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Confederate Rose by Robert Lloyd: Music Review 


10 June 2005 


Out to the mailbox in the afternoon. Sure enough, there they were. Brand new books. Robert Lewis Dabney's, The Prophet Speaks 


(more good stuff from the great Southern theologian and, come to think of it, great Southerner period). Chosen By God, by R. C. 


Sproul, to go with the chapter on predestination in the book I'm writing; one has to get these things right. Or does one? And 


Bacevich's collection, The Imperial Tense, writings on the American Empire. Not bad. Two books on Christian theology and one on 


politics. 


"Three cheers for Alice, no place to go; 
she hangs out with Elvis at his 
Heartbreak Hotel. She cries out in 
darkness, but no one else can tell if she's 
in heaven or in hell."


Perhaps I'm two-thirds better than the other third? Doubt it. But wait, there's a CD. Not 


only do I get the intellect massaged, but I also get music? Bob Lloyd's new album, 


Confederate Rose, lay beside the books. I'd received an email a couple days earlier, so 


I knew the album was ready, but I was anxious to get at the songs, for I'd had, 


courtesy of Confederate Mouse (Bob's squeaky and pathologically Southern alter-ego, 


for those not in the know), I'm sure, a preview of a couple of the songs already. Speaking of whom, check out the guitar licks by the 


aforementioned. Quite the glirine accomplishment.


Reviewers tend to think that they have to talk of every piece on an album. I refuse. Besides, there's 25 on this baby. Instead, how's 


about going for the favourites? To start with, the placement of Amazing Grace and War's Over (1865) impressed me. The former has 


a softly done swing to it, a kind of lazy, Mississippi (or Florida!) feel to it. Made me want to grab a dark, Mexican beer and relax to 


the Word made fresh. I did precisely that, and felt less guilty for doing so when I lit up an El Rey del Mundo Suprema to accompany 


it. Following the lilting Amazing Grace was the calliginous War's Over, which continued the mood of Amazing Grace. Just wish it 


lasted longer. I was just beginning to weep when Lloyd slipped in the upbeat Cajun Cat: "Most of my friends live South of 


Bunkie." (A town in the southern half of the State to where the cotton South stops and the Cajun South starts," according to Bob.) 


Cracker's Lullaby, with its infant laughing in the Southern background, is an honest-to-goodness, old-fashioned lullaby. "Cracker's 


Lullaby, close your eyes." Some more good picking there also. "Cracker's Lullaby, my baby don't you cry, baby close your eyes." 


Have you noticed how rare lullabies are these days? I found an album of Celtic lullabies, but not much else. Perhaps there are 


hundreds out there, but they seem to elude me. So I played Cracker's Lullaby for Kana while he sipped on his cocktail. I mean 


bottle, of course. He enjoyed it so much, he fell asleep. I guess that's what lullabies are supposed to do. From the bouncy, 


Caribbean, FreeFlorida (tapped the ashes on my toes, dang it) to Ice Dancer. (Have you noticed that I am, in fact, talking about 


each tune? So much for discipline.) Ice Dancer is a classical piece. As Bob himself said in the album notes, "most classical music is 


merely bad music played well." Now there's a Lloyd quote to file away. But Ice Dancer, fortunately, was simply good music played 


well. It reminded me why I like cello better than any other orchestral instrument. Ice Dancer may surprise Lloyd fans, because it's 


not just another song, but an obviously well thought out little reverie. Bob, call Hollyweird; they need good scores, believe me. In a 
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way, Hallelujah continues in the same vein, despite the percussion, for it is also a sans-vocal piece. 


You have to love a title like I'm a Good/Bad Man. "I'm a good example of a bad example/I'm no good at doing what I should be 


doing/Yes, I'm willing and able to remain unable...." A Christian confession "from a fool's perspective." Which may be the only 


perspective we have, according to Robert Lewis Dabney: "...for we are all partisans in the Commonwealth of King Jesus," saith the 


master, arguing against state education of our young. Amen. You see, the ability to read biblical theology of Dabney's Calvinist 


variety, while nursing a beer, while listening to Lloyd's Confederate Rose; obviously there's a (quick, need a Yuppie word here) 


synergy there. Yass. A synergy. 


Pickup Trucks is really a surf song disguised as a Texas testosterone homily to that most Texan of conveyance. So you can listen to 


it on the way to the local Nascar track or equally in the waves in Florida. Wait. There are no waves in Florida. OK, you'll have to 


head to Newport Beach, then.


