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Colloquī is a Deacon’s Corner 

weekly journal. Its mission and 

purpose: to encourage serious 

discussion, to promote reasoned 

debate, and to provide serious 

content for those who hope to 

find their own pathway to God.  

Each week Colloquī will contain 

articles on theology, philoso-

phy, faith, religion, Catholicism, 

and much more.  

Be forewarned! Articles may 

and often will contain fuel for 

controversy, but always with 

the express intent to seek the 

Truth, the whole truth, and 

nothing but the truth, so help us 

God. 

What Of The Soul? 
The powers of the spirit 

W 
hat of the soul? Its 

ethereal existence so 

frustrates our insatia-

ble appetite to know 

of it. What qualities 

does it possess? What powers?    

Thomas Aquinas 

taught that the seat of our 

intellect and will resides 

within the human soul. 

The intellect enables us to 

think of universal con-

cepts, such as mercy and 

justice and abstract mathematics. With 

our will, we are able to act on abstract 

principles. Aquinas reasoned that be-

cause abstract concepts are thoughts un-

related to particular things, the intellect 

could not be material. Thus, he posited, 

the intellect and will must be immaterial 

powers of the soul; powers facilitated by 

matter, not caused by it.  

What is modern science to think of 

this? An early-twentieth-century neuro-

surgeon, Wilder Penfield, noted that our 

core identity—the sense of “I”—could 

not be evoked or altered by physical 

stimulation of the brain. He also ob-

served that spontaneous electrical dis-

charges in the brain cause involuntary 

sensations and movements and even 

emotions, but never abstract reasoning 

or calculation; “there are no ‘calculus’ sei-

zures or ‘moral’ seizures, in which patients 

involuntarily take second derivatives or pon-

der mercy.” As Michael Egnor, a profes-

sor of neurological sur-

gery explains: “Our higher 

brain functions defy precise 

mapping onto brain tissue, 

because they are not generat-

ed by tissue, as our lower 

brain functions are.”1 

Contrary to the view that 

matter is all there is, evidence from the 

laboratory, operating room, and clinical 

experience strongly suggest otherwise.  

“We can do better science—and medi-

cine—when we recognize that human beings 

have abilities that transcend reductionist 

material explanations. In this century of un-

precedented advances in brain research, it’s 

remarkable that the deepest insights emerge 

from an ancient paradigm: Thomas Aqui-

nas’s map of the soul.” 

    

1. Michael Egnor, MD, Professor of Neurological 
Surgery at Stony Brook University School of Medi-
cine, A Map of the Soul, First Things, 6/19/17. 
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Sliding Past 
The day after yesterday 

T 
wo years ago, I retreated 

from the world for a week 

of silent reflection. It was 

perhaps one of the most 

excellent adventures I have ever un-

dertaken. I keep thinking I should do it 

again; I am not quite certain why I 

haven’t—inertia, I suppose.  

Each day was a new beginning; 

different than the day before, always  

filled with surprise and won-

der. 

At the end of day one I 

found myself musing on just 

how wonderful the day had 

been. Here is what I wrote, in 

part: 

  

W 
hat a gift today 

has been. I was 

asked how the retreat 

was going and I could only describe it 

as luscious! Doesn’t that sound odd? 

Yet, that is what it feels and tastes like; 

sort of like the lyrics “Taste and see the 

goodness of the Lord”. 

At Morning Prayer, the reading 

was 1 Kings 1-13 which is the reading 

that inspired me to write my book The 

Voices Of God and which coincidently 

serves as the lead-in to chapter four of 

the aforementioned book. I could only 

look toward heaven and smile. He re-

ally knows how to make an entrance!  

This afternoon I walked the Sta-

tions of the Cross. It is a beautiful walk 

among a copse of very large trees. 

There was a flock (I suppose that is the 

correct term) of wild turkeys also tak-

ing in the stations—why else would 

they be there—and so either I followed 

them or they led me through that quiet 

and blessed place. I felt blessed with 

their company.  

