are rare.  For believers, any certainty about God’s exis-
tence is elusive.

The unbeliever has even greater difficulty.  Although the 
lack of divine appearances at first works for the atheist’s 
argument, some unanswered questions quickly threaten.  
The origin of the universe, the origin of life, the emer-
gence of consciousness, morality, the historical validity 
of certain religious claims, and the ability for men to act 
altruistically all have proved difficult for the unbeliever to 
answer and have required increasingly elaborate and un-
believable theoretical schemes.  

A perfect example of this is the question of the origin of 
life.  The godless universe posits life not being created, 
but emerging from the basic chemicals of a young earth.  
The problem is that these chemicals are inorganic, and 
as of now it is difficult to conceive of how organic, liv-
ing things emerged and evolved from the inorganic.  The 
speculation has been vast and complex to answer this 
difficult question.  Some have even proposed such out-
landish and ridiculous scenarios like chemicals attached 
to growing crystals in order to form the basic compounds 
of life.

While proving the existence of God may be impossible, 
disproving His existence is equally beyond the reach of 
the human mind.  Fundamental questions are usually 

questions that have no clear answers.

At the same time the answers to the fundamentals form 
the basis for any outlook on the world and life.  These 
questions must have some sort of answer before any oth-
er question can be entertained.  We all have them, though 
mostly we give them no consideration.  They are the as-
sumptions we have rattling around in our heads unaware, 
yet they inform and guide us without our knowledge of 
their influence.  They are much like the brain functions 
that control our unconscious activity.  We may not be 
aware of our brains regulating breath and heartbeat, but 
they are there and absolutely essential.

In the same way our fundamental beliefs inform all of our 
other attitudes and beliefs.  How we treat others, what 
we consider acceptable and good, what is worth fighting 
for, what is just and fair, what is valuable, what and how 
we eat, how we interact with others, what we study, how 
we spend our leisure time; all of these and more are di-
rected by the fundamental beliefs we carry in us about 
the nature of man and the world.

Try as we might, we cannot gain any certainty about the 
fundamental questions of life.  This is why we distinguish 
our deeply held convictions as beliefs.  No one says, “I be-
lieve the grass is green,” “I believe in gravity,” or “I believe 
force equals mass times acceleration.”

The situation certainly makes things difficult for us.  We all 
have fundamental beliefs that shape our world view, and 
are the most basic and important of our beliefs.  But these 
fundamentals are beyond proof and certainty.  The things 
that are available to sense and reason, what we see, feel 
and hear, are reasonably certain, but tell us nothing about 
the foundational nature of reality.  

Some would certainly argue that evolution and the big 
bang are beyond speculation and firmly entrenched in 
the realm of fact, and therefore can form a certain basis 
for foundational beliefs.  Any who would claim this either 
willfully or ignorantly overlooks the extremely speculative 
nature of both.  They both study unobservable, unique 
phenomenon, about which we can never achieve certain-
ty.  Even if the event could be recreated in a laboratory, 
it still wouldn’t prove that was what actually happened.  
What could happen and what did happen are rarely the 
same.  

Whatever happened at the beginning of the universe 
and when man first emerged those many years ago 
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left  some traces of itself behind.  But what these traces 
mean is open to interpretati on.  And how we interpret 
the evidence depends wholly on our fundamental beliefs, 
already in place when we examine the evidence suppos-
edly giving us a glimpse into the fundamental 
nature of the universe.

In other words, we cannot look 
at any evidence to shape 
our fundamental beliefs 
about the world, since 
it is our beliefs that 
shape how we inter-
pret that evidence.  
A believer and 
atheist will look 
at the same body 
of evidence and 
come to vastly 
diff erent conclu-
sions.  One will say 
the laws of the uni-
verse prove there 
is no god.  The other 
that a lawful universe 
is indisputable proof that 
God exists.

It should become quickly evident 
how impossible it is to prove any an-

swer to fundamental questi ons.  Not only are they beyond 
the access of sensory investi gati on, but the very means by 
which we interpret data is dictated by the worldview we 
possess, already in place when we encounter that data.  
So of course, we will interpret that data in a way that con-
forms to what we already believe.  It is a self-sustaining 
cycle, unable to be broken by access to argument and rea-
son alone, and beyond the reach of experimental science.

In the argument over human origins, both sides are aware 
of the unprovable nature of their positi ons, creati onists 
as well as evoluti onists.  This is why you see the employ-

ment of heavy rhetoric, mockery and suppression by both 
parti es.  The most avid evoluti onists may be the worst of-
fenders.  Besides being the party of the ruling idea, they 
hypocriti cally violate the principles of open, scienti fi c 

inquiry.  Every week we hear of these supposedly 
open-minded academics use strong-arm 

tacti cs to suppress any study or evi-
dence that might threaten their 

sacred theory of human origins.  
The behavior displayed is typ-

ical of one insisti ng on the 
rightness of an indefensi-

ble positi on.

The truth is that the 
nature of unique 
events make them 
unprovable, especial-
ly unique events be-
yond the reach of eye 
witness.  All we can 

know for sure from the 
fossil record is that there 

once existed strange crea-
tures with skeletons similar 

to our own.  Beyond this is 
speculati on.  That human beings 

evolved from these is far from cer-
tain, no matt er how forcefully it may be 

insisted.

There is something other than reason, evidence and ar-
gument that infl uence and shape a person’s basic, foun-
dati onal beliefs, that shape his religion.  It is beyond the 
reach of the rati onal, housed deep within the pre-rati onal 
spaces of mind where we form these percepti ons.  Much 
has to do with culture of origin, and more people than I 
would like to admit simply believes what everyone else 
around them believes, for good or ill.

But almost everyone can be swayed.  Ulti mately, it is not 
any rati onality or soundness of argument that will con-
vince.  Deeper in our psyche dwells the impulse to believe, 

edly giving us a glimpse into the fundamental 

In other words, we cannot look 
at any evidence to shape 

shape how we inter-
pret that evidence.  

diff erent conclu-

inquiry.  Every week we hear of these supposedly 
open-minded academics use strong-arm 

tacti cs to suppress any study or evi-
dence that might threaten their 

sacred theory of human origins.  
The behavior displayed is typ-

ical of one insisti ng on the 
rightness of an indefensi-

The truth is that the 

events make them 

The mythology of a purely material, rational world
is a mass f iction perpetuated by the

adherents of materialism.  
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much deeper than the conscious mind that weighs the 
merits of argument.  If we could peer into the soul, into 
the seat of faith, we would find ideas not expressed in 
reason, but in poetry.  The soul sees the world more as 
a novel than a textbook.  In other words, our most basic 
beliefs are not theology, but mythology.

When people choose between religious ideas, if they 
choose at all, it is conflicting mythologies they choose be-
tween.  Which story of humanity and the cosmos rings 
most true, rings best to them?  Which story is their story?  
Which narrative of the universe reflects the temperament 
of their own soul?  

For some it will be an angry and exacting God.  For others 
they accept a kind God.  Some resonate with an all-know-
ing God while others prefer the aloof and distant God.  
The decision is made on a pre-rational basis.  If we do not 

follow the myth of our surrounding culture then we fol-
low the one that matches how we view ourselves, or we 
think the world should be.  

Positive people tend to adopt a positive mythology while 
negative people adopt a negative mythology.

That is not to say that because we make pre-rational de-
cisions about what we believe that all beliefs are equally 
false, or have an equally random chance of being true.  All 
ideas are not equal and all myth is not equally true.  What 
it does mean is that we must take a different, humbler ap-
proach to our apprehension of truth.  The universe is fun-
damentally mysterious and largely unknowable.  Much 
about foundational reality can be known, just not in the 
way we are taught and encouraged to approach it.