Three Cheers For Alice I had heard previously, when Bob kindly sent me a copy. When I first heard the song, I immediately thought 


of my other favourite Lloyd song, Not A World Without Pain, for this piece carries with it the same message. 


Three cheers for Alice, no place to go; she hangs out with Elvis at his Heartbreak Hotel. She cries out in darkness, but 


no one else can tell if she's in heaven or in hell.


This is the song for which this album was made, and if you were ever in doubt as to whether Bob Lloyd has the "depth," as the 


studio men say in LA, consider those doubts dispelled. Jesus, take care of us all, indeed, for do we not all "cry out in darkness"? A 


back-road glance at the soul itself. Out here in nowhere where we're all in our own world. Good thing I got that beer, for I've hung 


out far too long myself at that hotel. Bingo, Bob. You wrote another song that has the power to save someone, somewhere. And 


that is what music is: God Himself. Whether happy, reflective, or sad, it is His music to which we turn when we doubt our sanity in a 


world properly gone mad. Three Cheers for Alice is God's music, just as Not A World Without Pain before it.


The Southern Dead. Bob claims that this album is one of the last in which he will dwell on Southern themes. I know why, of course, 


what with the fragmentation of the Southern movement of late, but still I hope that he changes his mind, and at least puts one 


exclusively Southern song on every album "till Southern rivers cease to run." One can hope.


"Mr. Lincoln can you tell me, do you cry for your sins?" For the anger in my soul shall not wash away, "at least until my dying days." 


Considering that I had just written 30,000 words on that pathetic excuse of a man, I' listened to Till My Dying Days just to vent. 


Where's that beer? 


Of course, if one is going to play that old Puritan song, Battle Hymn of the Republic, this is the version, for it has Dixie intermingled 


with it. That's right. Side-by-side with old Mrs. Howe's apocalyptic "terrible swift sword" anthem to an American dictator rings out 


Dixie. A kind of musical battle unto itself. 


Confederate Rose is yet another solid piece of work from Mr. Lloyd. Sure goes well with those Mexican suds. Some albums don't, 


you know. Can you imagine listening to a Michael Jackson album while drinking Negra Modelo. I think not. (Can you imagine 


listening to a Jackson album in the first place?) Maybe Johnny Mercer or Nat King Cole (no, Nat would have to be a fine Cabernet).


I give Confederate Rose 5 Negra Modelos. Confederate Mouse gets one (his size, after all) for the fancy picking.
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Song List:


Confederate Rose 


God Save The South 


Amazing Grace 


War's Over (1865) 


Cajun Cat (Remix) 


Cracker's Lullaby 


FreeFlorida 


Ice Dancer 


Hallelujah 


I'm a Good/Bad Example 


It's All About You 


Lonestar Man 


Money To Blow 


Pickup Trucks 


Three Cheers For Alice 


The Right Thing To Do 


Sand Castles 


The Southern Dead 


Till My Dying Days 


Wishing You Merry Christmas 


Battle Hymn of the Republic 


When Your Dreams Die 


Would You Cry? 


He Died First 


When Your Dreams Die 2


http://www.fireeater.org/HTML/WRITERS/MKA/MKA_2005/lloyd_ConfedRose.htm
 (3 of 3)05-May-06 9:55:26 AM





		fireeater.org

		Confederate Rose: Music Review by MacDonald King Aston








Evolution of the Specious by MacDonald King Aston


Email 


Info & Archives 


MacDonald King Aston 
Fire Eater! Editor 


Evolution of the Specious


10 June 2005 


(Originally published on Dixieinternet.com.)


 
"To explain the phenomena in the world of our experience, to answer the question "Why?" rather than only the 


question "What?", is one of the foremost objectives of all rational inquiry..." (Theories of Explanation, The Internet 


Encyclopedia of Philosophy)


Christians historically have lost ground to the secularists over the issue of evolution and it is no surprise that the modern version of 


evolution was established by an agnostic, or Unitarian (but I repeat myself), Charles Robert Darwin (1809-1882), in his On the 


Origin of Species (1859). To Darwin, God was an illusion produced by the brain's "organization" and an ingrained tribal survival 


strategy. (Darwin also was an ardent supporter of radical egalitarianism and was the English equivalent of a radical abolitionist.)


Here is the Big Dark Secret that 
evolutionists do not want you to know: 
Nothing simple can change into anything 
complex unless the complexity already 
exists in the first place. 


