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For James Dobson, Richard John Neuhaus and Alan Keyes:
the Eisenhower, Churchill and MacArthur of World War III.


Introduction


There is one thing that almost everybody in America agrees about. Liberals and conservatives, rich and poor, atheists and theists, labor and management, women and men, gay and straight, prolife and prochoice, capitalists and socialists—just about everybody with a nose agrees that our culture is in what one president called “deep doo-doo.”

Different groups have different explanations for the problem. Conservatives blame liberals, and liberals blame conservatives. Straights blame gays, and gays blame straights. Whites blame blacks, and blacks blame whites. Men blame women, and women blame men.

Some say that there’s no one to blame, that it just happens. That’s the purest pessimism of all. It means there’s nothing anybody can do about it. So America is doomed, for if nobody broke America, nobody can fix it. If there’s no cause, there’s no cure.

Americans have never believed that before, except for Stoics, fatalists, Calvinists and Boston Red Sox fans. (Definition of a Red Sox fan: someone who comes to opening day with a sign that says, “Wait Till Next Year.”) Most Americans have always thought that human problems have human causes and human solutions—at least these kinds of problems.

What kinds? Polls keep showing that the problems most Americans worry about most deeply are not political or economic but social issues, cultural issues, in fact moral issues. These are the issues that most directly affect the lives of ordinary people and families: drugs, terrorism, divorce, homelessness, rape, alcoholism, violence, child abuse, abortion, the destruction of families, teen pregnancies, AIDS, suicide. We’re more worried about our wrongs than our rights.

This is obvious to anyone but an academic. How could a mother be more concerned with the Gross National Product than with whether her daughter is going to be raped?

No wonder we’re having fewer children. Who wants to bring babies into a battlefield? Only the heroic or the naive.

Nobody makes a TV show about kids today with a title like Happy Days. The fifties were far from utopia, but we all know they were significantly happier than today.

At this point someone will respond by quoting the ultimate law of life: “Ah, but you can’t turn back the clock. You can’t go home again. You can’t stop progress.”

Yes, you can. This “ultimate law” is a lie. You can turn a clock back, both literally and figuratively. And you’d better, if the clock is keeping bad time. A clock or a society is a man-made invention. It doesn’t just happen, like the weather. We invented it, we can break it, and we can fix it.

We can stop this false god Progress. But instead we have stopped real progress. Real progress means getting closer to your goal. And the goal of every human being is happiness. Whatever we do, we do to obtain some kind of happiness. And since we are no longer in “happy days,” it logically follows that we have stopped progressing, by the most universal definition of “progress”—progress toward happiness. We have regressed.

So when people today, with glum, stoical faces, say, “You can’t stop progress,” they really mean exactly the opposite: you can’t stop regress.

I say you can. And I want to tell you how.

But first, who am I to tell you? I am not a sociologist. (Sometimes I think I would rather be a salamander than a sociologist.) I am not an “expert” in anything. What qualifies me to write this book, then? Precisely that: that I am not an “expert.” It’s the “experts” who are the problem. And it’s the rest of us, those who still rely on common sense, who can solve them. “Common sense” means the practical sense that is common to everybody except the “experts.”

It’s high time for us nonexperts, us amateurs, to take over. It’s high time for our democracy to become democratic.

To do that, we need to do something truly radical. But it won’t cost a cent or a drop of blood. We need to ignore the experts and listen to common sense instead. That will make the experts really mad. Experts can’t stand to be ignored.

In fact, this book will offend many people, for the same reason it will delight many others: because it is not only about a war—a “culture war,” a spiritual war, a jihad—but it is itself an act of war. It will thus offend two kinds of people. First, it will offend the “experts.” (It’s already done that.) Second, it will offend people who hate to be told there is a war. These are terribly nice people—Canadians, for instance. This book will probably be censored in Canada as “hate speech,” like Dr. Laura, and be confiscated at the border.

It’s loud and crude, and I’m not sorry. For it is written on a battlefield, in the heat of battle. It is written for soldiers or potential soldiers, enlistees. It is therefore not a carefully researched, beautifully nuanced, politely academic argument. It is not a sweet violin; it is an ugly, blaring trumpet. On a battlefield, a trumpet works better than a violin.

Here is a preview and summary of the book in one page.

To win any war, and any kind of war, the nine most necessary things to know are the following:


1. that you are at war

2. who your enemy is

3. what kind of war you are in

4. what the basic principle of this kind of war is

5. what the enemy’s strategy is

6. where the main battlefield is

7. what weapon will defeat the enemy

8. how to acquire this weapon

9. why you will win



You cannot win a war


1. if you blissfully sew peace banners on a battlefield

2. if you do not know who you are fighting

3. if you do not know what kind of war you are fighting

4. if you do not know the basic rules of battle

5. if you do not know your enemy’s battle plan

6. if you send your troops to the wrong battlefield

7. if you use the wrong weapons

8. if you do not know how to get the right weapon

9. if you are not confident of your inevitable victory



This little book is a basic, practical nine-point checklist to be sure we know this minimum, at least.







