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  On Comparative Religions


  


  It was Tuesday evening and time for my World Religions class. There were twenty-four students, half of them adults and half of college age, with a good ethnic mixture. Two students sat together in the middle of the front row: ‘Isa, a Muslim, and Zvi, a Jew with a black beard, dreadlocks and a yarmulke. These two asked most of the hard questions and made most of the trouble, and I loved them for it. The other twenty-two were all Catholics, in varying degrees of assent or dissent. (Dissent is the nice, new word for what they used to call “heresy.”)


  ‘Isa and Zvi had become good friends because they were good enemies, constantly arguing about Zionism and Palestine and the PLO. They were like spouses, arguing and then reconciling and then arguing again.


  I think ‘Isa’s first impression of me was that I was a bit wimpy, because I played Socrates and asked questions rather than giving answers. I took both sides of every issue to deliberately confuse the students and force them to think for themselves. But ‘Isa stayed with the class because (as he told me later), “On every issue I heard two opposite arguments come out of your mouth, but I also saw a single passion for truth in your eyes.”


  One Tuesday evening, the class was beginning their twenty-minute break in the middle of the long, three-hour class, and most of the students were staying in their seats, some munching snacks and drinking sodas. This was a time for more informal conversations. Suddenly, Zvi asked me, pointing behind my chair, “What is that cross on the wall behind you?”


  I turned around to look. On the pale blue cinder block wall behind my desk, six feet above the floor, there was a foot-high cross of paint that stood out in darker blue. I knew what it meant, and I opened my mouth to answer Zvi’s question, but the Holy Spirit interrupted me in the form of a friendly, fat Irishman who was sitting next to Zvi, who explained, “Oh, that’s where the crucifix used to be. They used to have one in every classroom. And then they took them down. And they haven’t repainted the walls yet.”


  Zvi turned to him. “When did they take them down?”


  I wondered why he said “when” instead of “why.” I soon found out. “Just last year, I think,” was the answer.


  “I thought so. It was the Bundy money,” said Zvi.


  No one understood the reference, and when the class asked him about it, Zvi explained that not long before, President Johnson’s secretary of state, McGeorge Bundy, had negotiated a compromise on the divisive issue of federal funding going to religious schools so that the issue would not have to go to the Supreme Court. The compromise was that these schools could get federal grants as long as they were not “sectarian” and “exclusive.” What that meant was deliberately left undefined. Zvi pointed out that in the year following this ruling, almost all of the twenty-one Jesuit colleges in America, including Boston College, had taken down their crucifixes from the classrooms.


  The Irishman protested this explanation as much too cynical. “We wouldn’t do that for money.”


  Zvi replied, with a wicked little grin, “Of course not. But I hope you got more than thirty pieces of silver this time.” Zvi then had to explain to the biblically illiterate class that Judas Iscariot was the first Catholic to accept a government grant.


  “No way,” protested the Irishman. “We did it to be ecumenical.”


  At this point ‘Isa chimed in. “What does that mean, ecumenical? Can you define that term?”


  He directed the question to me, and once again I opened my mouth to answer, and once again the Holy Spirit interrupted, this time from the mouth of a nursing student in white stockings sitting behind ‘Isa. (I remember both her face and her papers as resembling each other in being overweight and sloppy-looking.) She said something vague like “Ecumenical means we reach out to everybody, everybody’s welcome here, and we don’t want to offend anybody.”


  “Offend anybody?” ‘Isa asked sharply. “Who? Who did you fear to offend?”


  The girl was clearly offended by the question. “Why, non-Catholics, of course.”


  “You mean people like me? A Muslim? And my friend the Jew?”


  (“My friend the Jew” smiled at ‘Isa. They were not enemies now, fighting over Palestine, but common “outsiders” in Christian America and Catholic Boston College.)


  The class hushed, sensing a confrontation. They seemed to be offended by the two impolitely concrete words Muslim and Jew, two of the only words in our language that still have teeth in them.


  “Yeah, I guess so,” the girl replied.


  “Well, I for one am very much offended,” ‘Isa declared. The class hushed even more.


  “For goodness’ sake, why?” asked a voice from the rear.


  “Because you have called me a bigot.”


  “No, no, no, we would never do that. We hate bigotry. When did we ever call you a bigot?”


  “When you took down your crucifixes.”