What is this "evolution" that has occasioned such vitriolic controversy? Why do so many 


Christians feel as if they're on the run when it comes to the topic of evolution? The 


answer is that most Christians—most people—are ignorant about the nuts and bolts of 


the theory of evolution. And it is important to remember that evolution is just that—a 


theory, not a law. It is high time that Christians met evolution on its own turf and not 


in the half-baked pseudo-science taught in the rotting institutions we call universities. 


Here are the main points to understand about evolution:


1.  It relies upon language to support its thesis. 
2.  It is a theory of change. 
3.  It comes in two flavours: how and why. 


The evolutionist-shamans are notorious for misusing language to buttress a shaky theory. Evolution is most often "explained" by 


appealing to a fairly simple metaphor. The metaphor is change, and you can see this metaphor in the word "evolution" itself, which 


passed into common usage around 1622 and simply meant "an unrolling". From this simple metaphor came an unlikely number of 


definitions of evolution. And here is one of the very worst, not only in sense but in its...well...you be the judge: 


"Evolution is a change from an indefinite, incoherent homogeneity, to a definite, coherent heterogeneity; through 


continuous differentiations and integrations." (Herbert Spencer, 1820-1903, First Principles)


Eh? I sometimes doubt my sanity when I consider that I actually know what that sentence means. But note the word change in that 


elephantine sentence. 
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As you can see, though, Spencer, like Darwin and all his disciples since, laid a heavy emphasis on the metaphor of change. Now if 


evolution primarily concerns itself with change, what is the reason for the controversy over it? After all, it's a good thing to know 


how things change. That way we can predict change in our environment.


The problem lies in the nature of the change that so animates the evolutionists. The kind of change they like to talk about does not 


restrict itself to explanations of how things work, but sneakily goes on to make claims about why things are the way they are. It is 


one thing to say that different finches from three different islands probably share a common ancestor. It's a whole other thing to 


claim that finches "evolved" from a "less complex" to a "more complex" form of life. The first statement is a "how" explanation. The 


second is a "why" explanation. 


As a "how" explanation, evolution has some merit. As a "why" explanation", evolution is a fairy story. It is precisely because people 


confuse these two concepts that evolution has acquired its status as a near deity in science departments across our befuddled land. 


Consider the standard claim made by evolutionists, that simple things "evolve" into complex things.


Here is the Big Dark Secret that evolutionists do not want you to know: Nothing simple can change into anything complex unless the 


complexity already exists in the first place. 


The simple can no more "create" the complex than you or I can walk on our heads. But this claim is the heart of the evolutionist 


propaganda. It is this simple-to-complex idea of change that leads normally rational people into claiming that a unicellular organism 


crawling about in the muck of existence "evolves" into you. The simple-to-complex idea itself comes from another silly idea, that the 


world is a machine and not an organism. There is a long and sorry history of the mechanistic view of the world, all of it nonsense 


(David Hume representing the apex of the silliness). 


The idea that the world is a machine probably stems from the trickery of language. Language deceives us constantly, usually by 


making distinctions that are true for language but false for reality. In the simple sentence "I like cornbread", the subject ("I") seems 


to be separated from its action ("like"). In reality, of course, the "I" and the liking are not separated at all. They are the same.


Science claims to get its authority from observing phenomena and making conclusions about those observations. But think about 


this. To undertake even the most simple of experiments, a scientist must assume that the universe is ordered (in other words, 


designed). Without order no one could make any conclusions about any experiment, since the conclusion itself would be based upon 


chaos. If a scientist put his hand over a flame and burned himself, then sadomasochistically repeated the experiment over and 


again, he would be led to an inescapable conclusion: fire burns. And fire always burns; not just sometimes burns. Why? Because the 


universe is ordered that way. Now put some salve on that hand.


In other words, science is simply another form of faith. A weak cousin, to be sure, but one who believes in an ordered universe. You 


won't often hear scientists admit this fact—it is somewhat embarrassing to their project—but it is a fact. Perhaps this is why so 


many people use an obvious oxymoron: "intelligent design". Can you think of a design that is not intelligent? Design implies 


intelligence (as does the entire universe).


In the war for our children's future, the ability of ordinary folks to come to grips with the sheer stupidity of scientism will be 


paramount. In the meantime, Christians have nothing to fear from evolution. It is, after all, a rather intelligent design.
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Momma's Eyes 


15 March 2005 


(Originally published on Dixieinternet.com.)