1

We Are at War

A Wake-Up Call




I assume you would not be buying, or browsing through, a book with the title How to Win the Culture War if you believed “God’s in his heaven, all’s right with the world.” If you are surprised to be told that our entire civilization is in crisis, I welcome you back to earth and hope you had a nice vacation on the moon.

Many minds do seem moonstruck. Especially those of the so-called intellectuals, who are supposed to have their eyes more open, not less. Most of them are the bland leading the bland. After a lifetime in academia, I have discovered that there is only one requirement for someone to actually believe any of the one hundred most absurd ideas possible for a human mind to conceive: you must be an intellectual. Some ideas are so ridiculous that only a Ph.D. could believe them.

For instance, take Time magazine. (Please! Thoreau said, sagely, of a similarly named publication, “Read not the Times; read the eternities.”) A cover article in Time a few years ago was about the question “Why is everything getting better?” Why is life so good in America today? Why does everybody feel so satisfied and optimistic about the quality of life? The authors never once questioned the assumption; they only wondered why.

It turned out, upon reading the article, that every single aspect of life they mentioned, every reason why everything was getting better and better, was economic. People have more money. Period. End of discussion.

Except the poor, of course. But they don’t count, because they don’t write Time magazine. They don’t even read it.

I have a theory about Time: that it is simply Playboy with clothes on. For one kind of playboy, the world is simply one big whorehouse; for another kind, it’s one big piggy bank. For both kinds of playboy, things are getting better and better.

That’s why Americans gave a 75 percent approval rating to Bill Clinton, the perfect combination of the two kinds of playboy. He kept himself happy with some big whores, and he kept us happy with some big piggy banks. We loved him for the same reason the Germans loved Hitler when they elected him: “It’s the economy, stupid.” Hitler gave them autobahns and Volkswagens, jobs and housing. In fact, Hitler wrought the greatest economic miracle of the twentieth century: from economic and military ruin to full employment and national pride in a few short years. What else matters as long as the emperor gives you bread and circuses? People are pigs, not saints; they love slops, not holiness, right? Or wrong?

Sexual pigginess and economic pigginess are natural twins. For lust and greed are almost interchangeable words. In fact, America does not know the difference between sex and money. It treats sex like money because it treats sex as a medium of exchange, and it treats money like sex because it expects its money to get pregnant and reproduce.

There is one little problem with the pig philosophy, however, and it is intensely practical: death. Both sex and money are often fatal. Two words show that: AIDS and suicide.

Most Americans are “sexually active.” (Next to technology, euphemism is our greatest achievement.) Half of all “sexually active” people have some sexually transmitted disease. Many STDs are incurable. Some are fatal.

Suicide is certainly the most in-your-face index of unhappiness there is. And suicide is almost always directly proportionate to wealth. The richer you and your country are, the more likely it is that you will find life so good that you will choose to blow your brains out. Suicide among preadults has increased 5,000 percent since the “happy days” of the fifties. If suicide is not an index of crisis, especially of the coming generation, what is?

But there are more suicides than that. Half of all marriages commit suicide. That is what divorce is—the suicide of the new “one flesh” made by the marriage. If half of all the citizens of a country committed suicide, would you think that country had a bright future or a happy present? But the citizens of any country are not merely individuals; they are also families. Individuals are not the primary building blocks of societies; families are. Individuals are the building blocks of families. So half of all the new citizens of America commit suicide.

And if you insist on limiting “new citizens” to “individual children conceived,” the statistics are not much better. Onethird of all American children are killed—by their mothers, before they can be born, using healers as hit men.

This is a happy country? This is peace?

I know a doctor who spent two years in the Congo winning the confidence of a dying tribe who would not trust outsiders (black or white) and who were dying because of their bad diet. He was a dietitian, and he saved their lives. Once they knew this, they trusted him totally and asked him all sorts of questions about life in the West. They believed all the amazing things he told them, like flying to the moon and destroying whole cities with one bomb, but there were two things they literally could not believe. One was that in the West there are atheists—people who believe in no gods at all. (“Are these people blind and deaf? Have they never seen a leaf or heard a waterfall?”) The other was that in one nation alone (America), over a million mothers each year pay doctors to kill their babies before they are born. Their reaction to this was to giggle, which was their embarrassed way of trying to be polite, assuming it was a joke. They simply had no holding place in their minds for this concept, and they expected every day that the doctor would tell them the point of the joke.