This also means that the so-called rational views of the 

universe that tout themselves to be above opinion and 
dispute, are as irrational as any other.  The very idea of 
a universe that can be ultimately known by science and 
reason is a key component in secular mythology.  Because 
some things can be known by reason and science doesn’t 
mean they all can.  To believe that one day science will 
unlock all mysteries is an article of faith.  Like the Bap-
tist who awaits Rapture, the secularist who hopes in the 
eventual triumph of science, espouses a religious, not 
rational, hope.  For there is nothing more irrational and 
religious as hope.

Because secularism lacks the colorful stories you find in 
traditional cultures, that does not make their foundation-
al beliefs any less myth.  You will find stories there if you 
look, but they dress in the sophisticated clothes of scien-
tific certainty.  The Norse myth tells of a universe growing 

out of the great tree, Yggdrasill.  Christianity hints at a 
multi-layered reality, culminating in the highest heaven.  
The myths of secularism insists on a purely material world, 
ruled by unbending laws that run the universe and the in-
dividual man like a machine.  Far from being original, this 
outlook, this mechanism, is strictly Calvinistic in nature.  
All things are determined by the laws of the universe and 
the irresistible will of cause and effect operating on a mo-
lecular level.  Human freedom is negligent.  Man is ruled 
by his nature and by what went before him as absolutely 
as a machine is run by its design.

The mythology of a purely material, rational world is a 
mass fiction perpetuated by the adherents of materialism.  
Far from being the open-minded, free-thinking, liberated 
outlook that its mythology promotes, it is a narrow-mind-
ed and exclusive worldview, tolerating no dissent.  It forc-

In a word, mythology is a search; it is something that combines a recurrent 
desire with a recurrent doubt, mixing a most hungry sincerity in the

idea of seeking for a place with a most dark and deep and
mysterious levity about all the places found.

          ~ G.K. Chesterton
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 					The	Everlasting	Man
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es thoughts into a narrow funnel so that conclusions are 
almost inevitable and variety nearly impossible.  Maybe 
this is the appeal of materialistic-mechanism.  Its abso-
lute nature leaves no room for dissent and pretends no 
doubt.  It boasts unshakable certainty, and though it may 
give man a grim place in the universe, that place is be-
yond question.  Or that is what they would have us think.

The most ardent atheist and empiricist founds his world 
on myth, as unprovable as any other.  It is a narrative of 
a cold and uncaring universe and a lucky mammal that 
beats the odds with the power of his larger brain, rising to 
become master of his world.  The story even projects into 
the future, prophesying when this clever mammal will 
use his brain - the true seat of humanity in this mythos 

- to overcome all the obstacles of this uncaring universe.  
One day, death itself will be outsmarted alongside hunger, 

crime and disease.  The story soars with religious fervor, 
promising a paradise that all faiths promise.  Except in this 
one, there is no force higher than man, so he is a god unto 
himself, and able to indulge all his whims freely.  Woe to 
any who would interfere.

This is the myth that shapes and informs our world today.  
Almost every problem that we encounter in our increas-
ingly immoral, self-centered, deluded and sick society can 
be traced back to the stories of secular mythology.  The 
myth that makes man supreme can have little option but 
to allow him free reign to his desires and confirmation of 
the infantile fantasy of being the center of the universe.  It 
should come as no surprise then, that each generation is 
raised more selfish and self-indulgent than the last. 

We have no choice but to believe - believe something.  
The universe, as it is, offers no assurance.  But life de-
mands we have faith. 

That this is true anyone can discover for himself.  Examine 
any system that claims to have fundamental truths, and 
very soon you will reach questions that have no answer; 
a place where the most ardent believers try to hurry you 
past, wave away any objections, even blush with embar-
rassment, or more likely grow forceful and insistent that 
only an idiot would believe otherwise or the alternative 
is far worse.

They do this to cover the mystery at the heart of the uni-
verse.  They cover it like we cover our nakedness.  Even 
though our naked bodies are our true bodies, and the 
clothes merely the veneer we present to the world, we 
would never walk unclothed out in daylight.  

In the same way, the naked mystery of the universe is the 
true nature of things.  We cover it with the clothing of 
arrogant certainty and convoluted arguments that always 
crumble with time and wear.  So we change the clothing 
of our ideas frequently, lest the thrill and terror of the 
cosmos be laid bare before us.

Our own essential nature is just as mysterious as that of 
the universe.  Perhaps that is why we often seem strang-
ers to ourselves.  But that mystery is essential to our 
ultimate identity.  And therein we find that it is not our 
thoughts that make us who we are, but our faith. 
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I was scared as hell of my father, and, in my mind, for good reason.  

First of all, it is a known fact that he hates me.  Second of 
all, my most vivid memory remains being struck upside 
the head at the dinner table so hard that I nearly fell out 
of my chair.  If I had been an onlooker, I know I would 
have laughed.  I was eati ng mashed potatoes and corn 
and these spewed out of my mouth and splatt ered on the 
wall behind me.  It had to have been a funny sight.  My 
father’s face, however, was humorless.

“Don’t ever say something like that to your mother, or 
any woman for that matt er, ever again.  You hear?” he 
snarled, gesturing at me with the fork in his hand, aimed, 
as it seemed to me, right for my eyeballs.  Between bites, 
I had repeated a comment that I had heard from one of 
the other boys while walking home from school.  All of 
my friends laughed.  I didn’t really understand the joke;  
something about somebody’s mother and meat, so as I 
reached for the roast beef, it seemed like a good thing to 
say.  

You’ve gott a understand that this was the fi rst and only 
thing he had said to me in a month, and it was accompa-

nied by a blow to my head.  Some would welcome being 
ignored by their father, and perhaps I also would revel in 
his indiff erence, if not for the fact that this clear sign of his 
hatred is punctuated by a physical rebuke.  

I didn’t see my father much.  He was already gone in the 
morning when I woke up.  He was oft en home in ti me 
for dinner, but he never talked while he ate.  When din-
ner was over, he disappeared into his bedroom to watch 
the television.  Those thirty minutes of supper ti me and 
a few hours on the weekend prett y much accounted for 
all of our ti me together.  My mother was much more in-
volved, but aft er dinner she also would disappear for a bit 
to watch television, aft erwards appearing to put me and 
my sister to bed.  I knew from early on that she loved him, 
through and through.  I was afraid of him, but there was 
no hint that she was.  I honestly couldn’t understand it.

I have this teacher that also hates my guts.  Mr. Cavana-
ugh taught social studies and had this ridiculous idea that 
people should be interested in what he was teaching.  I 
made a mistake in the fi rst weeks of school, answering 

Worlds   Collide

fi ction by Anthony Horvath
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one of his questions when no one else even raised their 
hand.  Mr. Cavanaugh had been impressed and ever since 
he would come at me for answers, and my friends would 
giggle, so I started feeding him the wrong answers.  In-
stead of leaving me alone, he got angry, and came at me 
even more.  It’s not my fault I was the only kid in class 
that read the textbook in just a couple of days.  This was 
supposed to spare me loads of work later on when all the 
other kids were struggling to keep up with the weekly 
readings, but it had never happened before that the fact 
that I already knew what we were going to learn was used 
against me.

Mr. Cavanaugh was a tall, string of a man.  He had a mus-
tache that threatened to curl up on the ends but other-
wise kept his face clean-shaved.  His hair was cut short, 
so short that the arms of his glasses could be completely 
seen as they arched behind his ears.  Some called him 
Green-Bean Cavanaugh, and it was easy to see why.  There 
was no question in my mind that even a gentle breeze 
could topple him over, and there were some jokes about 
creating a wind machine in class just to see how much he 
could take.

There was no question that he was smart.  The rumor 
was that he was so smart that he had been driven out of 
wherever he taught last and our school was the only one 
who would take him.  When he stood up to deliver the 
lecture, I knew it was from the book, because I had read 
the book, but his book was closed up behind him.  He did 
it all from memory.  He was always jazzing it up with per-
sonal stories but he could never hide the fact that he was 
still just a teacher.  Teachers lived boring, inconsequential 
lives, and no lying about it to try to make class interesting 
was going to fool us.