The other day, in a fit of unhealthy, but well-intended, house-cleaning exuberance, I happened to knock my Momma's picture 


off the wall. Not only that, but it turns out that I ruined the Magic Hanging Gizmo on the back of the frame. So now Momma's 


picture sits in the kitchen on a chair, her eyes staring straight over the table every time I enter the room. Those eyes.


The picture was taken by one of my relatives on 14 September 1985, the 


afternoon before Momma died of metastatic cancer at the Fancy Hospital in San 


Diego. Hospital? It always seemed to me, when I visited with my little girl, more 


like a psychiatric ward. "Don't worry, you only think you're dying." But the 


camera caught Momma in an interesting moment. Her head covered with a scarf 


to hide the effects of the noxious "chemotherapy" (isn't it fascinating how we buy 


into such concepts?), she was staring out the window of her little apartment in La 


Jolla. 


She was, in fact, staring at a squirrel which was bounding about on the fence 


outside her window. I do not think that she was thinking about the poetry of 


Wallace Stevens at the time (one of her favorite poets), nor do I think she was 


reflecting upon the vicissitudes of graduate school life (she had graduated from Rutgers at 40 with a straight-A record, and 


now was enrolled at the University of San Diego in its poetry program). No, I think she was simply looking at a squirrel. One 


squirrel in a life of hundreds of squirrels. Yet is that not life for you? You study at math and language and technology and 


whatnot and whatbe, yet in the end you are puzzled by the way a squirrel dances across your fence outside.


Maybe that's the way God intended things to be. Maybe? Of course He did. Just as He plopped the daughter of a six-foot-eight 


Texan down in lil' ole Olive, California (which no longer exists, having been swallowed by miles of "industrial parks").
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Now I'm going to wrap all this up in one blazing metaphoric, and brilliant, analysis about, as Brother Dave would say, 


"somethang or ruther." Or maybe not. Perhaps, like the Wallace Stevens' poem I read at her funeral, our time on earth is 


better spent measuring our hours their solitude. Now, if you've never read a poem at your Momma's grave site, let me tell you 


that it's a bit difficult. A bit revealing as well. Nevertheless, I read Stevens' poem, for I knew that she loved it (as I did also): 


The Idea of Order at Key West. It's a hefty little piece, both in length and in meaning, but allow me to quote the part I read:


She sang beyond the genius of the sea...


The sea was not a mask. No more was she. 


The song and water were not medleyed sound 


Even if what she sang was what she heard. 


Since what she sang was uttered word by word. 


It may be that in all her phrases stirred 


The grinding water and the gasping wind; 


But it was she and not the sea we heard.


For she was the maker of the song she sang. 


The ever-hooded, tragic-gestured sea 


Was merely a place by which she walked to sing. 


Whose spirit is this? we said, because we knew 


It was the spirit that we sought and knew 


That we should ask this often as she sang.


If it was only the dark voice of the sea 


That rose, or even colored by many waves; 


If it was only the outer voice of sky 


And cloud, of the sunken coral water-walled, 


However clear, it would have been deep air, 


The heaving speech of air, a summer sound 


Repeated in a summer without end 


And sound alone. But it was more than that, 


More even than her voice, and ours, among 


The meaningless plungings of water and the wind, 


Theatrical distances, bronze shadows heaped 


On high horizons, mountainous atmospheres 


Of sky and sea. 


It was her voice that made 


The sky acutest at its vanishing. 


She measured to the hour its solitude. 


She was the single artificer of the world 


In which she sang. And when she sang, the sea, 


Whatever self it had, became the self 


That was her song, for she was the maker. Then we, 


As we beheld her striding there alone, 
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Knew that there never was a world for her 


Except the one she sang and, singing, made.


As I read those words, my best friend, Bobby, and my sister, Alison (who would die four years later), stood by a tree, 


watching me. I wondered at the time if there were anyone who understood those words the way Momma did. Poetry tends to 


confuse folks, don't it? But I understood. And I understood why Momma understood.


“Our Dixie has eyes, just like my Momma's eyes 
that stare so importunately over my kitchen chair. 
The eyes of Dixie are the eyes through which 
those of us born into Southern families see the 
whole of Creation. We do not see the brown 
crowded tenements of Detroit, nor the slag heap of 
East LA. Born into our Southern families we see 
the promise of what could have been and what 
shall be. We see hot cornbread in a black skillet, 
and our Momma's hands quickly moving in the 
last of the day's light. We see a graveyard in the 
old Indian Territory, with our Confederate kin 
asleep in God's mercy at last."