  “That’s ridiculous. We took them down because we hate bigotry. We took them down because we didn’t want to look like bigots. Why in the world do you say that was calling you a bigot?”


  “Let me try to explain it to you,” answered ‘Isa. “Suppose you came to a Muslim country and enrolled in a Muslim university. Would you be offended by the quotations from the Qur’an in Arabic that you might see on the walls?”


  “Of course not.”


  “And would you be offended by a Star of David if you saw it in a Jewish university?”


  “Of course not.”


  “Why not? Because you are not a bigot. Only a bigot would be offended by a Muslim symbol in a Muslim university, or a Jewish symbol in a Jewish university, right?”


  “Right.”


  “So why did you expect me to be offended by a Catholic symbol in a Catholic university? Only because you expected me to be a bigot.” ‘Isa was silent for five seconds to let the logic sink in. Then he drew the logical corollary: “And I think that’s being a bigot: expecting the other person to be a bigot. So I am offended.”


  The class just didn’t know what to say, or to think. Zvi and I were the only two who were smiling.


  ‘Isa didn’t let it go at that. He went on. “You know, we Muslims don’t have statues or pictures of any person, not even the Prophet Muhammad (blessed be his name!) or the prophet Jesus (peace be upon him!). We believe that is forbidden by God’s commandment against making graven images. But if we did have pictures of our prophets, we would never take them downnot for money, not for anything, and certainly not for fear of offending some bigot.


  “In fact, if we had pictures of our prophets, and soldiers came into our classroom with guns and demanded that we take down the pictures of our prophets because there was a new law and a new regime in power that demanded it, we would never do it. Every good Muslim in that class would run to the pictures and defend them with his life. We believe that martyrs, who die for Allah’s honor, will go to Paradise. We would consider it a great privilege to die for the honor of one of our prophets, especially for the Prophet Muhammad (peace be upon him!) or for the Prophet Jesus (blessed be his name!).”


  ‘Isa had everyone’s total attention. He was turning around and facing them. He was the teacher now. “Tell me,” he asked, “how many of you are Christians?”


  Everyone’s hand went up, except Zvi’s. “So tell me, do you really believe that Jesus is the Son of God? How many of you believe that?”


  Again twenty-two hands went up, most of them hesitatingly.


  “Well, we Muslims don’t believe that. We believe that that idea is pagan and idolatrous and blasphemous and ridiculous. But we do believe that Jesus was a great prophet, and he spoke the Word of God, and he was virgin born, and he performed miracles, and he even raised the dead, and he will come again to judge the world at the end of time. The Qur’an says all that about Jesus.


  “So we revere him and we honor him, and we would never remove his pictures, if we had them, not for money or for fear of offending anyone, not even for fear of death. And you say you believe he is the Son of God, yet you take down your pictures of him just for fear of offending us.”


  At each step of ‘Isa’s sermon the silence had grown more intense. He paused, then concluded: “So I think we are better Christians than you are.”


  The unavoidable logical conclusion felt like a blow to the gut. Everyone was profoundly uncomfortable. It was the most memorable lesson of the whole course. I silently thanked God for sending a prophet to us.


  Postscript


  After I got to know ‘Isa better, I asked him whether I could attend Friday prayer services at his mosque, since I had never experienced a Muslim service before. He was of course happy to take me. I understood only a few words of Arabic, but the palpable sincerity, devotion and single-mindedness of the worshipers impressed me. There was no whispering, no gossiping, no relaxing, even. The congregation’s attitude during the whole service felt almost like a Catholic congregation’s attitude at the moment of the Consecration at the Mass.


  Afterward ‘Isa asked me whether he could attend Mass with me on the Boston College campus, and I of course was happy to take him. We both understood that there was no hidden agenda of proselytizing, on his part or mine, just respectful listening.


  We went to the noon Mass at St. Mary’s, a beautiful little old stone chapel in a corner of the biggest, oldest and most Gothic building on campus, St. Mary’s Hall, where all the Jesuit priests live. The Mass followed the new, modern, streamlined, simplified, unpoetic, flat-sounding, vernacular, post-Vatican II rite, and the priest added even more informality with a few of his own additions and editings, as is often done in America nowadays.


  On the way out, ‘Isa said something to me that struck me so suddenly that I still remember the single yellow dandelion in the grass just outside the chapel door, which seemed to open its eye like a tiny sun and shine a beam of light at me as ‘Isa spoke: “The people who designed this building, this architecturethey are very old, are they not?”