  

Day three felt odd. I suppose it 

was because it was Sunday and as I 

wrote in my journal, it was the first 

Sunday in a while that I wasn’t serving 

at the table of the Lord.  

  

T 
his is day three of my retreat 

and I must admit to finding 

each day different than those 

that came before. Day one I heard God 

telling me that he was here beside me 

and to just relax, pray, and let him in. 

Day two, not a peep, zip, nada, noth-

ing. It was as if he was telling me that 

he was giving me the silent retreat-

ment and therefore to quit depending 

on him for everything and to try and 

figure some things out on my own. I 

can hear him chuckling at his own 

joke! Day three, today, he’s baaaaack 

and as usual he has let me have it full-

knuckled. I’m still not sure what he 

has in mind but I have no doubt that 

over the remaining four days clarity 

will come, well perhaps things might 

become a bit less murky. I have no 

doubts at all that he is calling me.  

After lunch I returned to my room 

with a song bouncing around in that 

largely empty space between my ears 

but could not recall its title or much of 

the lyrics, nothing much beyond the 

melody. So I asked the foremost au-

thority on all things magically musical, 

my dear friend Nina for that infor-

mation which she so graciously re-

turned to me. The song is “Here I am 

Lord” by Dan Schutte.  

Of course I immediately 

looked it up on my trusty lap-

top and found a recording 

along with the lyrics which I 

have been listening to now 

repeatedly for the past hour. I 

know. I know. I know it’s ab-

solutely insane, but those 

words!  

The refrain goes: 

Here I am Lord. Is it I Lord? 

I have heard You calling in the night. 

I will go Lord, if You lead me. 

I will hold Your people in my Heart. 

I don’t know about you but those 

words really speak to me. I still have 

tears in my eyes, I really do. Wow, oh 

dear God, I can’t bear it! I can only 

pray that you feel it too. To me they 

speak of a total commitment, a com-

plete giving of self for his people, and 

of doing whatever God asks knowing 

that he is leading the way, taking me 

where I may not want to go and ask-

ing me to do what I may not wish to 

do. I may not know where or what or 

how but I do know why: because he 

has called and I must say yes. There   

CONTINUED ON PAGE 3  
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really is nothing else, is there?  

And yes Lord, I’m still listening. I 

will go Lord because I know that you 

are with me always. 

  

Day five of my retreat—it 

seems to me now—was a day of deep 

personal reflection. It was a day bitter-

sweet, filled with silent longing.  

Frequent reflection is good for the 

soul; it is a goodly habit to develop. It 

humbles the mind and awakens long 

forgotten memories; it stirs the imagi-

nation and opens the inward eye to 

new ideas and unexplored pathways.  

Looking upon the world takes but 

little effort, yet to look inside one’s 

innermost, to examine all of what you 

have been, what you are and what you 

might well become—now that truly 

tries the soul.    

  

S 
uddenly it feels as though my 

time here is quickly coming to 

an ending and yet I find myself 

clinging tightly to its beginning, not 

quite prepared to hear the next tick or 

tock of that ever consistent clock. I 

suppose that any reluctance that I am 

experiencing can be attributed to just 

how much I have accomplished dur-

ing my brief sojourn here, coupled 

with the self-imposed exile that I have 

so thoroughly enjoyed.  

There is no question that there are 

many friends, one particular dog, and 

the feel and smell of home that I do 

sincerely miss (so much so that I can 

taste it,) yet there is a silent stillness 

that invades my soul in the quiet soli-

tude of this place and I know that I 

will surely miss it when I go. But then 

I know that someday I’ll be back.  

Two days ago—I believe it was 

Sunday although the days here some-

how blur and blend together so it may 

have been another day—I walked 

through the small library made availa-

ble to all retreatants. I had nothing 

specific in mind since I had, as is my 

habit, carried more books with me 

than I could possibly read during my 

brief stay here. But books have a mag-

netic attractive property and like iron I 

am irresistibly drawn into their pres-

ence.  

While I have never actually per-

formed an inventory, I suppose I have 

amassed over the years a library of 

some 10,000 books, the bulk of them I 

still possess (honestly, I cannot let any 

of them leave me.) Ask me where I 

keep them and all I can say is every-

where!  

