Christmas & Freedom

by Hilmar von Campe

T he following two stories are meant to make America conscious of what the rea
choices that we face today are: continue on the road to self-destruction, or rebirth
on the basis of the simple truth on which this nation was founded. The birthday of
Jesus Christ should remind us that freedom outside the moral order of God is not
possible. Truth and character are the preconditions for freedom and freedom is the
birth gift and mission of America. It is the self-centered liar who threatens freedom
and our human existence more than the terrorists. Real Freedom means to be able
to love, to give, to stand up for what is right and not be governed by fear, hatred
and greed. The power of the lie has to be destroyed and all structures of society
must be filled with truth. All civil liberties are a consequence of our obedience as a
nation to our creator.

TheProphesy of St. Nilus5th Century Her mit

Nilus, an early Christian monk who died about 430 A.D., was abbot of a
monastery in Ankara (now Turkey), who later became a hermit in the Sinai. He
was highly regarded as an advisor and maintained an active correspondence.

"After the year 1900, toward the middle of the 20th century, people will become
unrecognizable. When the time for the Advent of the Antichrist approaches,
peoples minds will grow cloudy from carnal passions, and dishonor and
lawlessness will grow stronger. Then the world will become unrecognizable.
People's appearances will change, and it will be impossible to distinguish men
from women due to their shamelessness in dress and style of hair. These people
will be cruel and will be like wild animals because of the temptations of the
Antichrist. There will be no respect for parents and elders, love will disappear, and
Christian pastors, bishops and priests will become vain men, failing completely to
distinguish the right hand way from the left. At that time the morals and traditions
of Christians and of the Church will change. People will abandon modesty, and
dissipation will reign. Falsehood and greed will attain great proportions, and woe
to those who pile up treasures. Lust, adultery, homosexuality, secret deeds and
murder will rule society.



At that future time, due to the power of such great crimes and licentiousness,
people will be deprived of the grace of the Holy Spirit, which they received in
Holy Baptism and equally of remorse.

T he churches of God will be deprived of God-fearing pious pastors, and woe to the
Christians remaining in the world at that time; they will completely lose their faith
because they will lack the opportunity of seeing the light of knowledge from
anyone at all. Then they will separate themselves out of the world in holy refuges
in search of lightening their spiritual sufferings, but everywhere they will meet
obstacles and constraints. And all of thiswill result from the fact that the Antichrist
wants to be Lord over everything and become the ruler of the whole universe, and
he will produce miracles and fantastic signs. He will also give depraved wisdom to
an unhappy man so that he will discover a way by which one man can carry on a
conversation with another from the end of the earth to the other. At that time men
will aso fly through the air like birds and descend to the bottom of the sea like
fish. And when they have achieved all this, these unhappy people will spend their
lives in comfort without knowing, pour souls, that it is the deceit of the Antichrist.
And the impious one, he will so infuse science with vanity that it will go off the
right path and lead people to lose faith in the existence of God in three hypostases.

The All Good God will see the downfall of the human race and will shorten the
days for the sake of those few who will be saved, because the enemy wants to lead
even the chosen into temptation, if that is possible.... the sword of chastisement
will suddenly appear and kill the perverter and his servants.”

TheRifle

Pa never had much compassion for the lazy or those who squandered their means
and then never had enough for the necessities. But for those who were genuinely in
need, his heart was as big as all outdoors. It was from him that | learned the
greatest joy in life comes from giving, not from receiving.

It was Christmas Eve 1881. | was fifteen years old and feeling like the world had
caved in on me because there just hadn't been enough money to buy me the rifle
that 1'd wanted so bad that year for Christmas.

We did the cores early that nigh for some reason. | just figured Pa wanted a little
extratime so we could read in the Bible. So after supper was over | took my boots



off and stretched out in front of the fireplace and waited for Pato get down the old
Bible.

| was till feeling sorry for myself and, to be honest, | wasn't in much of a mood to
read Scriptures. But Pa didn't get the Bible instead he bundled up and went outside.
| couldn't figure it out because we had already done al the chores. | didn't worry
about it long though; | was too busy wallowing in self-pity.

