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CHAPTER ONE Christians Not Worth Killing



They followed worthless idols and became worthless themselves.

—Jeremiah 2:51



There are still some Christians in this country who worry that heathen hordes may one day arrive on our shores, armed with guns and knives and bombs, to crush our Christian way of life and destroy the American church. They worry that Christendom will come under brutal assault by these hypothetical savages—that they, clinging tearfully to their Bibles, will be dragged into the town square and beheaded in front of cheering, bloodthirsty throngs. They worry that we believers in the West may finally suffer the same persecution those in the East have faced for two thousand years.

They flatter themselves.

Let us imagine that this heathen horde does show up one day, swords in hand, revved and ready to butcher some Christians. Consider their confusion upon landing here. Looking about, they expect to see ample evidence of Christianity in this Christian nation, but instead they have stumbled upon a very strange sort of paganism. They do not find any clear indication that the people of this Christian land worship the Christian God. They see instead the worship of actors, of politicians, of athletes, of imaginary figures on television. They discover, too, the worship of things, of objects like electronic gadgets and cars and houses. Most of all, it would seem, the people of this Christian land worship the great and magnificent god called the Self.

This is all very confusing for our heathens. They had pictured an America filled with pious, modest, prayerful believers, but instead they find silly, shallow, oversexed, nihilistic zombies who live vicariously through their phones, which they have stocked with photographs of their own faces. They find that modesty is mocked, discipline is scorned, and obedience is rejected on principle. They find materialism, hedonism, secularism, avowed atheism, and unavowed atheism. The only thing they have trouble locating is Christianity.

As our heathens begin to conduct a closer investigation, they discover that the nuclear family is in disarray here in this Christian country. Fewer than half of our children live with both biological parents in the home. Divorce is commonplace and unquestioned. Sometimes the dissolution of a marriage is celebrated with a divorce party. How odd this is for a Christian country, the heathens note, considering that the Christian Lord and Savior expressly forbade divorce.

They notice that all manner of sexual perversion is accepted and legitimized. Homosexuals, far from being called to purity, are encouraged to “marry” each other. Raucous parades are held across the country to applaud sodomy. Perversion is promoted and advertised everywhere. The heathens see that some of the men here in this Christian country dress in skirts and pretend to be women, and everyone else plays along with the charade. They see drag queen story hours at libraries, cross-dressing child models on television, and many other forms of debauchery—all tolerated and even celebrated.

They discover that pornography is a multibillion-dollar industry. Children here in this Christian country start watching porn when they’re thirteen years old.2 And many of those same children have already been robbed of their innocence at school, where they are taught about masturbation and anal sex and their nurses hand out contraceptives.3

As the heathens wander around confused, bewildered, they see a nondescript office building with the words “Planned Parenthood” written on the side. They walk through the door and down the hall and find a man in a lab coat extracting a child from a woman’s birth canal one piece at a time. They soon learn that such a procedure is carried out hundreds of times a day in this Christian country. Over sixty million human babies have been dismembered and discarded,4 legally, and with the enthusiastic approval or apathetic acceptance of a majority of the population. “Even we don’t kill babies,” the heathens say to each other in disgust.

They are perplexed. There are supposed to be 240 million Christians within America’s borders.5 Where did they go? Did they float into space? Did they fall into the ocean and drown? It is like the mysterious disappearance of the settlers at Roanoke, except in this case it is the church that has disappeared—and not from just one island, but from the entire continent.

The would-be persecutors stop a pedestrian and inquire as to the whereabouts of these elusive Christian creatures. He points them down the road to something he describes as a “church.” Yes, the heathens think, finally! We shall descend upon them and crush them!

But they are profoundly confused as they approach the alleged house of worship. From the outside it looks like a post office or a medical clinic. There is not a cross or religious symbol in sight. The name on the sign says something like “New Horizons” or “Cross Point.” It seems less like a house of worship and more like a rehab center for wealthy drug abusers.