The day after my dad smashed mashed potatoes out of 
my mouth things took a turn for the worse in Mr. Cava-
naugh’s class.

“You got a ‘C’ on this test,” Mr. Cavanaugh said to me, loud 
enough for everyone to hear.

“Yea, so what,” I growled back.

“You’re an ‘A’ student, Caleb.  You have to work harder to 
get a ‘C’ than others have to work to get an ‘A.’  This is 
unacceptable,” Mr. Cavanaugh said.

The notion that my classmates would regard me as com-
petent was unacceptable.  Damage control was in order.  

“I ain’t no ‘A’ student.  Your tests are too hard.  Make them 

easier and then I’ll get an ‘A,’” I retorted.

“My tests are only hard for those who don’t do the work.  
But you’ve done the work, haven’t you, Caleb?” Mr. Cava-
naugh jabbed.

I shrugged.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“I’ll tell you what I’m talking about.  You’re coming back 
after school today and correcting your answers to these 
questions,” he said.

“No, I’m going home after school, same as always.”

“Then you’ll get a detention.”

“Do what you gotta do, but I’m not working on that test 
again.”

I could feel the eyes of my peers fixated on my head.  

“We’ll see.”

After school, I went right home.

My mother asked me how the day went and I told her it 
went just fine.  No reason to involve her in affairs con-
cerning that monstrosity of a teacher.  My father got 
home shortly before dinner, and, as usual, said nothing 
to me.  I noted that we were having potatoes, corn, and 
roast beef again, and decided that at this meal I was just 
going to keep my mouth shut.

I glanced every now and then at my father, just out of 
sheer, morbid, curiosity.  His face bristled with short whis-
kers and there was still some kind of faint streak of black 
across the top of one of his cheeks, probably some oil or 
something that he couldn’t get off.  He probably shaved 
every day before he left because at dinnertime every 
night he had the same stubble on his face.  He was built 
thick;  his arms were thick, his legs were thick, his torso 
was thick.  Even his face was thick.  Sometimes on week-
ends he would wear shirts that would reveal big muscles 
pretty much everywhere.  I don’t know how he got them 
or how he kept them.  It had to something to do with his 
job, but I didn’t really know what his job was, except that 
he was some kind of mechanic.  He had a scar above his 
right eye that angled up towards his ear.  I always won-
dered how far that scar went, and how he got it.  I was 
terrified I might someday encounter the man that had 
bested my father.  Of course, it was possible it was not in 
a fight that he got his scar.  It seemed to me to be more 
likely that the dummy dropped a wrench on his head.
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I didn’t take my father to be a very bright man.  He didn’t 
do much.  He wasn’t about much.  He woke up in the 
morning, put in his time, came home, ate dinner, watched 
TV, went to bed, and got up the next morning to do the 
same thing all over again.  I just couldn’t believe that 
someone could be content with this kind of existence.  Is 
that really what life is about?  Really?  When I grew up, I 
was going to do something.  I don’t know what.  Anything 
is better than this.

“I didn’t see you in my classroom yesterday,” Mr. Cavana-
ugh glared at me.

“Yea, I told you I wasn’t com’n,” I glared right back.

“I’ll see you in my classroom after school today, then,” Mr. 
Cavanaugh said.  I saw his skinny little arm twitch and 
couldn’t stop the corner of my lip turning into a smile.  Mr. 
Cavanaugh misunderstood what it was that I thought was 
funny.  “There is nothing funny about you not doing what 
you are told by an authority and there certainly is nothing 
funny about you throwing your life away because you’re 
afraid others will find out about you.  Are you a coward, 
Caleb?”

I couldn’t fathom what on earth Mr. Cavanaugh meant by 
‘others finding out about me’ but I did know that teachers 
shouldn’t be calling their students ‘cowards.’

“Yea, well at least I didn’t get run out of the last place I 
worked, yellow-belly!” I blurted out, following with an un-
comfortable laugh.  I could hear gasps and other uncom-
fortable giggles amongst my peers and knew that I had 
landed a good one.

Mr. Cavanaugh said nothing, but looked at me intently, as 
if trying to guess what exactly I knew.  After a long mo-
ment he said, “Caleb Schnelling--” he emphasized my last 
name--”You will be in my classroom at the end of the day 
today to correct your answers to my test or you will regret 
it.”

“We’ll see,” I smirked.

At dinner that night I noticed that my father had anoth-
er black smudge on his face.  He made eye contact with 
me once as I was trying to size him up but he quickly lost 
interest and returned to his meal.  My mother doted on 
him, giving him second helpings and pouring his drinks 
without him even asking.  I thought it was disgusting, but 
I didn’t dare speak my mind.  

“Mis-ster Schnel-ling,” Mr. Cavanaugh said, deliberating on 

each syllable.

“Yea?” I asked, cocking my head defiantly.

“Before you came to class today, I called your home and 
talked to your mother.”

I glanced around at my friends.  I couldn’t believe this jack-
ass would stoop this low and put it all out in front of the 
whole class.  Totally unprofessional.  I stared at him with-
out replying, wishing to God that there was some kind of 
secret, heretofore unknown force that would carry death 
along my line of sight and bury it inside Mr. Cavanaugh’s 
thin, elongated head.  To my deep dismay, he did not drop 
dead, and instead continued.

“Your mother assures me that after school today, you will 
appear in my class to correct your test.  I trust no further 
measures are necessary?” he asked.  I was quite sure I 
saw the corner of his mouth twitch.

“Fat chance,” I said.

At dinner, my mother asked me about it.

“This guy, he’s got it out for me.  He hates me.”

“He’s your teacher, and if he asks you to do some extra 
work after school every now and then, we expect that 
you’ll do it.  Schoolwork is your job, Caleb.  Just like your 
dad gets up every day and works hard for this family, your 
job is to work hard at school so someday you can provide 
for your family, too.”

I wasn’t expecting this tact but it didn’t really matter, I 
was still stewing in Mr. Cavanaugh’s hatred for me.

“You know what he said to me in class the other day?” I 
asked.  “He called me a coward.”

My father put his fork down and looked at me hard.

My mother glanced at him, but pressed on, “Even so, he’s 
in charge, and he really thinks that you can correct the 
homework he said you would know about.  It shouldn’t 
take you very long, and you really haven’t got a choice.”

“He embarrassed me in front of all my friends,” I moaned.

Without taking his eyes off me, my father stopped chew-
ing.

“Well, that is unacceptable,” my mother seemed to acqui-
esce.
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“Maybe you should come to class and put him on the spot 
the way he put me on the spot,” I suggested.  I then ex-
plained a little more about how things went down.

After listening carefully to my spiel, my mother said, “I will 
be there after school tomorrow to make sure he doesn’t 
do that kind of thing again.  But you will be there to finish 
your work.  He is your teacher, after all, and you should 
not be speaking back to him in class.  Understood?” she 
said.

I nodded;  I could still feel my father’s eyes burning on me 
and did not dare speak back, even though I had no desire 
to allow Mr. Cavanaugh any kind of victory whatsoever.  I 
would have preferred that she come and tell him off and 
I just came home, but this seemed the best I was going 
to get.

“What’s his name again?” she asked me.

“Mr. Cavanaugh,” I answered.

My father picked up his fork and continued eating, but his 
eyes were closed in slits, as if he was in deep thought.  I 

half-prayed that God would make him stop;  that kind of 
exertion would kill a guy like him, and while I didn’t mind 
that prospect that much, I knew it would devastate my 
mother.

I told all my friends the next day what was going to go 
down but, as I ought to have expected, none of them 
seemed eager to stick around to watch.  For his part, 
Mr. Cavanaugh had nothing to say to me during class, 
though I swear I detected a bit of smugness in how he 
carried himself.  This probably had a lot to do with the 
silly thread-bared suit he wore every day.  It was as if he 
was unaware of his own sense of self-importance.  Did he 
think he was a professor, or something, and not a teacher 
of middle-school students?  Anyway, that day it smacked 
of smugness more than normal, but I kept my mouth shut.