Soon Pa came back in. It was a cold clear night out and there was ice in his beard.
"Come on, Matt," he sad. "Bundle up good, it's cold out tonight." | was really
upset then. Not only wasn't | getting the rifle for Christmas, now Pa was dragging
me out in the cold, and for no earthly reason that | could see. We'd already done all
the chores, and | couldn't think of anything else that needed doing, especially not
on a night like this. But | knew Pa was not very patient at one dragging one's feet
when he'd told them to do something, so | got up and put my boots back on and got
my cap, coat, and mittens.

Ma gave me a mysterious smile as | opened the door to leave the house.
Something was up, but | didn't know what. Outside, | became even more dismayed.
There in front of the house was the work team, already hitched to the big sled.
Whatever it was we were going to do wasn't going to be a short, quick, little job. |
could tell. We never hitched up the big sled unless we were going to haul a big
load. Pa was adreedy wup on the seat, reins in hand
| reluctantly climbed up beside him. The cold was aready biting at me. | wasn't
happy. When | was on, Pa pulled the sled around the house and stopped in front of
the woodshed. He got off and | followed. "I think we'll put on the high sideboards,”
he said. "Here, help me." The high sideboards! It had been a bigger job that |
wanted to do with just the low sideboards on, but whatever it was we were going to
do would be alot bigger with the high sideboards on.

When we had exchanged the sideboards Pa went into the woodshed and came out
with an armload of wood - the wood I'd spent al summer hauling down from the
mountain, and then all fall sawing into blocks and splitting. What was he doing?
Finaly | said something. "Pa," | asked, "what are you doing?' "You been by the
Widow Jensen's lately?" he asked. The Widow Jensen lived about two miles down
the road. Her husband had died a year or so before and left her with three children,
the oldest being eight. Sure, I'd been by, but so what? "Yeah," | said, "why?' "I
rode by just today," Pa said. "Little Jakey was out digging around in the woodpile
trying to find a few chips. They're out of wood, Matt." That was all he said and



then he turned and went back into the woodshed for another armload of wood. |
followed him.

We loaded the sled so high that began to wonder if the horses would be able to
pull it. Finally, Pa called a halt to our loading, then we went to the smoke house
and Pa took down a big ham and a side of bacon. He handed them to me and told
me to put them in the sled and wait. When he returned he was carrying a sack of
flour over his right shoulder and a smaller sack of something in hisleft. "What'sin
the little sack?" | asked. "Shoes. They're out of shoes. Little Jakey just had gunny
sacks wrapped around his feet when he was out in the woodpile this morning. | got
the children alittle candy too. It just wouldn't be Christmas without a little candy."
We rode the two miles to Widow Jensen's pretty much in silence. | tried to think
through what Pa was doing. We didn't have much by worldly standards. Of course,
we did have a big woodpile, though most of what was left now was still in the form
of logsthat | would have to saw into blocks and split before we could useiit.

W e aso had meat and flour, so we could spare that, but | knew we didn't have any
money, so why was Pa buying them shoes and candy? Really why was he doing
any of this? Widow Jensen had closer neighbors than us. It shouldn't have been our
concern.

We came in from the blind side of the Jensen house and unloaded the wood as
quietly as possible, then we took the meat and flour and shoes to the door. We
knocked. The door opened crack and atimid voice said, "Who isit?' "Lucas Miles,
Maam, and my son, Matt. Could we come in for a bit?"