The would-be oppressors wander inside and find a bunch of people sitting around in casual clothing, sipping Starbucks, listening to a mediocre rock band perform a pop song. Nobody is demonstrating anything approaching reverence. There is no sign that anything sacred is happening here, or that anyone believes it is. Then out onto the stage strides a hip young man with perfect hair wearing skinny jeans and a deep V-neck. He launches into a series of self-help maxims and inspirational platitudes. The man—a “pastor,” he claims—speaks about God in vague and general terms. But not the Christian God. The God this man is telling his audience about seems to be a magical genie whose only function is to satisfy their appetites. There is no judgment in this God. He is a Divinity who sits back passively, waiting for His children to arrive into a Paradise that they are all absolutely certain to enter, no matter how they live.

The heathens standing in the back, now with venti lattes in hand, look with shock at one another. This is not Christianity. At least it is not a Christianity worth persecuting. They leave disappointed.

After wandering around the neighborhood for a while, they come across another supposed church. This one has the appearance of a basketball stadium or a shopping mall—or maybe a sci-fi villain’s futuristic compound—and it is packed to the rafters with thousands of noisy spectators. The heathens walk through the doors, right by the coffee stand, past the gift shop, through the food court, and into a giant auditorium with a humongous stage adorned not with crosses, but with a globe, or possibly a picture of a tree. They see video cameras everywhere. They see fancy lighting and expensive audiovisual equipment. People in brightly colored T-shirts are handing out brochures. Another rock band is playing.

A smiley, pleasant-looking man walks on stage in a fancy suit. He has a friendly countenance and an engaging speaking style, but his message is hollow and deceptively cynical. He tells his audience that if they believe in God they will be blessed with wealth and good health. He preaches a kind of mercenary faith, where the believer believes only so far as it benefits his temporal life. The sermon sounds like one long refutation of the Beatitudes. This “pastor,” like the first one, says nothing about sin, redemption, repentance, holiness, or obedience. He is like a less religious Oprah.

The heathens are getting frustrated. If this is Christianity, it’s far too weak, self-centered, and effeminate to make killing its adherents worth it.

Further down the road they happen across yet another church. Their enthusiasm for their mission revives as—they are interested to see—this one actually looks like a Christian church. But there is a rainbow flag hanging on the side of it, and through a stained glass window they can see a middle-aged woman sporting a crew cut and priestly garb. Besides the priestess, the building is virtually empty. They don’t bother going inside.

Finally they come to a bland, ugly, office-like building that at least has a Christian name, like St. Mark’s or Holy Family. They walk through the lobby and into something that obscurely resembles a sanctuary. They see a smattering of old, bored people wearing T-shirts and sitting on cushioned pews chatting softly with each other. A choir of baby boomers in jeans, standing in the place of honor at the front of the church, begins playing something that sounds like a cross between elevator music and a campfire song. “Let us build a house where love can dwell… Built of hopes and dreams and visions,”6 the choir sings. The heathens feel conflicting urges—to laugh, and to vomit.

Out proceeds a priest, flanked by altar girls and singing the terrible ditty as he strolls nonchalantly down the aisle. After a few prayers are said—or, rather, sung badly—the priest rises to deliver his homily. It is lengthy and rambling and utterly pointless. He offers no moral guidance whatsoever. He doesn’t acknowledge the cultural horrors that these heathens have themselves witnessed. It appears to the heathens that this priest is actually trying to be irrelevant. He succeeds. On and on he blathers about something or other—friendship or tolerance or kindness. In both tone and substance, he sounds like an HR rep giving a seminar on teamwork. Shortly after he finishes speaking, a mass of people swarm the altar, grab plates full of communion hosts from the priest, and begin passing them out to the other members of the church. The scene looks like a Chipotle during the lunch rush. The heathens could swear they heard someone ask for a side of guacamole.

They turn around quietly and leave. Nothing they have seen here is worth destroying. Besides, they need to get outside before the choir starts singing again.

The dejected gang of would-be oppressors convenes in the parking lot and they discuss their next step. Most of them want to head back East, where there are plenty of real Christians to murder. Others disagree. Finally, the matter is decided. They will make one last attempt to smoke out a few real Christians in America before they officially give up and go home. So they run back to the church with Skinny-Jeans Pastor, and the church with Smiley Pastor, and the church with Lesbian Priest, and the church with Teamwork Priest, and with blades drawn they kidnap all of the ministers and about twenty congregants from each place. They collect a total of a hundred “Christians,” drag them out into the street, and line them up. The Head Heathen steps forward.