I showed up in his classroom after school and sat down 
in my desk.  I didn’t have anything to say to the man.  He 
simply directed me to correct my answers from the test 
from earlier and returned to his desk.  He had no idea 

what was coming!  I finished my work quickly and pre-
tended to still be at work so that when the action went 
down, I could give it my undivided attention.  It was really 
amazing how easy this stuff was.  It was almost embar-
rassing how easy it was.

The door opened.

I turned my head and behold!  It was my father who 
strode in.

I gulped.

My brain went into overdrive trying to figure out what 
was happening.  Could it be that my father had pulled 
rank on my mother, and was here to take Mr. Cavanaugh’s 
side?  I could see it now:  a confluence of hatred pouring 
over my head, overflowing beyond measure on my shoul-
ders, down my arms, to my feet, drowning me.  I broke 
out into a cold sweat.

“I heard you called my son a coward,” my father snarled.

I looked at my father, genuinely perplexed.  What the hell 

is	going	on,	here?

Mr. Cavanaugh looked up from his work with a start, and 
his lanky body followed suit.  In half a second he was 
standing at full height behind his desk.  My father was al-
ready in front of the desk.  The difference in scale sudden-
ly struck me:  my father had a good fifty to seventy-five 
pounds on Mr. Cavanaugh, despite the fact that Mr. Ca-
vanaugh towered over him by a solid eight inches.  Com-
pared to my father, Cavanaugh was a twig of a man.  Strike 
that.  Compared to any other man, Cavanaugh was a twig.

I now became afraid that my father was going to kill Mr. 
Cavanaugh.  I wondered what that would do to my rep-
utation, and weighing the merits of each possibility, de-
cided it best to pray that God would throw cold water on 
my father’s hot temper.  It was a difficult decision, since 
nothing would please me more than seeing Mr. Cavana-
ugh broken in half; if some other person could do the 
dirty deed so that I could be spared any of the blowback, 
I would have been delighted.  On the other hand, if my 
father murdered my teacher, that would mean jail time 

“You’re son is brilliant, and full of potential, 
but as it stands right now, he is a coward”
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for my father, and both would be out of my hair...

Mr. Cavanaugh surprised me.

“Yes, that’s right.  Your son is so afraid of what his friends 
will think of his intelligence that he won’t do quality work.  
He’s a coward,” Mr. Cavanaugh said, jutting his chin out.

“Care to come around the desk and say that face to face?” 
my father asked.

“Sure,” Mr. Cavanaugh replied.  And lo and behold, he did.

“You’re son is brilliant, and full of potential, but as it stands 
right now, he is a coward,” Mr. Cavanaugh repeated.

The blow my father delivered to the chin of Mr. Cavanaugh 
was as startling to me as it assuredly was to Mr. Cavana-
ugh.  I stood up abruptly, knocking my chair over behind 
me.  But I was wrong;  Mr. Cavanaugh was not startled.  
Yea, he fell back five feet from the shot, but he stepped 
forward immediately, without hesitation, and stood just 
two feet from my father.  He turned his cheek so that my 
father had a clear shot at the one he hadn’t hit, and said, 
with cheek, “How about this side, next?”

Now it was my father who was startled.  He stepped back, 
looking at Mr. Cavanaugh in a new light.  I knew that my 
father had hit Mr. Cavanaugh far harder than he had 
hit me, but Mr. Cavanaugh, Mr. Green-Bean Cavanaugh, 
seemed positively unfazed by the blow.  It was almost as 
if he liked it.  At this point, if I had to guess what my father 
was thinking, it was that he was face to face with a genu-
ine lunatic.  For my part, I still couldn’t figure what it was 
that my father was doing there instead of my mother.  It 
made no sense at all based on everything I knew about 
the man and our relationship.

“Riley Cavanaugh?  From Pittsburgh?” my father said at 
last.

“The one and the same,” Mr. Cavanaugh replied.  Then, he 
added, “And unless I’m mistaken, you are Jerry	Schnelling.”

My father nodded; I swear I saw the corner of his lip rise.

My father spoke again, “What I heard is true, then?”

“Probably,” Mr. Cavanaugh said.  “There were several vari-
ants of the rumors.  Your reputation, on the other hand, is 
dead-on accurate.”

A trickle of blood descended down Mr. Cavanaugh’s chin, 

but he hadn’t yet shown any hint that he had felt even 
the tiniest bit of pain.  I was doing all I could to try to 
understand this remarkable chain of events.  My father’s 
fists relaxed.

“You say my son is brilliant, and full of potential?” my fa-
ther asked him.

“That’s right,” Mr. Cavanaugh replied.

“And you would know,” my father said, to my deep confu-
sion.

“I suppose I would,” Mr. Cavanaugh said.

“But also a coward,” my father added.

“You know why I said that,” Mr. Cavanaugh said.

My father smiled a knowing smile and uttered a mystery, 
“Very well then, you have my permission to do what is 
necessary.”

“I thank you for your trust,” Mr. Cavanaugh answered.

I felt like I had to interject, “Aren’t you going to finish him 
off or something?  School is going to be unbearable now!”

My father turned his gaze upon me, and with a glint in 
his eye, told me, “You see this scar?”  At this, he drew his 
finger along the edges of it on his forehead.  “This is the 
man that gave it to me, a long, long time ago.  Ol’ Riley 
here is what we call a ‘ringer.’  If he had wanted to, he 
could put me down like a rabid dog, right here and now, 
and he wouldn’t break a sweat.  That about right, Mr.	Ca-
vanaugh?”

Mr. Cavanaugh was initially silent, but then seemed 
obliged to add something, winking, “That was years ago.  
I’m older now, and not as fit as you.  Today, I would break 
a sweat.”

“And the rumors?” my father said.

“Probably true,” Mr. Cavanaugh dead-panned.

My father looked back and forth between me and Mr. 
Cavanaugh for a few moments and then, bizarrely, ad-
dressed me thusly:  “You listen to Mr. Cavanaugh and do 
what he says.  If he says you’re brilliant, you most likely 
are.  Don’t worry about your friends.  In a decade, they 
will amount to nothing.  You listen to him, and you’ll be 
somebody.  You understand?”

Knowing nothing else to do, I nodded.
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My father extended his hand to Mr. Cavanaugh, who took 
it, and holding it firmly, and said, “You did fine work with 
the Findlay Affair, Mr. Schnelling.   Probably even saved 
some lives.  I hope you know that there were many that 
noticed--and remain grateful.”

My father shrugged, “Just did what was right.”

“All we can try to do,” Mr. Cavanaugh said.

My father nodded in agreement, and stepped back, and 
excused himself from the room, but not before first tell-
ing me to finish my homework.  I looked back and forth 
between my father and Mr. Cavanaugh as he left, wonder-
ing if I had ever known either of them.  

I was alone with Mr. Cavanaugh.

“Your father is a great man,” Mr. Cavanaugh said to me.

I stood there, silent.

“I gave him that scar, but it was an accident.  He was only 
protecting your mother,” he explained. “There was a pro-
test--well, never mind.  It’s very complicated.  It was a mis-
understanding between him and me, and there was a big 
crowd.  We were both on the same side, but working it 
from different angles.  It was a long time ago.”

I didn’t know what to say.  It was all very perplexing.

“He’s brilliant, you know.  An engineer of the finest quality, 
and a man of strict principle, even willing to put his body 

on the line if it comes to it.  That hasn’t always been the 
best career move, but there are hundreds, if not thou-
sands of people, who would want your father in their cor-
ner if it came down to any kind of fight.  I’m one of them.”

“I didn’t know,” I said softly.