Fortunately, these days I almost 

always go with eBooks which do not 

require physical storage space and that 

is a good thing. The truth is that my 

rate of book acquisition has slowed not 

one bit since I read on average one to 

three books every week. Even though I 

predominately purchase books in digi-

tal format these days rather than phys-

ical paper, the attraction for the physi-

cal book remains as strong as ever.  

But I digress…as I was perusing 

the selection of books available, one 

book stood out from the rest. The book 

was titled, The Experience of God by 

David Bentley Hart, and as I began to 

read it I was immediately immersed in 

it. Rather than borrow the book from 

the library, I of course got online and 

purchased the eBook.  

Now, I find it a fascinating read 

but I must admit that it is not an easy 

read at all and certainly would not be 

everyone’s cup of tea. For many it just 

might be like drinking a cup of arsenic 

but I suppose that would be fine if you 

happened to enjoy drinking arsenic.  

First, Hart is a metaphysicist and 

this book is nothing but steeped in all 

things metaphysical, and second, Hart 

uses words that I must admit I don’t 

understand! Fortunately, the Kindle 

app on my iPad has a neat feature that 

allows you to tap a word and instantly 

the dictionary definition pops up. I’m 

finding that I am using that a lot with 

this book but then I’m learning all 

kinds of new words which I will be 

able to cruelly foist upon my own sus-

pecting readers!  

What joy! Don’t you just love it! 

  

Each has a journey unique unto his 

own. For every soul a path no other 

soul will take. Each path shaped by the 

Knowing. Each a new beginning with 

but one ending,  

God makes us whole.  

There are times when we need to 

pause, remove ourselves from the 

world and breathe deep His Spirit. At 

times, we need to die to the world so 

that we may live in His Spirit. Each 

day of silent retreat brought—with the 

sunrise—a fresh surprise of Love. And 

Hope. And Wonder. God is good. 

God makes us whole.   
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A Life Unfinished 
Looking beyond ourselves 

E 
ach of us, no matter how 

long or short the years, has 

known success as well as 

failure. We have all had to 

deal with failure—where the best we 

had to give simply wasn’t good 

enough, where what we did or tried to 

do fell short of our hopes, our dreams, 

our expectations; where good inten-

tions led us ultimately to bad results.       

We are creatures, created by God; 

frail, incomplete, and unfinished crea-

tures. We are, by our nature, in-

herently deficient and wanting, 

inescapably vulnerable, subject to 

failure, disappointment and pain. 

And yes, we are subject to the 

wages of sin; no one is perfect, no 

one may righteously throw a 

stone at another, for no one is 

without sin. We acknowledge as 

much when we pray the Confite-

or, when we confess to Almighty 

God and to all our brothers and 

sisters that we have sinned 

through our faults, thoughts and 

words, in our actions and in our fail-

ures.  

As the late Jesuit, Father John Ka-

vanaugh once wrote, “Such is the pain 

of the earth. Yet the sufferings of time, 

Paul writes, are nothing compared to the 

glory revealed in us. There is futility in 

our being only if our being is all there is. 

The flower fades and droops. The once 

young body one day sags and then lingers 

long. Flesh hardens first, then melts away, 

corruptible, slave to space and time. And 

yet we glory in it, and rightly so. God does 

as well. This paltry flesh, like all creation 

groaning longs for finish, completion, and 

rest. Such is the glorious agony of our con-

dition. 

We, like the earth that gives birth to 

us, are subject to the great inexorable laws 

of rise and decay. We are fundamentally 

good, we are things that grow; and yet 

because we grow, we lack.” 

We are not only unfinished in our 

being, but in our nature as well. We 

have been gifted by God not only with 

life, but with self-awareness and free-

will, endowed with the freedom to 

affirm or reject the limited good within 

us. 

H 
umans might utter, “Yes.” 

They might also say, “No.” 

God’s final risk was to give 

us the freedom to choose, knowing 

from such an unfinished creation there 

would come not only the glories of 

love but the disasters of moral evil as 

well. 