“All right. We were looking to martyr some Christians today, but it looks like we’re going to have to settle for you lot. So we demand that you abandon your Christian God and worship our gods. Renounce your faith now, or die where you stand!”

The crowd stirs. The captives look terrified, but also a bit confused.

One of them speaks up. “Well, I would never suggest that our God is the only legitimate one,” he says. “All faiths are equal.”

“Yes,” another agrees. “We’re tolerant of all viewpoints. We’ll gladly worship your gods as well as ours. Inclusivity is our motto! Here, have a brochure!”

“All gods are the same,” Lesbian Priest explains. “We have our conception of the divine, and you have yours. Nobody’s belief is wrong or right. Nobody can lay claim to absolute truth.”

She appears to be expressing the general consensus.

Head Heathen tries again. “Okay, let me narrow it down. You must renounce your belief that the man you call Jesus Christ is God.”

But this doesn’t help. A large number of American Christians, ignorant of the fundamentals of their own theology, actually believe that Jesus is a created being.7

“Well, actually, God made Jesus. Jesus is God’s son, or something, is the idea, I think,” someone in the group stammers.

“Yeah, I mean he’s not God God, right?” chimes in another.

“It doesn’t matter. Let’s not get bogged down in pointless doctrine!”

“Right! This isn’t the Middle Ages, after all.”

Head Heathen is exasperated. He is now searching desperately for a reason to kill at least a few of these people. “Fine. Fine. Then just generally renounce your religion or—,”

“Religion?” Skinny-Jeans Pastor pipes up. “Oh, we don’t have a religion. Religion is outdated and suppressive.”

“Exactly! We have a relationship with Jesus, not a religion!”

“Relationships, not religion,” a dozen people shout in unison.

“Right. Okay.” Head Heathen is running out of patience. “Then just say that you renounce everything in the Bible, and we’ll leave it at that.”

“No problem,” says one of the assembled. “There are many outmoded and frankly archaic things in the Bible. All of the stuff about Hell, for instance, can’t be taken literally.”

This comment is met with resounding approval.

“I saw something on YouTube about how Moses didn’t even exist,” someone else offers.

Smiley Pastor chimes in. “As long as you love Jesus in your heart, it’s not so much necessary to follow all of the strict and narrow-minded rules in a book that was written thousands of years ago!”

“Yes, just think of how Paul talks about women! Surely we’ve grown past all that!”

“Someone told me once that the Bible says that only those who do the will of God will enter Heaven. If that’s in there, it would be quite dangerous to take it literally.”

“Yes, all of that stuff about taking up our cross and so forth. We can certainly take or leave all of that. Just as long as we believe in God.”

“But even if we don’t, that’s OK too.”

“Yes, of course.”

“Of course.”

“We can’t judge.”

“No, we mustn’t ever judge.”

“No judgment!”

Head Heathen now turns to Teamwork Priest. “Okay, priest. Surely you must disagree with these other people. Your church is very specific about its doctrines. Now publicly disavow those teachings or lose your head right here and now!”

“Many of us are very hopeful that the church will soon come out of the Dark Ages,” the priest answers. “I certainly won’t die for its rules—there are so many that need to be updated. Ask me to martyr myself for my church’s outdated teaching on marriage, for example, and I simply could not do it in good conscience.”

“Love wins!” someone from his church declares.

“We’re not haters.”

“Yes, and we must get rid of the anti-divorce propaganda.”

“Far too rigid.”

“Yes, too rigid!”

“So rigid!”

“Rigid!”

“And the church still says it’s a sin to use contraception!”

“They still say that? Wow. What century is this?”

Head Heathen looks down in despair. He has given up hope.

Just then, one person, one in the hundred, steps out from the crowd.

“I believe,” he announces in a resolute voice. “I believe in God, the Father Almighty, Creator of Heaven and earth; and in Jesus Christ, His only Son, our Lord; Who was conceived by the Holy Spirit, born of the Virgin Mary, suffered under Pontius Pilate, was crucified, died, and was buried. He descended into Hell; the third day He arose again from the dead. He ascended into Heaven, and sits at the right hand of God, the Father Almighty; from thence He shall come to judge the living and the dead. I believe in the Holy Spirit, the Holy Catholic Church, the communion of Saints, the forgiveness of sins, the resurrection of the body, and life everlasting.”