“I did, or at least suspected before he walked through that 
door, confirming it.  The apple doesn’t fall far from the 
tree, as they say. Go home and ask him about the Findlay 
Affair, Mr. Caleb Schnelling.  That’s my last assignment of 
the day,” he instructed me.

That night at supper I looked down at my plate and kept 
my eyes there.  I didn’t even bother sending furtive glanc-
es in the direction of my father.  The man was an utter 
mystery to me.  His regard for me was unfathomable and 
strange.  Out of the corner of my eye, I could see my fa-
ther and mother holding hands, while each ate with their 
free hand.

Finally, I completed my assignment:  “Dad? Can you tell 
me about the Findlay Affair?”

And for five hours straight, he did just that.
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If there is no God, if we are accidents of time created 
not with purpose, but rather evolved as a byproduct of 
the collision of certain forces of nature (the universe’s 

refuse if you will) then there is no point to humankind. 
We are merely consumers of other accidental byproducts 
of nature (which happen, by chance, to provide the exact 
nutrients the human body needs) and the whole majes-
tic, magnificently balanced universe exists for no reason 
other reason except to advance forward in time until the 
whole thing is destroyed by the next great accidental col-
lision. If humankind exists without purpose and our exis-
tence is limited to our brief inhabitation of this fleshy ves-
sel, then I submit to you that a person’s greatest ambition 
must be to achieve maximum happiness (which we shall 
refer to as “self-gratification” for the purpose of this dis-
course) and our every effort should be to attain that goal. 
In short, every individual should grab all they can and as 
much as they can, while they can.

Let us toss aside conscience (or at least ignore it mightily) 
and every other obstacle that might hinder us in the pur-
suit of this chief aim! Anything and anyone that does not 
add to our happiness is folly and a waste of our finite time 
in this current fortuitous epoch of clashing matter that 

erupted into existence by some unknown hocus pocus. I 
apologize, “hocus pocus” connotes the existence of some 
invisible (or other realmed) magician, suffice it to say that 
at some point in the past history of the visible universe 
there was nothing and then matter suddenly, inexplicably 
appeared. Now, back to the matter at hand.

Babies have already achieved the highest end of acciden-
tal man, they exist in a perpetual state of desiring instant 
and complete self-gratification, no matter the detriment 
to others around them. As a matter of fact, it seems 
that we must become better at imitating them in order 
to achieve maximum self-gratification for ourselves. But 
since they are already the pinnacle of man (in a world 
where honor, achievement, purpose and charity only ex-
ist where they might benefit the individual’s gratification) 
we shall leave them and move on to that stage in devel-
opment in which we transition from babe to self-aware 
individual. It is from this perilous peak of awareness  that 
we must stand on the mount of decision and recognize 
that it would be the height of folly to pursue anything but 
self-gratification when our time on this doomed orb is so 
limited.

A Modest
ConsiderAtion 

by Chaka Heinze
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For those who are able, they should lie, cheat and steal 
with impunity and avoid detection at all costs for this is 
the quickest way to obtain the desired effect of instant 
gratification. Please don’t live as if someone is keeping 
track of your deeds; it’s important to force such archaic 
limitations from your thoughts. The acquisition of your 
chief desires may indeed inhibit another’s desire, but 
their needs are of no consequence unless they aid in fur-
thering your own gratification. If you are able to infringe 
on another’s self-gratification while increasing your own, 
then by all means, do so! Perhaps carry a picture of an in-
fant around to remind you of the goal of your endeavors. 
But for those of you unable to master the evolutionary 
stricture called conscience or who simply lack the innate 
capacity to employ these abilities in a way that benefits 
ourselves, you should look to your employments, rela-
tionships, hobbies and inborn desires to achieve your aim.

Unfortunately, it is still too often the case that one must 
work in order to eat. And since eating leads to gratifica-
tion, it is vital that one discovers a way to acquire food, 
shelter and the other necessities of existence. For those 
to whom lying, cheating and stealing is repugnant, they 
must either find a way to be supported by another  per-
son or by a government agency, or they must find gain-
ful employment—preferably employment that achieves 
maximum gratification. It is important to remember that, 
as an accident of the collision of forces, no allegiance is 
owed, so please choose an employment unencumbered 
by any limiting moral responsibility. The most you can 
hope for in your limited time frame is gratification, there-
fore it is not necessary that the employment benefit any-
one or anything else as long as it is paying a living wage. 
One does not need to “save the world” (or the children 
for that matter) unless doing so will deposit more grati-
fication currency in the universal bank of me, myself and 
I. Consider the picture of the infant;  life is all about you.

Without an almighty presence violating the prime direc-
tive of self-gratification at any cost, we must reconsider 
the way we approach our relationships. If you are able 
to maintain a relationship with anyone or anything that 
is immensely gratifying to you even if it causes the other 
party distress, then you are well on your way to devolv-
ing into that infantile creature from whence you sprang. 
There is no divine purpose behind a relationship; they 

exist solely to further your ambitions. It is necessary to 
continually weigh any relationship on the balance of plea-
sure or pain. If a relationship causes any amount of pain 
or consternation, flee from it. If a relationship is pleasur-
able, remain in it—but keep an eye out, the moment that 
pleasure runs out it is necessary for you to run out along 
with it. Relationships are made simple when one has a 
clear worldview unhindered by any constraint but the god 
of self.

And it goes without saying that your hobbies are your 
own and an area in which you can continually focus on 
your need for gratification. The only law (and I apologize 
for using a word that may or may not be laden with judg-
ment for some) for the desirable life of an evolved being 
is the consideration of whether or not the hobby brings 
pleasure. A hobby is immensely desirable since it can be 
undertaken without the need for dreadful interactions 
which can limit personal enjoyment and therefore, in the 
privacy of shelter, one is free to enjoy whichever hobby 
ones whims, desires or caprices dictate. But I’m preaching 
to the choir aren’t I? Your hobbies and darker pleasures 
are an area in which you excel the best at heeding the in-
fantile whimsy of self-gratification. Well done, there is no 
need to speak on it further.

As my pleasure is waning in continuing with this discourse, 
it is time to leave off with a few final comments. If carried 
out to its logical conclusion, the idea of humankind ex-
isting as a result of a biological accident which occurred 
many millennium ago pleasantly strips our lives of both 
context and meaning. While many will undoubtedly pro-
claim that the idea of self-gratification being the chief ob-
jective of our existence is a juvenile intention reserved for 
infants, I take offense; keep your contrived moral judg-
ments to yourself. I say live and let live (so long as your liv-
ing extracts not one ounce of pleasure from my own). My 
friends, the possibilities for pleasure are infinite, while 
your lifespan is but a breath. I am certain that when you 
thoroughly and logically examine the “purpose” of acci-
dental man, you will draw no other conclusion than the 
one I have set forth: If there is no God, no purpose, no 
greater import for our actions or inactions then we may 
as well “eat and drink, for tomorrow we die.”

 Think about it.
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There are other
Things to do in

Switzerland
by Jim Yarbrough
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L
ooking back on it, it was odd. This friendship.  Jason and 
me.  He proudly unfett ered, rati onalisti c, and dispassion-
ate.  Me a Christi an, a people-person, a broad historical 

sweeper.   Me married with two kids.  He a childless widower.  
Two engineers working in the same fi rm for over 20 years.  

He lounged in his favorite brown-purple corduroy overstuff ed 
easy chair which appeared to have come over to the New 
World on one of the fi rst ships to Plymouth.   His pricey apart-
ment nestled in one of the city’s posh, heavily treed districts.  
He always said he couldn’t aff ord it.  But he did.

“You know I invited you over for a reason.”

“Does your objecti vism ever allow you to invite me for no rea-
son?”  I chuckled, sitti  ng on the less comfortable divan.

“You know what I mean, Roy.”  He fl ashed his wry smile.  But 
then it evaporated.  “I’m dying.”

I couldn’t say I was totally surprised.  Since he reti red a few 
months ago, we’d been having coff ee weekly at that litt le bis-
tro near his neighborhood; he had been looking drawn, grayer.