Here is where the parable in to-

day’s gospel illustrates how different 

our individual responses might be to 

the Word of God. Here also, Pope 

Saint Gregory the Great, one of the 

four great doctors of the Western 

Church, believed that the seed repre-

sented the Word of God, the field was 

the world, the birds, demons, and the 

thorns, riches.  

O 
n the last point he asked if 

anyone would believe “… 

that thorns stood for riches? 

After all, thorns are piercing and riches 

pleasurable. And yet riches are thorns be-

cause thoughts of them pierce the mind 

and torture it. When finally they lure a 

person to sin, it is as though they were 

drawing blood from the wound they have 

inflicted….Riches are deceptive because 

they cannot stay with us for long; they are 

deceptive because they are incapable 

of relieving our spiritual poverty. 

The only true riches are those that 

make us rich in virtue. 

Therefore, if you want to be rich, 

beloved, love true riches. If you aspire 

to the heights of real honor, strive to 

reach the kingdom of heaven. If you 

value rank and renown, hasten to be 

enrolled in the heavenly court of the 

angels.” 

There is, of course, another way 

of looking at the parable: Jesus is the 

sower, the Word made flesh; we are 

the seed. Jesus sows in our hearts his 

word, impregnating us so we can ger-

minate and grow. 

For some, there is hearing but no 

understanding. These are those who 

fall on the hardened paths of life, un-

rooted, landing where they fall, easy 

prey for the evil one who steals away 

what was sown in their hearts.  

As Gregory the Great warns us: 

“Be careful, then, that the word you have  

  CONTINUED ON PAGE 3  
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received through your ears remains in 

your heart. Be careful that the seed does 

not fall along the path, for fear that the evil 

spirit may come and take it from your 

memory.” 

T 
hen there are those who hear 

his word with great enthusi-

asm and joy. Their faith is su-

perficial, unable to develop deep roots 

because the ground beneath their feet 

is nothing but rocks.   

They follow, but only as long as 

the road is easy. When difficulties arise 

or they are threatened with ridicule or 

persecution, their faith withers and 

dies, and they quickly walk away.  

Again, Gregory says, “Many people 

are pleased with what they hear and they 

resolve to undertake some good work, but 

as soon as difficulties begin to arise and 

hinder them they leave the work unfin-

ished. 

The stony ground lacked the necessary 

moisture for the sprouting seed to yield the 

fruit of perseverance.” 

Still others choke when they fall 

among thorns. They hear the word of 

God and believe, but find themselves 

lured away by the siren call of worldly 

riches and possessions. They believe 

they are like gods and that they can 

achieve any and all things on their 

own.  

We can all recall the story of the 

rich man who asked what he must do 

to inherit eternal life (Mark 10:17-31). 

When Jesus told him to go, sell what 

he had and give to the poor, he went 

away sad, for he was possessed by his 

many possessions. He was a seed 

which had fallen among the thorns of 

his self-idolatry and his possessions. 

Such seed cannot grow, will not grow, 

and can therefore bear no fruit.   

Then there are those who fall on 

fertile soil, they hear the Word of God 

and take it all in. They admit to their 

own limitations, to their incomplete-

ness and their unfinished creature-

hood. “They embrace the limit of life, the 

gift of being good but not God. They cher-

ish the gift of dependence as creatures. 

And they bear fruit …”  

But why did Christ not simply 

speak plainly to all those who came to 

listen? Why speak in parables which 

require explanation? If God can give 

the gift of knowledge, why not to eve-

ryone? Why conceal it in parables 

which only some can understand? 

Sometimes, there can be too much of a 

good thing. For example: 

T 
here are some who find math-

ematics or biology or chemis-

try or nuclear physics easily 

understandable. Unfortunately, many, 

like myself, have difficulty adding two 

numbers and getting the correct result. 

I once read that there are an infinite 

number of incorrect answers to 2 + 2, 

but only one correct answer. I still 

have problems figuring out which is 

the correct one.  