  “Yes,” I answered. “The building was built over one hundred years ago, and the style of Gothic architecture goes back to the Middle Ages.”


  “And the people who designed the words of your service, the words the priest said todaythey are not very old, are they?”


  “No. What you heard is a new, modernized version of a liturgy that is much older. Some Catholics still use the old liturgy, in Latin.”


  “I would like to hear that some time,” said ‘Isa.


  “Why?” I pressed him.


  “Because I think the minds of your ancient ones rush up to heaven like those Gothic spires, but I think the minds of your modern ones run forward on the ground, horizontally, at about eye level. Do you know what I mean?”


  “I know exactly what you mean,” I replied, neither attacking nor defending nor apologizing for the new rite.


  Then came an even more striking line of questioning: “You Christians believe that Jesus is literally God, don’t you?”


  “Yes,” I replied. “God become man. One divine person with two natures, a divine nature and a human nature. We believe he is fully human and fully divine at once.”


  “I don’t understand how you can believe that.”


  I replied, simply, “It is a great mystery.”


  “And Protestant Christians believe that too, don’t they?”


  “Yes. The ones who still believe the Bible do.”


  “And you Catholics have the Mass, but Protestants don’t, is that right?”


  “Yes.”


  “And do you Catholics believe that in the Mass, that little round piece of bread that the priest held up actually becomes Jesus?”


  “Yes. The bread and wine become his body and blood.”


  “It’s not just a symbol? It’s literal?”


  “It’s not just a symbol. It’s literal.”


  “So that’s why everyone was so very quiet when that happened.”


  “Yes.”


  “I don’t understand how you can believe that.”


  “It is a great mystery,” I said again.


  ‘Isa just shook his head. He seemed reluctant to argue with me, but he was apparently trying very hard to comprehend how I could possibly believe that. I thought I understood what he was thinking (but I was wrong), so I said, in an attempt to be sympathetic: “You must be thinking something like this: I don’t understand how all these intelligent people can get down on their knees and worship what looks like a little piece of bread. It’s bad enough that these Christians all worship a man, but it’s even worse that Catholics worship a little piece of bread.”


  “No, that’s not quite what I am thinking.”


  “What are you thinking, then?”


  “I am trying to imagine how you feel.”


  “And . . . ?”


  “And I just can’t imagine it. It’s hard enough to imagine what it would feel like to be a Protestant, but I can’t imagine what you Catholics feel at that moment in the Mass.”


  “I think I understand what you mean,” I said, but I was wrong again. “You mean you can’t even imagine yourself ever bowing down to that.”


  “No, that is not what I am thinking. I am thinking that if I believed thatif I believed what you say you believe, that God himself was there in person right in front of my eyesI can’t imagine myself ever getting up again.”


  I suddenly realized my mistake. I thought ‘Isa was merely skeptical of this hard-to-believe Catholic teaching, but I had confused a skeptic with a saint. A skeptic is someone who cannot get down on his knees, but a saint is someone who cannot get up.


  ‘Isa added, “And I think that if I believed thatif I believed that that little piece of bread that goes into your mouth is really Jesus, and that Jesus is really AllahI would certainly not be able to sing a hymn after he entered my mouth, as you people did. I would not be able to speak. I think I would just collapse and faint dead away. Or else I would just dissolve like smoke.”


  I don’t know why, but I cannot forget that single little yellow dandelion that smiled up at me ironically as ‘Isa spoke.
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  On Feminism


  


  After getting to know each other, ‘Isa and Libby mutually agreed to be friendly enemies. Once, following a surprisingly candid conversation, Libby stroked her chin and said, “You know, Jack, I really like you. You’re a good person. But I want to be candid with you: I didn’t think I would like you at first. But there’s something I don’t understand about you . . .”


  “What is it, Libby?”


  “Well, set me straight if I’m on the wrong track here, won’t you?butyou surprise me. You’re not a typical Muslim, are you?”


  “Libby, I will set you straight. You would have insulted me less if you had insulted me instead of my religion. Why do you think typical Muslims are not good persons?”


  “I didn’t say that.”


  “Yes, you did. You said you were surprised that I was a good person and not a typical Muslim. The logical assumption there is that a typical Muslim is not a good person. Do you want me to explain the logic?”