“What is it?”

“MS.”

I tried to be careful, but I could sense myself becoming frus-
trated.  I thought I knew what was coming next.  “Jason, MS is 
terrible yes, but now it can be a controllable disease.”  

“I’m already losing energy.  I’m becoming degraded, less sharp 
on my feet.  My doctor says even with aggressive treatments 

– injecti ons with interferon betas and glati ramer acetate, new 
pills, steroids...I don’t know -- it would be a constant batt le to 
maintain myself for another 10 or 15 years.”

“So?”

“You mean ‘so,’ as in what else is new and why can’t I cope?  Or 
‘so’ as in what am I going to do about it?”

“I know you want to talk about the latt er questi on, so: what do 
you think you want to do?”

He rose and walked to his desk, with its polished dark walnut 
top abutti  ng the bay window looking out onto the hickory and 
maple woods in the broad creek bed.  An occasional jogger on 
the parti ally occluded path opposite the creek was the only 
break in the sylvan peace.  He fumbled in the top right drawer 
and extracted a large manila fi le folder.  He handed it to me as 
he returned to his chair.  I opened it.

“There’s this place near Zurich.  Switzerland.”  As I leafed 
through the slick company brochure conveniently printed in 
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German, French, Italian, and English, 
I saw peripherally he was anxious 
for my impressions.  “It’s very taste-
ful, luxurious.  As you see.  Run very 
professionally.  Completely regulated 
by the Government.  There are coun-
selors.  Even pastoral staff, Roy.  They 
don’t rush you.  You take all the time 
you need.  Then when you’re ready, 
you go into a very homey-type room, 
and you give yourself the injection.”

I unhurriedly finished my scan of the 
brochure.  “It’s my engineering side, 
Jason.  Let’s go back to first principles.”

He frowned.

“Objectivism:  the belief that reason 
is the absolute in a person’s life.  His 
own happiness is the moral purpose 
of his life.  Productive achievement in 
the external world is his noblest activ-
ity.  See similarities with utilitarianism.  
We’ve been through this – how many 
times over the years?  But have I got 
that about right?”

“Don’t you see the flaw in your think-
ing, Roy?  Why are you so afraid of 
death?  I’m not.  It’s just a ceasing of 
functioning. A...an inevitable wear-
ing down of the machinery.  Why 
not phase it out before it completely 
fails?  You’re a Christian.  You’re not 
supposed to be afraid of death.”

“For the umpteenth time, I’m not 
afraid of death for me, Jason.  But I 
am afraid of it for you.  You and I are 
not machines.”

“That’s your worldview, not mine.”

This is where we had ended up time 
and time again.  Only this time our 
conversation had more of an edge to 
it.  Because he was trying to cope with 
his mortality.  And I was trying to help 
him cope with coping.

“I want you to go with me to Zurich.”

I didn’t hesitate.  “You know what?  I 
would love to go to Zurich with you. 
And every minute of our time togeth-
er I’d be trying to talk you out of it.  I 
would not stop.  It would be really 
pleasant for you.”

“That’s a totally bullying point of view, 
Roy.”  He was sulking, little boy-like.

“All this segues really well back to the 
first question:  So, why can’t you try to 
cope?  And you know why that ques-
tion is so important to me?  Do you 
know?”  I found my voice rising, my 
throat clinching, and my eyes water-
ing.  “Because you are my friend.  My 
long-time, close friend.  And I love 
you.”

“So this is all about selfish emotion?  
Chemical reactions producing emo-
tion...” Jason hung his head, encapsu-
lated.

“Chemically induced?  We humans are 
physically wonderfully made, yes.  But 
the human side of emotion is more 
than mechanics.  And we humans – 
including me -- undoubtedly are self-
ish. But emotions are about much 
more than human selfishness. The Bi-
ble says we are made in God’s image, 
and throughout Scripture we see God 

– the Father or the Son -- expressing 
emotion.  He was sad he made Saul 
King of Israel.  Jesus was excited at the 
faith of the Centurion, and he truly 
was pleased the rich young man fol-
lowed the commandments. ”

Jason peered over the desk, out the 
window.

“There’s another thing.  It’s about life 
– and emotion.  At the end of Gene-
sis 1 after He had made the heavens 
and earth and all the teeming life, He 
was...pleased.  Scripture says ‘God 
saw all He had made, and it was very 
good.’  Emphasis on the very.  Did 
you ever think how precious any life 

is if it makes the omnipotent Creator 
happy?  You and I are part of that life, 
Jason.”  

“I know.  I know you believe in God.  I 
know you see a connection in all this.”

“Our deaths are not what God want-
ed.  In our free will, we fell.  Now we 
die.  But what He wants for us is what 
we should want for ourselves – to be 
alive and love Him.”  

Enough I thought.  I hadn’t been this 
scripturally direct with him...ever.   

“Jason, I don’t know what’s in store for 
me or you even tomorrow, but I know 
this:  for as long as I am alive and 
wherever you and I are, I’ll be your 
friend.  I’ll invest in you.  So, please...
please don’t end that friendship.”

He looked up from the floor with one 
of his patented, ironic grins.

I don’t know yet if that marked a turn-
ing point in our relationship or – more 
importantly – a turning point in his 
relationship with God.  But I do know 
there was something...something...
more vulnerable and open about Ja-
son after that.  He was a rounded cor-
ner rather than a razor-sharp angular 
barb.  

Why had it been so hard for me to 
say to him straight-out in the previous 
20 years that he was my friend and I 
would always love him?  
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The

Godless

one
I am the Godless one! 
Hear my empty creeds 

I bow to none or nothing 
Behold my sordid deeds 

Right and wrong like potter’s clay 
I mold for my own ends 

What’s good today is cursed the next 
And only fools contend

I am the Godless one! 
I preach the great void 

There is none to cling to 
All is devoid 

Space is cold, earth inflamed 
No angels trim the skies 

I searched for God, I found him not 
He is the great, “I Lie”

I am the Godless one! 
Fear ye all who live 

Don’t barter for forgiveness 
I have none to give 

Two of  your eyes for one of  mine 
I am the hand of  wrath 

More blood for blood more death for life 
Will be my epitaph

I am the Godless one! 
I am the self-made man 

There is none I owe allegiance to 
Beneath no flag to stand 

This castle built by my own hands 
With vast and empty halls 

A vacant court, I lone preside 
The echoes serve my call

I am the Godless one! 
I ravage all in sight 
There is no food to fill me 
My endless appetite 
One banquet set, one table long 
The flesh and blood devoured 
The crimson drink, the carnal feast 
All praise the witching hour

I am the Godless one! 
The king of  all the beasts 
A debtor to the father ape 
That first climbed from the trees 
I eat my fill, I mate and die 
One link of  endless chain 
Survival looms impulse supreme 
Luck, our queen who reigns

I am the Godless one! 
I only see despair 
I only grasp at misery 
I only clutch the air 
There is no love, there is no hope 
There is only death and fear 
There is no need for Hell to consume 
I have found it here

Rober t  W Cely
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S ometimes God is a distant phantom, amorphous in 
form, indistinct from the realm of those things both 
seen and unseen which hover in a remote place well 

beyond understanding. Sometimes He is a definition, a 
commandment, a distant history that is truth but which 
seems separate and apart from our present reality. Al-
ways, our best understanding is a dim reflection of the 
great truth of the Creator of all things. But sometimes...
sometimes when he pulls back the veil we see: Father, 
friend, lover, broken heart, comforter, rescuer, avenger, 
champion, artist, master craftsman, great musician, poet, 

dreamer and...healer. Sometimes God draws so near that 
if he were solid form, we could reach out and touch him.

And once upon a time, God drew near.