The others look towards him in horror. He continues.

“I believe in the authority of scripture. I believe in all of the teachings that Christianity has professed for two thousand years. I believe in Heaven and Hell, in the necessity of repentance and obedience, in the saving work of Christ on the cross. I believe I must carry my cross as Christ carried His. I believe that not all religions are equal. I believe that only Christianity is true. I believe that those who do not repent and follow Christ are in danger of damnation. I believe that only through Christ does anyone enter eternal life. I believe in the indissoluble nature of marriage, in the dignity of human life, in the sanctity of the family. I believe that we are called to be chaste, modest, and humble. I believe that the Christian life is something distinct and visible and that if I am not living it in a distinct and visible way then I am not living it at all. I believe, do you hear me? I believe!”

Head Heathen is relieved, ecstatic. He has finally found one. A real one. He takes his sword and puts it to the Christian’s throat. He can hear the man praying the Our Father quietly. The Christian takes one last breath and prepares to go home. But just then, Lesbian Priest raises her voice. “This man is not one of us. He’s no Christian! He’s a fundamentalist whack job. He doesn’t speak for the rest of us!”

“He’s a bigot!”

“Yeah, so intolerant!”

“And close-minded!”

“Homophobic!”

“Transphobic!”

“Xenophobic!”

“Crucify him!”

The crowd is in a frenzy, all shouting and cursing the Christian. The pastors and priests are leading the charge. Head Heathen steps back. “There is no reason to kill this man,” he says to his friends. “He is but one voice in a hundred, drowned out by the other ninety-nine.”

Sorrowfully, gloomily, they walk back to their boats and sail away. They were not able to crush our Christian way of life—because we don’t have a Christian way of life. They were not able to destroy the church because there wasn’t much of a church left in America to destroy. They were not able to behead the Christians because they couldn’t find Christians to behead. They unsheathed their swords only to discover that what they came to kill was already dead. They had traveled all that way to persecute a corpse.






CHAPTER TWO The Broad Road That Leads to Destruction



Enter through the narrow gate. For wide is the gate and broad is the road that leads to destruction, and many enter through it.

—Matthew 7:13



God promised Abraham that He would not destroy Sodom if He found ten righteous people there. He did not find them. Sodom was destroyed. I sometimes wonder if He would be able to find His ten here in America, the new Sodom.

It is clear that we are no longer living in a Christian country. Christianity is dying here, and dying rapidly. The Christian faith can never pass away from the world, but it can be rejected by men and by nations. A man cannot remove Christ from the universe, but he can remove himself from Christ. A nation cannot chase the church from the face of the earth, but it can chase the church from its borders.

Today, around 70 percent of Americans claim to be Christian.1 This number represents a marked decline, but the problem is not the decline in professed believers. If we had simply lost 10 or 20 percent, but still we had 70 percent who were really and truly on fire with the faith, there would be far less cause for concern. But the problem with the 70 percent is that it is not really 70 percent. The 70 percent is mostly composed of the sort of Christians who cannot be readily distinguished from atheists.

Indeed, the average American believer shares many similarities with the average American unbeliever. If you were to follow him around, track his movements, listen to his conversations, observe how he spends his free time (much like our iPhones already do), you would find no hard evidence that he believes anything at all lies beyond the veil of physical existence. He speaks just like the non-Christians, dresses just like them, carries himself as they do, watches all of the same television shows, consumes the same kind of media, indulges in the same vices, and feels the same lack of guilt for those indulgences. Everything is the same.

A Fog of Self-Deception

Ask the average American Christian to tell you how his life would be different if he didn’t believe in Christ, and he will struggle to provide a single example. And this fact will not trouble him. He is supremely confident in his own spiritual complacency. He laughs at the very notion that God might send him to Hell. He has no problem believing that some people are damned—a lot of people, even—but not him. He lives in a fog of cowardly and comfortable delusion, and it grows thicker by the day.

The fog consists of a whole tangled mass of self-deceptions, some that we say out loud and some that we think to ourselves but would never say. It is those self-deceptions, those comforting delusions propelling us along the broad road that leads to destruction, that I hope to unravel in this book.