No amount of genius could force 

knowledge of higher mathematics into 

my math-averse brain because I simp-

ly am not, nor will I ever be ready to 

receive it. To force knowledge on 

someone who isn’t ready to receive it 

with any understanding is both cruel 

and a complete waste of time and en-

ergy. 

Jesus spoke in parables because 

not everyone who came to hear him 

was ready to become a disciple. Even 

though some were not ready to receive 

him, they could learn something, no 

matter how little or how much, from 

his parables.  

J esus however is not the only sower 

for he left the sowing to his church 

and his disciples. And we are 

members of his church, disciples called 

to sow good seed wherever and when-

ever we can. Sowing the good news is 

never easy. Like the sower in the para-

ble, the seed we sow often falls on in-

hospitable and barren soil, upon rocks 

and among thorns.  

As we heard in the first reading 

from Isaiah: “Just as from the heavens the 

rain and snow come down and do not re-

turn there till they have watered the earth, 

making it fertile and fruitful, giving seed 

to the one who sows and bread to the one 

who eats, so shall my word be that goes 

forth from my mouth; my word shall not 

return to me void, but shall do my will, 

achieving the end for which I sent it.” Je-

sus did not return to the Father until 

he had achieved all he had been sent to 

do. We are sent to do the same. 

We are called to sow the best seed 

we have, lettings God’s sun, wind, and 

gentle rains do the rest. A sower freely 

and generously sows the best seed, the 

word of God. Such seed leads to eter-

nal life and is offered to all people, not 

just a chosen few.  Amen.  

Homily  for the 
Fifteenth Sunday in Ordinary Time (A) 

Isaiah 55:10-11 
Romans 8:18-23 
Matthew 13:1-23 
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Et Quod Hoc ... 
This and that ...  

T 
he second paragraph of the 

Declaration of Independ-

ence begins with that well-

known sentence: “We hold 

these truths to be self-evident, that all men 

are created equal, that they are endowed by 

their Creator with certain unalienable 

Rights, that among them are Life, Liberty, 

and the pursuit of Happiness, and above 

all else, Universal Healthcare.” 

 

I must confess. If you look, you 

will not find Universal Healthcare 

writ in that formative document. I 

apologize for the unwarranted ad-

dition. It is not in the declaration, 

even though many are wont to be-

lieve that it is. 

 

A recent letter from a reader to 

the local newspaper, addressed to 

U.S. Senator Dean Heller of Nevada 

asked, “Is health care a right or a privi-

lege?” The writer then went on to state 

“Our Declaration of Independence is a 

statement on human rights …” Notwith-

standing the writer’s obvious lack of 

any basic understanding concerning 

the purpose and content of the docu-

ment in question—the reader should 

have read the first sentence of the final 

paragraph: “We, therefore, The Repre-

sentatives of the United States of America, 

in General Congress, Assembled, appeal-

ing to the Supreme Judge of the world for 

the rectitude of our intentions, do, in the 

Name, and by Authority of the good Peo-

ple of these Colonies, solemnly publish and 

declare, That these United Colonies are, 

and of Right ought to be Free and Inde-

pendent States; that they are Absolved 

from all Allegiance to the British 

Crown, and that all political connec-

tion between them and the State of 

Great Britain, is and ought to be to-

tally dissolved; …”—there is nothing 

to be found in the Declaration of Inde-

pendence—or the Constitution, for 

that matter—that mentions either di-

rectly or indirectly, explicitly or im-

plicitly—a right to healthcare, in any 

form or fashion.  

 

That, however, does not seem to 

bother those who quite mistakenly see 

health insurance as a unalienable 

“right,” even a moral imperative, 

which it most definitely is not. The 

reality is that “health insurance” as we 

now know it is a relatively new busi-

ness construct, with modern health 

insurance policies available  for little 

more than a half-century.  

Accident insurance was first 

offered in the United States by the 

Franklin Health Assurance Company 

of Massachusetts. This firm, founded 

in 1850, offered insurance against inju-

ries arising from railroad and steam-

boat accidents. Sixty organizations 

were offering accident insurance in the 

US by 1866. Sickness coverage in the 

US effectively dates from 1890. The 

first employer-sponsored group disa-

bility policy was issued in 1911, but 

this plan's primary purpose was re-

placing wages lost because the worker 

was unable to work, not medical ex-

penses. 