And it is we who call these people “primitive.” The irony is mountainous.

Mother Teresa said, simply (everything she said, she said simply), “When a mother can kill her baby, what is left of civilization to save?” Chuck Colson has said that a “new Dark Ages” is looming. It is a darkness that began by calling itself the “Enlightenment” at its birth three centuries ago. And this brave new world has proved to be only a cowardly old dream.

We were warned. We had true prophets as well as false: Kierkegaard, 150 years ago, in The Present Age. Spengler, 85 years ago, in The Decline of the West. Chesterton, who wrote 75 years ago that “the next great heresy is going to be simply an attack on morality, and especially sexual morality…. The madness of tomorrow is not in Moscow but in Manhattan.” Huxley, 65 years ago, in Brave New World. David Riesman, 45 years ago, in The Lonely Crowd. C. S. Lewis, 55 years ago, in The Abolition of Man. Romano Guardini, 50 years ago, in The End of the Modern World. Solzhenitsyn, 25 years ago, in his Harvard commencement address. And John Paul the Great, the greatest man in the worst century in history, who has even more chutzpah than Ronald Reagan—who dared to call them “the evil empire”—by calling us “the culture of death.” That’s our culture, and his, including Italy, which now has the lowest birth rate in the entire world, and Poland, which now seems to be about to share in the rest of the West’s abortion holocaust.

It does not take much of a gift of prophecy to forecast where this road leads. It takes only minimal biblical literacy—an increasingly rare commodity in the West.

If the God of life does not respond to this culture of death with judgment, then God is not God. If God does not honor the blood of the hundreds of millions of innocent victims of this culture of death, then the God of the Bible, the God of Abraham, the God of Israel, the God of the prophets, the God of orphans and widows, the Defender of the defenseless, is a man-made myth, a fairy tale, an ideal as insubstantial as a dream.

But (you may object) is not the God of the Bible merciful and forgiving?

He is indeed. But the unrepentant refuse forgiveness. And forgiveness, being a gift, must be freely given and freely received. How can it be received by a moral relativist who denies that there is anything to forgive except unforgiveness, nothing to judge but judgmentalism? How can a Pharisee or a pop psychologist be saved?

But is not the God of the Bible compassionate?

Indeed he is. But he is not compassionate to the demons worshiped by the Canaanites who “make [their] children pass through the fire” (Ezekiel 20:31). Perhaps your God is compassionate to this work of human sacrifice—the God of your demands, the God of your “religious preference.” But if so, he is certainly not the God of the Bible. Look at the data. Read the Book.

But is not the God of the Bible revealed most fully and finally in the New Testament rather than the Old? In sweet and gentle Jesus rather than wrathful and warlike Jehovah?

The opposition is heretical; it is the old heresy of Marcion in modern form, a heresy as immortal as the demons who inspired it. Our data refute this heresy—our live data, which is divine data and talking data, and thus his name is “the Word of God.” This data refuted the heretical hypothesis in question when he said, “The Father and I are one” (John 10:30). The opposition between nice Jesus and nasty Jehovah denies the very essence of Christianity: Christ’s identity as the Son of God. For let’s remember our biology as well as our theology: like father, like son. That Jesus is no more the Son of that God than Barney is the son of Hitler.

Will the real Jesus please stand up? He does so gladly. The Gospels are pop-up books: open their pages and he leaps out. Let’s dare to look at our data; let’s see what sweet and gentle Jesus actually said about the sins of the Canaanites, about their culture of death. Many centuries ago those Canaanites used to perform their liturgies of human sacrifice, their infanticidal devotions to the devil, in the valley of Gehenna, just outside the holy city of Jerusalem. It was a vast abortuary— like our culture. When the people of God entered the Promised Land, the Prince of Peace commanded them to kill the supernatural cancer of the Canaanites. Even after that was done, the Jews would not dare to live in that accursed valley. They used it only to burn their garbage. The devil’s promised land became a garbage dump for God’s people. And the fires never went out, day or night. (No matches.)

Sweet and gentle Jesus chose this place—Gehenna—as his image for hell. And he told many of the leaders of his chosen people that they were headed there and were leading many others there with them. He said to them, “Truly, truly I say to you, the IRS lawyers and White House interns go into the kingdom of God before you do” (modern “dynamic equivalence” and “contemporary relevance” translation). He said, “If any of you put a stumbling block before one of these little ones who believe in me, it would be better for you if a great millstone were hung around your neck and you were thrown into the sea” (Mark 9:42).

That is our data. That is the real Jesus. And that is the Jesus who is “the same yesterday and today and forever” (Hebrews 13:8). He has not started manufacturing Styrofoam millstones.