These self-deceptions, ironically, do not originate with the self. If we take our faith seriously, we will recognize them as Satan’s handiwork. They are part of the extraordinarily effective battle plan that the Evil One has devised for the West. It is quite a different plan from the one he has been using in other parts of the world. Indeed, it would seem that he has only two strategies, and they lie on opposite ends of the spectrum. The first tactic is the simplest and most direct: kill the Christians. We see this unfolding across the world on an unprecedented scale. We hear about it on the news only sparingly, and never with the word “persecution” attached. But still the ground all over the globe is soaked in the blood of Christian martyrs.

Of course, the extermination of Christians in the East is ignored by American Christians and the church in this country just as completely as it is ignored by the media. We don’t care. Not really. It is all too far away for us to notice. Too distant both in geography and experience. We carry on, then, as if the church is not under siege, as if war is not being waged upon us all.

The situation brings to mind the scene surrounding the Battle of Bull Run at the start of the Civil War. The Union so expected to win, and to win so easily, that Union sympathizers came out to the battlefield with blankets and picnic baskets. They sat off on the sidelines, lounging in the shade and drinking tea while an awful battle was fought in the distance. The picnickers would soon be grabbing their blankets and their baskets and running for their lives—the fight did not play out as they had anticipated—but the silliness, arrogance, and obliviousness of those spectators reminds me of the church in the West. We are relaxing, having our picnic, and eating our sandwiches, even as a violent and desperate fight rages on. Men are bleeding and dying and crying out in anguish while we nap comfortably in the shade. I would say that we are like the apostles in Gethsemane, but that would be giving us too much credit. Their spirit was willing while their flesh was weak. Our spirit is weak and our flesh even weaker.

A recent report tells us that Christian persecution is worse now than it has ever been in history.2 Christians in Afghanistan, Somalia, Sudan, Pakistan, North Korea, Libya, Iraq, Yemen, Iran, Egypt, and many other countries are regularly imprisoned, tortured, beaten, raped, and martyred. Their churches are destroyed. Their houses burned. They meet and worship in secret, risking their lives in the process. They live every moment in constant danger.

There are many examples of this persecution that I could mention here, but I’d like to point to just one example from a couple of years ago, because I find it especially tragic and instructive, and I think it provides a striking contrast between the Middle Eastern brand of Christian and the Western brand.

A group of Egyptian Christians were in buses headed to a monastery in the desert. Islamist militants boarded the vehicles with guns, but they did not begin shooting right away. Instead, they pulled the passengers out and interrogated them. The pilgrims were first asked if they were Christian and then told to abandon Christ and convert to Islam. When each person refused to renounce his faith, he was shot in the head or the throat. Apparently all of the victims, even the children, died heroically in this way.3 They would rather die than let go of Christ. And so they did die, and now they are forever in Our Lord’s embrace. They let go of the world and fell straight into the arms of God.

Now, imagine confronting this yourself. Imagine what would be happening in your mind as you kneel there in the sand with the cold barrel of a gun pressing against your temple. There are two questions, remember. You must choose martyrdom twice.

First: “Are you Christian?”

You can escape death right here. All you need to say is “No.” One word. One syllable. One syllable will save your life. That’s all it will take. Just tell them no. You don’t even have to believe it in your heart. It’s just a word. No. No. Say it, you scream to yourself. Say it. No. No. But the Holy Spirit comes over you and steadies your soul. You reach into a reservoir of courage you didn’t know you had available, and you speak the simple truth. “Yes.”

Second: “Will you renounce Christ and convert to Islam?”

Perhaps you didn’t know there would be a second question. You thought they’d kill you after you answered affirmatively to the first. But now you have another chance to save yourself. Another chance to avoid a violent death out here in the middle of nowhere. The Devil whispers to you, “This is a message from God. He wants you to live. You have things to do. You have a family. You have a purpose on earth. Just say yes. Yes. Say yes and renounce. Say yes and betray Christ. He will understand. He does not expect you to be unreasonable.” Most people would say yes, wouldn’t they? It’s a perfectly normal response. You mustn’t be extreme, after all. But again, the Holy Spirit gives you strength, and you see Christ on the cross looking gently down at you: Stand firm, Christ says in your heart, and today you will be with me in paradise. So you take a breath, the last you will ever take on earth, you look your persecutor in the eyes, and with great calm and something almost like joy you say, “No.”