 

Before the development of medical 

expense insurance, patients were 

expected to pay all health care costs 

out of their own pockets, under 

what is known as the fee-for-service 

business model. During the middle 

to late 20th century, traditional dis-

ability insurance evolved into mod-

ern health insurance programs.  

 

Apparently, to hear all the hew 

and cry: all of civilization—lacking 

that most basic of human rights, the 

right to health insurance—was 

“immoral and unconscionable” until the 

mid-twentieth century.  

 

The current debate wrongly and 

for less than honest reasons, refuses to 

use the term “health insurance,” but 

rather the more emotive “healthcare.” 

This is not, as many are wont to argue, 

a mere facile exercise in semantics.  

Whether healthcare is a right is a 

philosophical question which ought 

not be part of the ongoing political 

debate. Health is a quality of life issue 

and life ought not be up for debate. 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 7  



7 

 

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 6 

Up until the mid-twentieth centu-

ry, the patient always footed the bill. 

The question that should be debated, 

but has yet to find either voice or hear-

ing, is who should pay for healthcare 

services?  

 

Just as with any product pur-

chased or service received—which is 

still the bedrock of our system of free 

exchange—when the plumber unclogs 

your drain, you pay for the unclog-

ging. Likewise, when you visit the 

doctor, you used to pay for the heal-

ing. Not anymore. Now, everyone ex-

pects someone else to pay for the ser-

vice rendered, be it the insurance pro-

vider, the government or the next door 

neighbor; anyone but the receiver. 

 

The dire consequences of placing 

the onus for paying for one’s personal 

healthcare back on the person receiv-

ing the service is a tale straight out of 

“Chicken Little.” The sky is falling and 

we are all going to die! While the 

thought of the sky falling is patently 

absurd, the fact—and it is an irrefuta-

ble fact—that we are all going to die is 

just that, an undeniable fact. Mortality 

sucks, unless you are a Christian with 

the sure and certain hope for an eterni-

ty in heaven.  

 

Excerpts from various letters to the 

editor and op-ed pieces are rife with 

melodramatic, heart-rending, specifici-

ty. “I am against repealing the Affordable 

Care Act because it will kill Nevadans, 

pure and simple.” How are we to inter-

pret what the writer means? Does the 

ACA kill Nevadans and is the writer’s 

bloodlust so strong that it requires stri-

dent opposition to its repeal? Most 

assuredly, there have been far too 

many unborn Nevadans who have 

been killed, murdered by the ACA’s 

financial support for Planned 

Parenthood and their abortion mills.  

 

“Sure, newly uninsured Nevadans 

can go to the emergency room, but if they 

have cancer, tough luck. They are going to 

die.”  

First, while it may sound heartless 

and uncaring—I assure you that is nei-

ther my intention nor meaning—we 

are indeed all going to die. But, as Je-

sus tells us, “of that day and hour no one 

knows, not even the angels of heaven, nor 

the Son, but the Father only” (Matthew 

24:36). The writer’s statement is abso-

lutely true, they are going to die, but it 

is not for the writer to determine the 

when, why, or how of someone’s 

death.  

Second, the statement lacks reason 

and good judgment; it is pure emo-

tional sophistry without substance or 

proof. We all, as human beings and 

Christians, pray for God’s mercy and 

healing. We, as good neighbors, try to 

love our neighbor and do what we can 

for those in need. Cancer is an insidi-

ous and terrible disease. I have person-

ally had far too many loved ones die of  

it. But I also know of many who have 

lived in spite of it. No one knows who 

will live or die because of cancer. No 

one knows but God as to when death 

will come.  

 

A self-confessed client of Planned 

Parenthood opined in opposition to 

the bill—which she referred to as 

Trumpcare—stating it was a “disaster 

for Nevada women. It makes it harder to 

prevent unintended pregnancy, harder to 

have a healthy pregnancy, and harder to 

raise a family.” Oh, where to begin…? 