  “No, man, I’m in no mood for a logic lesson. ButI gotta be honest with youI do think of most Muslims as kind ofkind of oppressive and dangerous, I guess, and spoiling for a fight, and supporting terrorists.”


  “Why? Where do you get your information about Muslims?”


  “The papers.”


  “The American papers.”


  “Of course.”


  “And how many stories have you read there about Muslim terrorists?”


  “Hundreds. That’s just my point.”


  “And how many stories have you read there about Muslim saints?”


  “Muslim saints?”


  “Yes, Muslim saints. The phrase is not an oxymoron.”


  “None.”


  “Did you ever wonder why?”


  “Because there are more Muslim terrorists than Muslim saints.”


  “No. There are more Muslim saints than Muslim terrorists.”


  “How come we don’t hear about them, then?”


  “Because they don’t make loud noises. Your media is in love with loud noises. Especially explosions. Loud noises sell papers. Saints do not sell papers.”


  “What do you mean by saints?”


  “Just peaceful, quiet people minding their own business and loving their families. For every Muslim terrorist there are a hundred Muslims like that. You are worrying about the 1 percent that make all the trouble.”


  “Jack, I’m in no position to argue with you about numbers. Maybe you’ve got 1 percent terrorists, but you’ve got 50 percent in another category. I’m bothered even more about them.”


  “What category is that?”


  “Women. I’d never want to be a woman in a Muslim society.”


  “Why not? Don’t you want to be happy?”


  “I sure do. That’s the whole point. That’s why . . .”


  “That is the whole point. Women in Muslim societies are happier than women in Western societies.”


  “Yeah, sure. Sell me the Brooklyn Bridge, why don’tcha?”


  “I will try to sell you something. Something about happiness in both societies. Because I know something about both societies, so I can compare them. Do you?”


  “I know enough to know that a Muslim society is no place for any woman with my name and my values. Libertythat’s one thing your women don’t have much of, for sure. The Taliban force women to be covered head to foot. They don’t allow women to be educated or have jobs. They can’t go in public unless accompanied by a male member of the family. And if a woman is caught having an affair, she’s killedsometimes by her own family. And the man goes free. I don’t think that sort of society creates a lot of happiness in women.”


  “Some Muslim societies are extreme, yes, but they are the exception, not the rule. I’m talking about the large majority of Muslim societies. No woman can be happy under the Taliban, but most Muslim women are happy. It’s your women that are unhappy, by their own admission.”


  “Well, even if most of your women are happierwhich I very much doubtthat’s only because they don’t know what they’re missing. They don’t know any better because they’re oppressed. If they’re content, it’s because your men keep them down, and they keep their consciousness down too.”


  “So you think they need some feminists to come and give them somehow do you say itsome ‘consciousness-raising’?”


  “Absolutely!”


  “Do you see how snobbish it is to say that our women need your feminists to come and raise their consciousness?”


  “Snobbish, am I? Now it’s you who uses an insult instead of a thought. But hey, what do I know, anyway? I’m just a snob!”


  “No, Libby, I didn’t say you were a snob. I said your idea was snobbish.”


  “If I’ve got the ideas of a snob, that makes me a snob. If it looks like a duck and walks like a duck and sounds like a duck, it’s a duck!”


  “You don’t understand, Libby. I’m saying that snobbish idea is unworthy of you because you’re not a snob.”


  “Oh, now I see. I just don’t understand. Poor little woman doesn’t have a bright enough light in her brain, like this man here. How silly of me to take that personally!”


  “Oh, all right, Libby, let’s say you win the argument about insults. I don’t care about that.”


  “That’s your whole problem, man. You’re as sensitive as a chain saw. Well, I do care about that.”


  “Then I apologize. But what I care about is Islam, and you are misunderstanding and insulting my religion.”


  “How?”


  “By calling our societies oppressiveour societies that are based on our religion.”


  “They are oppressive.”


  “What do you mean by oppressive?”


  “They impose men’s image of women on women.”


  “No, it is exactly the opposite! We let women be women. It is you feminists who impose men’s image on women!”


  “That’s ridiculous.”


  “Yes, it is. But that’s what you do, anyway.”


  “So how do you say we do that, O expert on all things feminine?”


  “Libby, I thought we agreed not to be personalno, forget it, be personal if you like, just let me answer you. Here is how you do that: you think the Sexual Revolution of the sixties and seventies liberated women, right? You feminists worked for that Revolution, right?”


  “Right.”