But isn’t it true that “God is love” (1 John 4:16)? God is a lover, not a warrior, right?

No, God is a lover who is a warrior. The question fails to understand what love is—what the love that God is, is. Love is at war with hate and betrayal and selfishness and all love’s enemies. Love fights. Ask any parent. Yuppie love, like puppy love, may be merely “compassion,” but mother love and father love is war. “God is love” indeed, but what kind of love? Back to our data: does the Bible call him “God the puppy” or “God the yuppie”? Or is it “God the Father”?

In fact, every page of his Book bristles with spear points, from Genesis 3 through Revelation 20. The road from paradise lost to paradise regained is soaked in blood. At the very center of the story is a cross—a symbol of conflict if there ever was one.

The theme of spiritual warfare is never absent in Scripture and never absent in the life and writings of a single canonized saint. But it is never present in the religious education of most of my “Catholic” college students. Whenever I speak of it, they are stunned and silent, as if they have suddenly entered another world.

They have. They have gone through the wardrobe to meet the Lion and the Witch, past the warm fuzzies, the fur coats of psychology disguised as religion, into the cold snows of Narnia, where the White Witch is the ruler of this world and Aslan is not a tame lion but a warrior—a world where they meet Christ the King, not Christ the kitten.

Welcome back from the moon, kids.

Who doesn’t know we are at war? Who doesn’t know the barbarians are at the gates—no, inside the gates, writing the scripts of the TV shows and movies, writing the public school textbooks and judicial decisions? Only the ones in the lunar bubble of academia or the lunar bubble of establishment religious education with the unprofitable prophets who cry, “Peace, peace,” when there is no peace, the ones who compose those dreary, drippy little liberal lullabies we endure as “contemporary hymns.”

But where is this culture of death coming from? Right here. America is the center of the culture of death. America is the world’s one and only cultural superpower.

Do you know what pious Muslims call us? They call us “the Great Satan.” (Impious Muslims call us that too, but that makes no difference; we are what we are.)

But America has the most just, most moral, most wise and most biblically based historical and constitutional foundation in the world.

Just like ancient Israel.

And America is one of the most religious countries in the world.

Just like ancient Israel.

And the Church is big and rich and free in America.

Just like ancient Israel.

If God still loves his Church in America, he will soon make it small and poor and persecuted, just as he did to ancient Israel, so that he can keep it alive, pruning it. If he loves us, he will cut the deadwood away, and we will bleed. Then the blood of the martyrs will be the seed of the Church again and a second spring will come, with new buds—but not without blood. It never happens without blood, without sacrifice, without suffering. Christ’s work—if it is really Christ’s work and not a comfortable counterfeit—never happens without Christ’s cross. Whatever happens without the cross may be good work, but it is not Christ’s work, for Christ’s work is bloody. Christ’s work is a blood transfusion. That is how salvation happens.

If we put gloves on our hands to avoid the splinters from the cross, if we practice safe spiritual sex, spiritual contraception, then his kingdom will not come and his will and work will not be done and our world will die.

I don’t mean merely that Western civilization will die. That’s a piece of trivia. I mean that eternal souls will die. Ramons and Vladimirs and Tiffanies and Bridgets will miss out on heaven. That’s what’s at stake in this war: not just whether America will become a banana republic or whether we’ll forget Shakespeare or even whether some nuclear terrorist will incinerate half of humanity, but whether our children and our children’s children will see God forever. That’s why we must wake up and smell the corpses, the rotting souls, the dying children.

Knowing we are at war—at all times, but especially in such times as these—is the first prerequisite to winning it.

What difference does it make to know we are at war?

First of all, it means living in reality, not denial.

Second, it means having a chance to win it. (If one side knows it is at war and the other does not, which side do you think will win?)

Third, it means a radical change of consciousness, of perspective, of values. Imagine the shock of children running across springtime fields and chasing butterflies when they suddenly realize that it is a minefield, that what they mistook for butterflies are live bullets in the air. Wartime consciousness suddenly clicks in, with a very practical alertness and attention and also a very practical sense of perspective and sense of values. Little things no longer loom so large, and large things (life and death) no longer seem so little and far away. No one complains about lumpy beds on a battlefield or bleats about their “sexual needs” or worries about their stock options.

But (you may think) this is exaggeration: most of us are not really in the extreme danger of a literal battlefield, where it is being decided whether our bodies will live or die, where our whole lifetime is perilously poised over an abyss and where there are real enemies, real human persons, who are trying to kill us. This is true, but only because we are in the infinitely more extreme danger of a spiritual battlefield where it is being decided whether our souls will live or die, where our whole eternity is perilously poised over an abyss and where there are indeed real enemies who are trying to kill us—not just our bodies but our souls.

And that is the second necessary thing to know.
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