How many of us have a faith like that? The Egyptian martyrs were willing to give up everything for Christ. How many of us are willing to give up anything—let alone everything? Most of us will lash out bitterly if we are asked to make any sacrifice at all, any adjustment to our lives, any change to our lifestyles. We will shriek in horror if anyone suggests, say, that we give up watching certain television shows or listening to certain music. We will explode in fury if anyone questions whether a Christian ought to watch pornography, or dress provocatively, or use profanity. We will laugh and mock and practically spit at any critic who dares to look at something we do, something we enjoy, something that gives us pleasure, and question whether it is proper. Most of us, if we are being perfectly honest, cannot think of one thing—one measly thing—that we greatly enjoy and have the means to do yet have stopped doing because we know it is inconsistent with our faith. I do not believe that I exaggerate when I say that the average American Christian has never given up one single thing for Christ.

I survey my own life as I write these words, and I see myself in a constant state of flight. Fleeing from sacrifice. Fleeing from suffering. I have rarely felt any pain or undergone any trial without kicking and screaming and trying to wriggle myself out of it. Our culture actively fosters this kind of cowardice. And now many of us have descended into a state of total worldliness. We have compared God’s program to the world’s program and opted for the latter, because it does not involve suffering.

So, give up our lives? Not a chance on earth. Put a gun to our head and we will do whatever you ask. There really is no need for the gun to our head. You could just put it to our televisions.

Christ has already told us what it means to follow Him. Give up everything, He commands. Embrace your suffering. Carry your cross. Go hungry for Me. Bleed for Me. Die for Me. “For whoever wants to save their life will lose it, but whoever loses their life for me will find it” (Matthew 16:25). Christians all across the Middle East, North Africa, and Asia have found their lives because they heard these words of Christ and took them literally.

Just think of what these martyrs were doing in the first place when they were killed. They were traveling out into the desert on a pilgrimage to pray at a monastery, despite the enormous risk that such a journey entails in a Muslim country. And what about us? Many of us can’t be bothered to get up on a Sunday morning and drive twelve minutes to church. Our churches aren’t in the desert. There aren’t any Islamic militants patrolling the area, looking to put a bullet in our skulls and turn our children into slaves. What’s our excuse? We don’t want to get up. It’s a hassle. It’s boring. The seats aren’t comfortable. We had an argument with someone at church and it might be awkward to see them. We don’t like the sermons. The pastor was rude to us once. We don’t “feel welcome.” And so on.

Why Aren’t You Shouting?

Sure, we’ve come up with theological excuses for not going to church, not changing our lifestyles, not really doing anything at all. We’ve found a verse or two that justify our laziness in our minds. This is the one area of religion where we exert some effort: in finding excuses to not be religious.

But our brothers and sisters in the East know nothing of these excuses. They can’t conceive of why we’d even want to find them. They look at us and say with exasperation: You can be as Christian as you want and nobody will hurt you. Nobody will kill you. You can shout about Christ from the rooftops. So why aren’t you on the rooftops? Why aren’t you shouting?

Well, we might lose Facebook friends. Someone might accuse us of being weird. And, besides, if we start being really Christian then we might feel guilty about all of the gossiping we do at work, all the lies we tell, all the sexual sins we commit, all the porn we watch on our computers while our wives and children are asleep. We might feel ashamed of the fact that we drink too much and spend too much of our money on frivolous things, and that we give nothing to charity, and that we make no sacrifices at all, and that we live just like everyone else lives. That’s what’s stopping us.

In other words, nothing is stopping us. We’re stopping ourselves. We are comfortable—and consumed by our comforts.

This is Satan’s strategy for us. This is how the church has been subjugated in America. No shot has been fired, yet we Christians in the West have bowed in submission. We have been brought to our knees by an enemy wielding a feather pillow stuffed with a collection of comfortable lies. The Christians overseas get the stick. We get the carrot. And we will do anything for the carrot. We will fall to our faces and worship the carrot like a god.