  “But women are the main victims of that revolution, and men are the victors. Husbands abandon wives, boyfriends abandon girlfriends, men pressure women to abort their children. More and more women are single mothers, and poorall because their men lived the Sexual Revolution. Look what’s risingand it’s not consciousness: rape and date rape, battered women and abandoned women. Your women are oppressed, not ours. And your consciousness is oppressed too, because your men have sold you the big lie, they’ve sold you on their revolution and left you holding the bag after they get all the kicks and all the liberty and all the money, and you pay the price.”


  “So you think we’re a bunch of wimps and fools?”


  “Yes! You should have the guts to stand up to your selfish men and your selfish society.”


  “I’m not going to stand here and take this crap from you!”


  “Good. Don’t just take it. Fight back. Prove I’m wrong.”


  “All right. If I lived in a place like Saudi Arabia, I couldn’t even go out of my house. I’d be a prisoner.”


  “That’s not true. You could go out, but you’d have to cover your body. You couldn’t dress like a whore. Is that what you find oppressive?”


  “Are you saying I’m dressed like a whore now just because my face and arms aren’t covered? I can’t believe what I’m hearing . . .”


  “No . . .”


  “Why don’t your men have to veil their faces? You got a double standard.”


  “Of course we do! So does God. He made women and men different. You may resent that, but that’s the way it is.”


  “We don’t resent that.”


  “Sure you do. You American women ape your men. You dress like them, you talk like them, you act like them. You’re ashamed of your difference, your femininity. Deep down, you wish you were men, not women. Why else would you ape them?”


  “I don’t believe what I’m hearing.”


  “Here’s another thing: you don’t do the one thing only a woman can do any more. You don’t do much of it, anyway.”


  “What’s that?”


  “Have children. You don’t respect motherhood any more. You don’t respect what a woman is for.”


  “Ohhh, I see. We’re just baby-making machines. Oh, wait, I think I figured it out. We exist for men. That’s what women are for, in your culture.”


  “God made you for men!”


  “Oh, sure, give your chauvinism a religious sanction. And then if we question you men, we’ll be questioning God. I’m onto your dirty tricks, Jack.”


  “Wait! God made men for women too.”


  “Oh. Well . . .”


  “And for children.”


  “Ah, I see. We don’t have lots of kids, and you do, and pretty soon we die out and you take over the world.”


  “If you keep going the way you’re going, that’s exactly what will happen!”


  “I see. It becomes clearer and clearer. So you Muslims are the destined lords and masters of the world, just as men are the destined lords and masters of women, eh? I’m onto you, Jack.”


  “Good grief, Libby, all I’m doing is defending womanhood and motherhood and families.”


  “Nice spy cover you got there, Jack. But I see right through you.”


  “You know, Libby, you almost make me wish I was a woman for just a few minutes, just so that you’d listen to me.”


  “But if you were a woman you’d be singing a different tune. The oppressor and the oppressed don’t sing the same song.”


  “You’re right. They don’t. And our Muslim men and women do sing the same song. Therefore, they’re not oppressor and oppressed. Muslim women like the same system Muslim men like. We don’t have the ‘war between the sexes.’ You do.”


  “Are you telling me that Muslim women don’t wish they had the freedoms women have here? That there’s no envy there?”


  “That’s exactly what I’m telling you. We don’t have envy; we have pity.”


  “You sure don’t have respect.”


  “Right! We don’t have much respect for men in Western society who have only one thing on their mind, and even less respect for the women who kiss up to the male obsession by showing off their bodies to men. Why would our happy women envy your unhappy women? Who envies unhappiness?”


  “We’re happy!” she yelled and slammed her fist on the table.


  “I can see that,” said ‘Isa sarcastically. “By your own actions, you ‘feminists’ are unhappy, and angry! And you want to ‘raise the consciousness’ of our contented women? I think that’s the spy cover. And I think it’s you who have the envy. I think you envy happy women, and you can’t stand them. So you have to make them as unhappy as you are. You want to turn them into . . .”


  “Into what? Come out with it, Jack.”


  “Into bitches and witches and whores and home wreckers and lesbians and baby-killers. Because you’re miserable and lonely and you need the company.”


  Libby’s eyes shot fire. “Jack, I was wrong. I said you had the sensitivity of a chain saw. I was wrong. That was an insult to chain saws. And if you think any self-respecting woman is going to stand around and take that verbal rape, you probably think we enjoy being raped in our bodies too. You are a total idiot, and I am outta here.”