First, to borrow a phrase, every 

scientist, doctor and rational adult on 

the planet knows just how easy it is to 

prevent pregnancy, intended or unin-

tended: simply don’t engage in sexual 

intercourse. Guaranteed, with absolute 

certitude, to prevent pregnancy.  

From all that I have heard and 

read about the aforementioned bill, 

there is nothing in it that would dictate 

or force any man and woman to en-

gage in said coital activity. If it did, 

that would definitely make it harder to 

prevent an unintended pregnancy.  

As for the second argument, that it 

would make it “harder to have a healthy 

pregnancy,” the writer bases this on a 

specious argument which she uses to 

defend Planned Parenthood a few par-

agraphs later: “I continue to fight for 

Planned Parenthood because they help 

women whose stories are just like mine: 

Women who’ve turned to Planned 

Parenthood in a time of need. From cancer 

screenings, to preventative care, to STI 

and maternity services, Planned 

Parenthood has helped millions of women 

lead healthy, successful lives.” 

There is simply too much untruth 

to her statement to thoroughly argue 

or refute. Not once in the entire op-ed 

does the writer hint at or mention the 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 8  
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mainstay product of Planned 

Parenthood: Abortion. Not once.  

 

As for the services which the writ-

er does mention, all are provided as 

ancillary services to performing their 

primary mission of abortion. None are 

provided as freestanding services. 

Planned Parenthood may have 

“helped” millions of women have abor-

tions, which only goes to say, they 

have helped millions of women kill 

their unborn children. 

 

Her third point is … pure unadul-

terated poppycock and hogwash. 

What does the “bill” have to do with 

raising a family, pray tell? Or Planned 

Parenthood, for that matter. It boggles, 

it simply boggles the mind. 

 

The writer concludes with this 

happy and salient note: “Trumpcare 

would destroy our communities, our fami-

lies, our healths (sic) and our livelihoods.” 

I am not positive but does this mean 

the end of the world as we know it? Or 

is it simply that the sky is truly falling? 

Really? What is especially galling is 

not only the blithe casuistry of such a 

statement but just how common such 

balderdash has become. Chicken Little, 

anyone?  

 

There should be little doubt that 

the medical industry is guilty of over-

prescribing opioids for the relief of 

severe pain. Opioids cannot be pur-

chased—legally—over-the-counter; it 

requires a written prescription from a 

licensed physician. The current so-

called “opioid epidemic,” quite simply 

and literally, is not.  

By any manner of sources, an epi-

demic affects many people at the same 

time, spreading rapidly from person to 

person; it is a widespread occurrence of an 

infectious disease in a locality or com-

munity at a particular time. Opioid 

addiction is not a communicable dis-

ease. It is the direct result of individual 

choice and abuse, fostered and exacer-

bated by those who have so exuberant-

ly dished opioids out like jelly beans 

and M&Ms.  

 

Not to make light of the serious-

ness of the problem for those who are  

now caught in the addictive clutches 

of opioid abuse, but this is a medically

-induced problem which can only be 

well and truly remedied, over the 

longer-term, by those who created it in 

the first place. Unfortunately, the 

abuse of opioids has come under the 

clutches of those who, as former White 

House Chief of Staff and now mayor 

of Chicago, Rahm Emmanuel once 

quipped, believe you should “never let 

a serious crisis go to waste.”  

The answer should be, of course, 

intuitively obvious to the most casual 

observer: Ignore the cause and treat 

the effect. Throw 45-Billion tax dollars 

on treatment plans and do absolutely 

nothing to stop the practice of over-

prescribing opioids in the first place.  

 

In a recent opinion piece, the head 

of a local non-profit community health 

center, offered this bit of wisdom: “For 

thousands of our patients, Medicaid cover-

age has literally meant the difference be-

tween recovering from problematic opioid 

use and becoming trapped in a cycle of 

addiction.”  