Kill us? Why? We are no threat to Satan’s master plan. A Christian in Afghanistan is a threat. He must be destroyed. It’s the only way. But a lazy, soft, equivocating Christian in the West? There is no need to persecute him. He is not worthy of it. Just give him a television and the internet and let him drift into oblivion. Satan’s instructions to his minions are clear: If a man is walking into Hell of his own accord, don’t interfere. Walk ahead of him instead, and make sure the coast is clear. Whisper encouragement in his ear. Support him in his self-deception.

Satan’s legions in America have figured out the secret: Don’t put a gun to their heads and tell them to stop being Christian. Don’t appeal to their fear, because if you do that you may accidentally awaken their courage. And then your plan is in trouble. If your persecution produces a bunch of passionate, courageous Christians, then you’ll have to kill every last one of them. If you leave even one Christian of that sort alive, if you let even one slip through the cracks, you’re doomed. A Christian like that is the most powerful person on earth. A warrior for Christ who cannot be shamed into silence, cannot be intimidated, cannot be made to conform, cannot be controlled by earthly forces, is a nuclear bomb in God’s holy arsenal. He is the sort of Christian who crushes empires and conquers civilizations. All you can do with such a man is kill him. He’s too dangerous. Your tricks won’t work. He has the grace of God, and you have nothing better to offer him.

Imagine if half of the alleged Christians in this country possessed half of the faith and courage of our brothers and sisters in Iraq or Somalia. Things would change overnight. Hollywood would crumble because we would refuse to watch its filth. The university system would be turned on its head because we would refuse to feed our children to it. The government would become a force of good, protecting innocent life and supporting the family, because we would refuse to vote for any politician who would support laws that undermine and destroy life and the family. We would wield our faith as a weapon against evil. We would cling to God. We would drink from His truth like a spring in the desert.

But we are too numb. Our faith is too stagnant, too stale, too watered-down, too wide. The great paradox of our religion is that the gate to eternal life is narrow, but God is larger than the cosmos itself. To get through the narrow gate, we must cling to that vast, eternal Being. If we cling instead to smaller things—our jobs, our relationships, our ambitions, our friends, our hobbies, our phones, our pets, or anything else—then we will not fit through the narrow passage. We will find ourselves on the broad path to destruction.

We are so firmly set on this ruinous path, many of us, that we don’t even think of Him most of the time. We make little or no attempt to conform our lives to His commandments or to walk the narrow path that Christ forged for us. We are too busy for that. It’s inconvenient. It’s dull. Christ says, “Pick up your cross and follow Me,” but we take it as a suggestion—just one possible way to live the Christian life. We leave our crosses on the side of the road and head back inside where it’s warm and there’s a new Netflix show to binge. We tell ourselves that we’ll be fine in the end because we are decent people and we are leading normal lives, and God cannot penalize what is normal.

And Satan laughs.

He doesn’t want us to be jolted out of this stupor. The persecutors of the church in America have quite an easy job. For them, the strategy is clear: Put down the gun. Drop the machete. Don’t scare these people. Don’t make martyrs of them. Don’t give them any hint that there is a war going on and the fate of their souls hangs in the balance. Let them be arrogant and self-assured. Let them push out any thought of their own mortality. Let them dismiss everything I’m saying right now as “pessimistic” and “negative.” Let them enjoy themselves. Let them snicker and laugh at anyone who actually takes his faith seriously. Let them whine about feeling judged—as if they are not being judged by the Eternal Judge every second of their lives. Let them dress up their spiritual indifference and cynicism as “positivity” and “hopefulness.” Let them have it all. Fluff their pillow for them. Turn on the TV and hand them the remote. Feed them. Pamper them. Pleasure them. Comfort them. Lie to them. Give them every little thing their hearts desire. Don’t appeal to their fear; appeal to their lust, their laziness, their gluttony, their vanity, their pride, their boredom. And watch them drop like flies into the fire.

Christ tells us the truth in clear and terrifying terms: “Enter through the narrow gate. For wide is the gate and broad is the road that leads to destruction, and many enter through it. But small is the gate and narrow the road that leads to life, and only a few find it” (Matthew 7:13–14).