  Obviously, no more dialogue followed for a long time. But each had planted doubts in the other’s mind, doubts that neither one dared to admit.
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  On Sexual Morality and Moral Ambiguity


  

  Some weeks later ‘Isa, Libby and Evan were at the house arguing about Western values and Islamic values (as usual) when ‘Isa came out with what seemed to both of the others to be a very strange criticism: he accused Western Christians of polytheism.


  “You mean we worship three hundred million gods: ourselves?” asked Evan.


  “Oh, that too,” replied ‘Isa. “But I was thinking of just three gods you worship.”


  “No, ‘Isa,” explained Evan. “When we say that God is a Trinity, we do not mean he is three Gods.”


  “I wasn’t thinking of the Trinitythough we think that idea is totally unacceptable too. No, I was thinking of ‘the world, the flesh and the devil.’ ”


  “You say we worship those three as gods?” asked Evan.


  “Yes.”


  “Could you please explain what you mean by that?” asked Evan.


  At this point Libby poked Evan with her elbow, winking, and said, “You’re asking for it, Evan. Here comes the fire and brimstone.”


  “I will try,” said ‘Isa, “but I wonder why a Muslim has to explain to Christians the meaning of their own terminology.”


  “Gee, Jack, thanks for the compliment. That’s just so typically sweet and sensitive of you!” Libby said, sarcastically.


  Ignoring her, ‘Isa explained: “ ‘The world, the flesh, and the devil’ mean the three sources of evil: evil from without, evil from within and evil from below.”


  “The worlddoes that mean the planet earth?” asked Libby


  “No,” answered ‘Isa. “The world means society, the times, fashion, fashionable opinions, what everybody thinks, what your media tell you, being accepted, being one of the crowd, equality. The one idea you never dare to think, the one idea you never dream of thinking, is the idea of superiority and inferiority, isn’t that right?”


  “How superior of you to notice that,” jibed Libby.


  ‘Isa ignored her, seeing that Evan was still listening. “And the flesh means human weaknesses. Of course for your society, that’s sex. That’s your one nonnegotiable absolute. For that, you will murder your own unborn children, so you can have free sex without being bound to the babies that God invented sex for.”


  Libby opened her mouth and then shut it. She said to Evan, “Let’s let him finish first. Give him enough rope and he’ll hang himself.”


  ‘Isa just smiled at her. “What do you say about the devil?” asked Evan.


  “His sin is pride. And who teaches you that? Your pop psychologists. They’re your prophets. Go to any bookstore and you’ll find more books on psychology than on all the other sciences put together. And what do they all tell you? What’s their one message? Self-esteem! Exactly the opposite from the one message of all the real prophets in your Bible, repentance. Instead of ‘repent’ you get ‘I’m OK, you’re OK.’ ”


  “And that’s from the devil?” asked Libby. “That’s our road to hell?”


  “Well, let me put it this way,” answered ‘Isa. “I think the song they all sing as they enter hell is ‘I Did It My Way.’ So that’s what you’re rehearsing for.”


  “And you guysyou Muslimswhat song are you singing?”


  “We’re learning to surrender to God. That’s rehearsing for heaven.”


  “See? I told you. Brimstone,” Libby said, turning to Evan.


  “Do you really think God approves of your society?” asked ‘Isa. “Can you imagine your prophet Jesus watching your MTV and saying it was ‘cool’ instead of ‘decadent’?”


  “Decadentyou mean sexually decadent?” asked Libby.


  “Yes.”


  “You got a real obsession there, Jack.”


  “No, you do. Your society, I mean. Your sins against the other commandments are only ordinary, but that one is spectacular. And you don’t even feel guilty about it anymore, as you do about other sins. You don’t just do it, you justify it and sanctify it and glorify it.”


  “It? Are you saying sex is a sin?”


  “Of course not. I’m talking about adultery.”


  “We don’t justify adultery.”


  “Yes you do. You justify adulterated sex. All kinds of adulterated sex: lust, masturbation, contraception, fornication, sodomyanything goes as long as it’s free and ‘consensual.’ ”


  “Tell me more, preacher man. Let it all come out.”


  “I will, since you ask. I think you don’t submit to God and his commandments because it interferes with your sex life. I think you’re a Christian only from the waist up: in your heart, maybe, but not in your sex organs. And
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