Like Alice, things just keep getting 

curiouser and curiouser. What began 

as an “opioid epidemic” has now be-

come “problematic opioid use,” whatever 

that is supposed to mean, which obvi-

ously requires some form of recovery 

treatment. I have, on occasion, been 

prescribed opioids for pain. I have, 

however, never understood it to be 

problematic use, unless such opioid 

use is for the temporary alleviation of 

problematic pain. I seriously doubt 

that is what was meant given the sub-

stance of the entire statement. Taking 

opioids for pain does not demand that 

one will become “trapped in a cycle of 

addiction.” Lose the pain, toss the drug.     

“When it comes to fighting the opioid 

crisis, there is no substitute to preserving 

both the Medicaid expansion and guaran-

tees in the Affordable Care Act that insur-

ers must cover healthcare and treatment 

services that are crucial to recovering from 

opioid addiction.” No substitute. Really? 

 

I am reminded of a commercial 

which begins with this dire statement: 

“Falls are the number one cause of death 

and serious injury for seniors.” 

<pregnant pause> “The solution? 

Just...don’t…fall!” Now, why did no 

one ever think of that before!  

The current squabbles over what 

should and should not be “covered” by 

health insurers follows much the same 

syllogistic illogic.  

CONTINUED ON PAGE 9  
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Forcing insurers to “cover 

healthcare and treatment services that are 

crucial to recovering from opioid addic-

tion” is born from the same paralogism 

as the commercial, to wit: Opioid ad-

diction is a serious and growing prob-

lem. <pregnant pause> The solution? 

Just don’t become addicted. But, if you 

do, don’t worry, your recovery will be 

affordably covered.  

As for those who will never be-

come addicted … well, you just might, 

so just in case you do, rest assured you 

will be covered, if you do. Makes 

about as much sense as forcing men to 

be covered for pap smears or women 

for prostate exams.  

Nowhere is there any mention of 

treating the cause, only the effect. For 

what it’s worth, that sounds a bit self-

serving, don’t you think? After all, re-

move or seriously restrict the root 

cause of the addiction and the need for 

treatment decreases or is eliminated.  

 

Speaking of that wacky weed. 

Now that Nevada has joined the other 

criminal enterprises (eight states and 

the District of Columbia) in thumbing 

their noses at Federal law by legalizing 

recreational marijuana, sales have been 

smoking hot. So much so that our gov-

ernor may have unintentionally in-

haled just before he found it necessary 

to declare a “state of emergency” when 

supplies of the wacky stuff were run-

ning low.  

“Based on reports of adult-use mariju-

ana sales already exceeding the industry’s 

expectation at the state’s 47 licensed retail 

marijuana stores, and the reality that 

many stores are running out of inventory, 

the (Tax) Department must address the 

lack of distributors immediately. Some 

establishments report the need for delivery 

within the next several days,” a depart-

ment spokesperson reported. Taxation 

officials announced that the governor 

had endorsed the department’s 

“statement of emergency allowing state 

officials to consider adopting an emergency 

marijuana regulation that could alleviate 

the shortage.” We dare not stop the flow 

of that green stuff filling the state 

coffers. And that’s no dope! 

   

All this makes one wonder wheth-

er we are living in Wonderland. Little 

makes sense anymore, and what might 

is quickly tossed aside as so much 

nonsense. Two comic strips in last 

Sunday’s newspaper are reminders. 

The first, B.C., depicts the charac-

ter Peter writing on a tablet next to the 

ocean. He writes: “We believe in forming 

our decisions with thoughtful, reasoned 

discourse.” After tossing it into the sea 

and waiting for some period of time, 

he receives a response back: “You’re 

obviously a pre-cable society.” Some-

times, the truth hurts, especially when 

it hits to close to home.  

The second, Pickles, by Brian 

Crane, is a conversation between a boy 

and his grandpa. The boy asks, 

“Grampa, I have a question.” “Pig soup 

and tater water,” says Grampa. “I didn’t 

even ask you the question yet,” says the 

boy. “It doesn’t matter. That’s my answer 

and I’m sticking to it.” “Grampa, do you 

even know what’s gonna come out of your 

mouth before you say it?” “No, I like to be 

as surprised as everyone else.” So, is any-

one surprised by all this? I’m not. 
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