Meaningless Battles

While Christianity is being destroyed from the inside, many Christians remain stationed at the perimeters, fighting skirmishes that have little meaning and no effect on the end result. You’ve heard, for example, of the alleged “War on Christmas.” It is lamented that department store cashiers assault our ears with wishes of “Happy Holidays” instead of “Merry Christmas.” There are fights over manger scenes and Christmas lights. There was even a group of Christians (small, but vocal) enormously offended about a lack of Christmas graffiti on Starbucks cups a few years ago.4

It would seem that we still feel entitled to live in a Christmas wonderland filled with pretty lights and candy canes and stockings on the fireplace and Christmas music blaring from the overhead speakers at Walmart—even as we make no effort to actually live our faith at any other point of the year. We care deeply about preserving the fun stuff, but not about much else.

I wonder: How many of the people who whine about not hearing “Merry Christmas” have been inside a church on any day of the year that isn’t December 24 or 25? Yet now they are suddenly so overcome with Christian fervor that they want even Home Depot to be adorned in religious decor? They could not be bothered to go to church and sing praises to the Lord at any time in the past fifty-two weeks, but now they want to hear praises to the Lord from the clerk at Sears?

Sure, there may be some devout and observant Christians who are deeply offended by “Happy Holidays.” But I think they are few and far between, because, for one thing, serious Christians are likely to understand that “holiday” literally means “holy day.” There is nothing secular about the phrase, actually. For another, the “War on Christmas” is a battle tailor-made for people who are too lazy to fight any other battle. It’s an outrage the non-spiritual can indulge themselves in. It’s an excuse for casual Christians to earn some easy points.

Here’s the truth we must face: the church in America is not being killed from the outside. The secular, the non-Christian, even the Christian-haters are not destroying us. Christianity is not harmed in the slightest bit when some politically correct corporation bans Christmas decorations from its stores. Rather, the church is collapsing because of exactly the kinds of Christians who want Christmas but not Christianity. It is being destroyed not by unbelievers who refuse to acknowledge Christian holidays, but by believers who want the holidays and nothing else.

There are many other examples of these meaningless battles that we fight simply because we want to convince ourselves that we have not already lost the war. We desperately want to preserve and protect the religious decorations that still adorn our culture. We are horrified at attempts to erase “under God” from the Pledge of Allegiance and “in God we trust” from our currency. But why shouldn’t those phrases be removed? Are we, actually, a nation that trusts God and places itself under His authority? If not, then why do we insist on bearing false witness? God has already been chased out of our society. We may as well let the relics of our religious past be swept aside as well. Perhaps then we will be forced to confront the deeper issue.

Strolling into Annihilation

We have been engaged in a decades-long campaign to widen the narrow road, even as we insist on decorating the road with religious paraphernalia. We have been walking along this broad path, and the Devil has gone in front of us, smoothing out every bump, clearing away the weeds, providing refreshments, and cheerfully encouraging us as we continue to stroll headfirst into annihilation. This is the great problem with American society: It is the widest gate the world has ever known. We are free to spread our arms and live exactly as we wish. But true freedom is not found in living exactly as we wish, but in living as God wishes.

We celebrate our “freedom”—which has become nothing more than the freedom to destroy ourselves. Our founders envisioned a people free to be moral and religious, enabled to achieve their full spiritual potential liberated from the oppression of a tyrannous government. We have taken this spiritual freedom and turned it into spiritual slavery. “You cannot serve two masters,” Jesus warns. That means not just that we cannot serve two, but that we will serve one. No man is truly free to serve himself. He will either serve the God of Heaven or the Devil of Hell. Only the slave to Christ is free. The slave to Satan is wrung out like a sponge until he is nothing but a husk, and then the husk is incinerated.

The true danger we face is not cataclysmic and violent persecution, but the slow drifting from Truth. This is what has become of Christendom in the West. It caught a nice, warm wave and rode it into the darkness. Christians here are not falling away dramatically or suddenly. We are not disavowing God with hatred in our hearts. We are not even diving all the way into the depths of our sin, like the prodigal son, where we might hit the bottom and find ourselves sleeping in the mud with the pigs. We are not doing anything so decisive. We lack the conviction to even sin enthusiastically. We are not running away from God with determination. We are not running at all. Instead we have built a nice, comfortable raft of self-deception, and upon it we are floating gently, gently, gently into Hell.
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