The night had ended routinely enough. A family game was 
played and the youngest of the children mastered both 
bowling and basketball on the Wii. His mom tickled him 
at bedtime and together they laughed before a prayer 
and a goodnight kiss. And that night, as she closed her 
eyes thankful to be able to tuck her children safely in their 

When God
dreW near 

fiction by  Chaka Heinze
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beds, she was clueless that God was 
about to step directly into this ordi-
nary scene.

Between the witching and the wak-
ing hour on an ordinary night the 
little boy’s heart began to beat 
chaotically and the Great Healer 
watched from his lofty place.

“Shall I go to him, master?” a glim-
mering presence hovering beside 
him asked in a voice tinged with 
music.

The Great Healer shook his mas-
sive head as he answered. “Not yet, 
child.”

The boy’s implanted device sensed 
the chaos of his heart and set out 
to correct it with a current of elec-
tricity. But the device was limited; 
though programmed to deliver a 
shock to an ailing heart it had not 
the intelligence to fix a vital connec-
tion from itself to the heart and the 
current failed to reach its intended 
destination. The electric shock im-
properly discharged in the boy, jolt-
ing his body into spasms, and his 
heartbeat further deteriorated.

The glimmering presence tore his 
eyes away from the boy dying in his 
bed on an ordinary night and looked 
to his master. The tears in his mas-
ter’s eyes reflected the scene below. 

“Shall I make final preparations on 
his room, master?”

The Great Healer’s gaze never left 
the boy. “Not yet, child,” he an-
swered.

Each time the device sensed the 

failure of the boy’s heart it in-
creased the voltage of the charge 
to shock the heart into a normal 
rhythm. Six times it jolted the boy’s 
body. Six times it failed. After the 
last time, the device continued to 
gather information, but no further 
shocks were delivered.

As the boy grew still, silent tears 
streamed down the face of the glim-
mering presence. The transition of 
a mortal to the realm immortal was 
never an ordinary event in the eyes 
of the Master or his servants. “And 
so it’s finished,” the servant stated 
simply.

The Master Healer’s face quivered 
with emotion and then a smile 
touched his mouth and soon it 
stretched across his face and the 
light of his face glowed. The fierce 
brightness pierced the membrane 
separating the realm of seen and 
unseen, heaven and earth, God and 
Man. “Not yet, child,” the Master 
Healer responded as he stepped 
into the cluttered bedroom of the 
little boy.

The servant watched in awe as the 
Master Healer stood at the edge 
of the boy’s bed and reached out 
to lay his hand on the boy’s heart. 
Lowering himself to the boy’s ear 
he whispered, “Not yet, child.” And 
the boy began to breathe again. 
And then he began to convulse. And 
then he began to scream. And his 
screams woke his mother sleeping 
in the other room. As she reached 
her son, the Master Healer stepped 
out of time and back to his timeless 
realm where the servant continued 

to study him with awe.

And the extraordinary traversing 
the ordinary shone the light of 
truth on dim understanding. The 
idea itself emitting a luminescence 
all its own. The distance between 
creator and created breached by 
a mere thought in the mind of the 
omnipotent Master Healer. “The 
child’s story is not all told,” the ser-
vant commented delightedly.

The Master Healer pulled him close 
in his familiar embrace. “Not yet, 
child,” he answered.

Physical or phantom? Distance ebb-
ing and flowing according to the im-
pact of emotional eddies disturbing 
our peace from within and with-
out, but, in truth, He is not made 
and unmade according to our fan-
cies and whims. He is faithful. And 
sometimes—sometimes he rends 
the heavens to remind us that this 
is so.
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The ChallenGes of

narraTive
apoloGeTiCs
by Jamie Greening
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A s I understand it, narrative (or literary) apologetics is the task of defending 
or propagating the Christian worldview through story.  Narrative apologet-
ics is at the opposite end of the apologetics spectrum from propositional, 

or debatable apologetics.  The two are not in competition, nor are they adversar-
ies.  Indeed, they are colleagues.  No, not colleagues.  They are sisters.  Howev-
er, narrative apologetics faces at least two unique challenges which are different 
from those faced by its bullet pointed and diagram drawing sister.

 One challenge is unique to Christian narrative while the other is universal to all 
writing.  Of course, challenge is simply a nice way of saying that something is dif-
ficult, but not impossible.  These challenges are not Everests, which only a select 
few can even dare to scale and overcome.  These challenges are more like the tree 
in the backyard.  Most people can climb it, but not everyone will think it worth 
the effort.    

Let us take the universal challenge first.  I say universal because it is a challenge 
that applies to almost every story ever told.  This is the challenge to move beyond 
cliché.  There are no new ideas, really, and everything has already been written in 
some form or other, and this has given rise to cliché.  By cliché I do not only mean 
tired tropes like describing the young protagonist as, “a diamond in the rough.”  I 
also mean the plot or character cliché—the lone ranger, the mysterious stranger, 
the desperate housewife, the vixen, the well-meaning pastor and a thousand oth-
er clichés.    

Every genre has its own cliché.  Once upon a time, starting your story with, “It was 
a dark and stormy night,” or “Once upon a time,” for that matter had never really 
been done before. But now, it is just a cliché.  Bodices ripping, zombies attacking, 
lawyers covering-up, politicians lying, and spaceships crashing are all clichés.  Yet, 
they are vital to their respective genres.  I dare anyone to write a compelling space 
drama without some problem or nuanced description of the blasted spaceship.  
To me it seems like the spaceship always has problems.  It simply must happen.  
The trick for the writer is to use the cliché in a way that it doesn’t sound like one.

You should never write, “It was a dark and stormy night.”  However, you’d better 
get the weather into your story somehow.  In the first draft of my new novel I’m 
working through I spent almost an entire week with the language about rain in 
Western Washington, which is almost a cliché all by itself, and the car stuck in the 
mud it created.  It turned out to be one of my favorite parts of the story.  It was 
also hard to write because so much of it was wrought with cliché.    

The trick is to embrace the cliché without sounding like a cliché.  

A great example of this is J. K. Rowling.  Whatever else you might think of her, she 
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turned the cliché of teenage angst in a boarding school 
into something so beloved that it now has its own theme 
park.  At their heart, The Harry Potter novels are nothing 
but one cliché after another, rife with a Merlin, the or-
phaned child, mysterious powers, time travel, the chosen 
one, and Armageddon.  The Harry, Ron, Hermione trian-
gle could be retitled , Luke, Han, and Leia: The Early Years.  
Rowling, though, is a great writer because she writes in 
such a way that makes you forget the cliché.  

In the Christian narrative world our great problem is we 
don’t dress up our cliché very well.  Our heroes are often 
too perfect with no crisis of faith or doubt of any kind.  
Add to this the cliché of knowing exactly what is evil and 
what is not.  Christian writers have the hardest time let-
ting the reader decide who or what is wrong.  I struggled 
with this in my most recent novel because, quite frankly, 
we have convictions that tell us how the world ought to 
be.  But there it is, sitting there on the page, and it reads 
like a cliché.  

The worst cliché we abuse is the quick end to a spiritual 
renewal.  I did that one time in a short story with a char-
acter I really cared about.  I didn’t spend the time working 
on her spiritual struggle long enough.  The result was she 
came around to a place of faith, literarily speaking, far too 
fast.  I corrected some of this when she appeared again 
in another story, but the damage had already been done.

Church is a great big cliché in our Christian narratives as 
well.  Church is almost always good, sweet, and whole-
some in our novels.  The problem is, that is not how 
church really is, and readers know that.  Most Christians 
have a real hard time, at some point or other, with their 
own church.  Our sense of duty and calling, though, hin-
ders us from treating it that way.  We don’t want to be 
guilty of painting Christ’s beloved in a negative light so we 
paint her always as the pristine bride.  Or, we paint her as 
Gomer, the harlot Hosea was shackled to.  The truth, and 
the solution to the cliché, is somewhere in the middle.    