Widow Jensen opened the door and let us in. She had blanket wrapped around her
shoulders. The children were wrapped in another and were sitting in front of the
fireplace by a very small fire that hardly gave off any heat at all. Widow Jensen
fumbled with match and finaly lit the lamp. "We brought you a few things,
Maam," Pa said and set down the sack of flour. | put the meat on the table. Then
Pa handed her the sack that had the shoes in it. She opened it hesitantly and took
the shoes out one pair at a time. There was a pair for her and one for each of the
children---sturdy shoes, the best, shoes that would last. | watched her carefully.
She bit her lower lip to keep it from trembling and then tears filled her eyes and
started running down her cheeks. She looked up at Pa like she wanted to say
something, but it wouldn't come out. "We brought a load of wood too, Maam," Pa
said, then he turned to me and said, "Matt, go bring enough in to last for awhile.
Let's get that fire up to size and heat this place up.”



| wasn't the same person when went back out to bring in the wood. | had a big
lump in my throat and, much as | hate to admit it, there were tears in my eyes too.
In my mind | kept seeing those three kids huddled around the fireplace and their
mother standing there with tears running down her cheeks and so much gratitudein
her heart that she couldn't speak. My heart swelled within me and joy filled my
soul that I'd never known before. | had given at Christmas many times before, but
never when it had made so much difference. | could see we were literally saving
the lives of these people.

| soon had the fire blazing and everyone's spirits soared. The kids started giggling
when Pa handed them each a piece of candy and Widow Jensen looked on with a
smile that probably hadn't crossed her face for along time. She finally turned to us.

"God bless you," she said. "I know the Lord himself has sent you. The children and
| have been praying that he would send one of his angelsto spare us.”

I n spite of myself, the lump returned to my throat and the tears welled up in my
eyes again. I'd never thought of Pa in those exact terms before, but after Widow
Jensen mentioned it | could see that it was probably true. | was sure that a better
man than he had never walked the earth. | started remembering all the times he had
gone out of his way for Ma and me, and many others. The list seemed endless as |
thought on it.

Painsisted that everyone try on the shoes before we left. | was amazed when they
al fit and | wondered how he had known what sizes to get. Then | guessed that if
he was on an errand for the Lord that the Lord would make sure he got the right
Sizes.

T ears were running down Widow Jensen's face again when we stood up to leave.
Pa took each of the kids in his big arms and gave them a hug. They clung to him
and didn't want us to go. Could see that they missed their pa, and was glad that |
still had mine. At the door Pa turned to Widow Jensen and said, "The Mrs. wanted
me to invite you and the children over for Christmas dinner tomorrow. The turkey
will be more than the three of us can eat, and a man can get cantankerous if he has
to eat turkey for too many meals. We'll be by to get you about eleven. It'll be nice
to have some little ones around again. Matt, here, hasn't been little for quite a
spell." | was the youngest. My two older brothers and two older sisters were all
married and had moved away. Widow Jensen nodded and said, "Thank you,



Brother Miles. | don't have to say, "May the Lord bless you, | know for certain that
He will."

Out on the sled | felt warmth that came from deep within and | didn't even notice
the cold. When we had done aways, Paturned to me and said, "Matt, | want you to
know something. Y our Ma and me have been tucking alittle money away here and
there all year so we could buy that rifle for you, but we didn't have quite enough.
Then yesterday a man who owed me little money from years back came by to
make things square. Your Ma and me were real excited, thinking that now we
could get you that rifle, and started into town this morning to do just that. But on
the way saw little Jakey out scratching in the woodpile with his feet wrapped in
those gunny sacks and | knew what | had to do. So, Son, | spent the money for
shoes and little candy for those children. | hope you understand.”

| understood, and my eyes became wet with tears again. | understood very well,
and | was so glad Pa had done it. Just then the rifle seemed very low on my list of
priorities. Pa had given me a lot more. He had given me the look on Widow
Jensen's face and the radiant smiles of her three children. For the rest of my life,
whenever | saw any of the Jensens, or split a block of wood, remembered, and
remembering brought back the same joy | felt riding home beside Pa that night. Pa
had given me much more than a rifle that night - he had given me the best
Christmas of my life.

Conclusion

The U.S. Supreme Court stated in 1892: "Our laws and institutions must
necessarily be based on the teachings of the Redeemer of Mankind. It isimpossible
that it should be otherwise; and in this sense and to this extent, our civilization and
our ingtitutions are emphatically Christian."
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