There are many other Christian clichés, but this is just a 

sampling of them.  Our job is not to run away from these, 
instead run with them.  While you run around with these, 
give them room to break free for a moment and do un-
expected things.  Again, I’ll use Rowling because almost 
everyone knows the story.  From the very beginning we 
all knew that Albus Dumbledore would die.  The mentor 
always has to die so the student can grow up.  It is a story 
fact.  What did Rowling do to make it interesting?  Well, 
(spoiler) she had him killed by someone he trusted, who 
did it at his order, who was a good guy all along but had 
to play like he was a bad one.  

That is good writing, and an amazing take on the Judas 
cliché.  

If she can do it with wizards, we ought to be able to do it 
even better with the Gospel.

May I humbly suggest that such writing requires hard 
work and determination? It also requires a commitment 
to storytelling that transcends a desire for apologetics.  If 
you try to defend everything in your story, you will end 
up defending nothing—or at least nothing anyone would 
want to read.  Leave the explicit telling of everything in 
the hands of those who are doing the propositional apol-
ogetics.  As a storyteller, your job is different.  If you can’t 
stand that nuance, then you need to be doing something 
else, like making Powerpoint slides with bullets.

A Christian narrative apologists should have writing great 
literature as a goal, not just telling Christian stories.     

So cliché is one challenge.  The other challenge for nar-
rative apologetics, the one that is unique to the Christian 
worldview, is the question of who will read our stories.  In 
other words, the literary apologist must work not only at 
getting readers but getting the right kind of readers.  

Here is what I’m getting at.  Every writer has a particular 
target audience he or she believes will have a predisposi-
tion for buying the stories.  Amish love stories are target-
ed at thirty-five to fifty-five year old women and literary 
agents. I’m not kidding, literary agents love Amish love 
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stories.  You know why? They sell! They sell a lot, because 
most of the books in this country are bought and read by 
that particular demographic.  

Church health books are marketed toward evangelical 
pastors.  

Comic books are targeted at twenty something year 
old men who still live with their parents and don’t have 
meaningful work.  

Every writer has a target audience.  However, that being 
said, every writer will willingly sell to anyone who buys it, 
no questions asked.  The goal of writing is to have readers.  

While this is true for the Christian narrative apologists, we 
have a different ultimate goal. Our desire is to have a par-
ticular kind of reader; the kind of reader that goes beyond 
target audiences and demographic concerns.  As apolo-
gists, we want someone who doesn’t share our world-
view to read our story. We want that person to read it and 



28 Pathos, Volume I, Issue 1. Spring, 2015

enter into a dialogue with it. It is not enough for us to sell 
a book and get an audience.  If we don’t get a certain kind 
of audience, then we have failed.  

This is different from every other writing genre.  When 
Beverly Lewis writes nostalgically about the Amish, she 
doesn’t want you to become Amish.  That is not her goal.  
She wants to entertain you.  I’ll grant that she wants to 
entertain you in a Christian worldview, but she still pri-
marily wants to entertain. Stephen King doesn’t want to 
convince you that psychopathic ghosts are real.  He just 
has a passion for telling a certain kind of story.  He wants 
to entertain you.  Marvel Comics has no desire for you to 
become an agent of S.H.I.E.L.D.

In contrast, the Christian narrative apologist wants the 
reader to be changed by the experience, or at least chal-
lenged. The Christian literary apologist cannot be content 
with a target audience of people who agree with his or 
her worldview and good sales.  If the conversation that 
comes out of the material doesn’t lean skeptics or doubt-

ers closer in toward the truth of the Gospel, then the en-
deavor is definitively unsuccessful.  

Here comes the tricky challenging part.  How do you find 
that audience?

That question is not as easy as you might think.  First, to 
write the kind of material that an unbeliever might read 
generally requires an edginess that traditional Christian 
publishers would not publish, and more to the point, 
Christian bookstores will not carry.  Ask yourself if some-
thing as wonderful and great as The Chronicles of Nar-
nia or A Wrinkle in Time, both written with a definite 
Christian perspective and a powerful apologetic message, 
would ever be accepted for publication today by Christian 
publishers.  I think the answer is no.  

Too many witches.  

Too much paganism.  

The symbolism is not overtly explained.  
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Space travel and other worlds don’t fit in with the chronol-
ogy of Genesis and so many other problems.  

I just don’t think today’s Christian publishers would ever 
touch it today.

So publication through Christian outlets is nearly impos-
sible for reaching a mass audience of the unconvinced.  
This is an indictment against Christian media and those 
of us (me included) who consume it.  From an artistic 
perspective, we are like spoiled children who insist upon 
only having only cheap grape jelly with peanut butter on 
our sandwich, with the crust cut off, for lunch.  It is not 
media’s fault.  They give us what we want, and they know 
what we want because we keep buying the same tame 
stuff over and over again.    

On the flipside, because we desire our material to car-
ry spiritual connotations, it will be missing many of the 
ingredients that mainstream publishing companies will 
want.  Explicit sexual activity, profanity, and fatalism are 
not the kinds of things we want, or are willing, to write 
about.  That ties the hands of the narrative apologists, be-
cause those are the very things that drive sales of most 
books.  If we give them what they want, they will not get 
what they need.

There is a reason why almost everyone in the world (ex-
cept me) read Fifty Shades of Grey, and it wasn’t for the 
plot.

This leaves the narrative apologist in a publishing pick-
le.  She goes too far in her prose to be published by her 
brothers and sisters, but she doesn’t go far enough for 
those who market for the key target audience.  Therefore, 
something else must be done.

I have come to believe that the solution to this chasm are 
the bridges we can build with alternate material.  The sin-
gle greatest thing that a narrative apologist can do is to in-
tentionally write stories and novels that carry little or no 
spiritual or biblical message.  These stories should be well 
written, polished, and excellent.  By writing these types of 

stories, a writer can generate goodwill at worst, and pos-
sibly fans at best, who will then desire to read more from 
that writer.  That is most of our experiences as readers.  
We pick up a book by an author, we read the book, we like 
it, and then we go find more books by that writer.  

That is the best way to solve the audience problem.  

The catch is that this strategy takes time, because stories 
do not just crank themselves out overnight.  Ask me in 
ten years or so if it has worked for me.  It might take that 
long to find out.  

Jamie Greening served as a pastor in Washington State for 
14 years.  Now he resides in the Texas Hill Country with his 
wife and daughters and devotes his time to writing and 
baking biscuits.  He is the author of The	Little	Girl	Waits,	
The	 Haunting	 of	 Pastor	 Butch	 Gregory	 and	 Other	 Short	
Stories, various short stories including Speculation,	 Jolly	
Rogers,	The	Land	Begins	to	Heal, and The	Last	Message.  
He also authors the Deep Cove monster series including 
Deep	Cove,	Deep	Cove:	The	Party	Crasher,	The	Deep	Cove	
Lineage, and The	Deep	Cove	 Investigation.  He blogs as 
Pastor Greenbean at jamiegreening.com and continues to 
speak, preach, and teach wherever he may have oppor-
tunity.



The One Who
Always Was
Derek Elkins

A whispered air, a sheltered room,

the name inside a wind-swept bloom

The transformed heart, the artist pure,

where dream, desire and death converge

A fragrant breath, a tethered womb, 

the dearth of death’s enlightened tomb

The promised wealth, the hidden cure,

where power, calm and frailty merge

And in the heart where shadows dwell,

where darkness claims its throne for hell

A leader’s pause reigns down the hall and

causes mansion’s rise to fall

So comes the one who always was 

Name  Me
Callie Smith

Running toward an empty place,
Seeking tracks I cannot trace,
Staring at an unknown face,
Name me.

Hiding though I’m in a crowd,
Speechless though I call aloud,
Choking waves are crashing wild,
Find me.

If I’m running will you chase me,
If I’m hiding will you seek me?
Without you, I’m nameless, soulless,
Without you, I’m aimless, goalless.

Without you I’m wasting time,
Running a race, no finish line,
You are my home, my hope, my sign,
Save me.

POETRY