She was indeed the maker of the song she sang. And then some. Her 


song, unfortunately, was brief and tragic. Her four children were taken 


from her (me included) when she was in her early twenties. Why? Well, 


that's a question that no one has ever answered to my satisfaction. It 


was the late 1950s, and Momma had been "out"; out too late perhaps. 


The cops were called. Strange women in police uniforms (social 


workers?) hovered about before taking us all to Childrens' Jail. Mistakes 


were made. She sang the song she had made, and I, at four years of 


age, stared out of my own window, one with bars to shield the moon 


from my eyes. Lesson One: All four-year-olds should have a momma.


Then she married a Yankee and moved to New Jersey. Oh, it's not as 


bad as it seems, perhaps. He was actually a decent fellow, and he gave 


Momma a place to light. He also introduced me to seegars (and that is 


the correct spelling for you Yankees who might be wondering). It was 


merely a place by which she walked to sing. But instead of changing her 


life around, as one might have anticipated, she instead dove headlong into what Matthew Arnold called "the buried 


life." (Another poet!) The buried life is simply the standard life that most of us seem to live out. Neither truly alive nor truly 


comatose. Washing those dishes, gassing up the car, shopping for meaningless bits of things that, ultimately, we shall never 


be allowed to enjoy, for the simple reason that, as Jesus pointed out, we are not of this world. It turns out that ole Stevens 


was right about that "tragic-gestured sea" bit.


Whose spirit was this? I asked often in my own life. And feeling her eyes upon me in the kitchen this afternoon, I understood 


something important (at least to me). Everything we do on this earth, everything we read, everything we think, all of it, leads 


us to our own song, for we are the maker of that song. In ancient Greek, the word for poetry (poiesis) is "a making." We are 


about our "business", whatever it may be, making the world, making our experience of it, into our own. Meanwhile, God 


smiles and has His way, and one day tucks us under His arms and says, "Now, what exactly were you thinking?" (And God 


always has a southeastern Oklahoma accent by the way. A Choctaw sort of God.)


I am a year-and-a-half away from the age at which Momma died. Caught myself thinking that a lot recently. I've wondered, 


as many of you have of yourselves, what kind of life I have been "making." I'm guessing that, overall, I've done fairly well. 


Not perfect, of course, but nevertheless I've seen what lies beneath the foolishness we traipse through daily. I've loved 


deeply, lost even more deeply, and am not afraid to lose more. I've written my words, sung my songs, painted, danced, 


fathered.


Those eyes, back to Momma's picture, reminded me today of how much time we waste in little endeavors. We squeak on and 


on about the New World Order, and rightly so, but neglect our own world order. We prattle of righteousness, but seldom do 


file:///G|/The_Fire_Eater/HTML/WRITERS/MKA/MKA_2005/mommas_Eyes.htm (3 of 5)6/21/2006 1:50:18 PM







Momma's Eyes by MacDonald King Aston


the right thing, content to let the Machina Mundi twirl outside on our fence.


Which leads me to think about the oft-mentioned "Southern Movement," a phrase that, for me, is coterminous with the word 


"freedom." There is something about our beloved Dixie, despite its rusting wrecks in Northern Florida backyards, despite its 


obnoxious Yankee tourists (or worse, residents), despite its prostrate socioeconomic woes, and despite its kudzu, that makes 


her more alive, more beautiful, than anything else we can think of. Our Dixie is not the Dixie of Morris Dees and his hate-


mongers. Our Dixie is not the Dixie of fat-faced Jesse Jackson, out for one more scam at the expense of the South. Our Dixie 


is not all the lies we have been told about her.


It was her voice that made 


The sky acutest at its vanishing.


It is the voice of Dixie, calling from Blue Mountain, Mississippi, or the Indian Territory, or the Appalachians, that makes our 


sky "acutest at its vanishing". It is the love of a free people for a free land, the remembrance of a Patrick Henry or a George 


Washington, or the awareness of a place more home than "home" (and I was born on the Left Coast). Our Dixie is not the 


South of Hollywood. It is not O Brother, Where Art Thou? It is not Tennessee Williams (thank the Lord).


Our Dixie has eyes, just like my Momma's eyes that stare so importunately over my kitchen chair. The eyes of Dixie are the 


eyes through which those of us born into Southern families see the whole of Creation. We do not see the brown crowded 


tenements of Detroit, nor the slag heap of East LA. Born into our Southern families we see the promise of what could have 


been and what shall be. We see hot cornbread in a black skillet, and our Momma's hands quickly moving in the last of the 


day's light. We see a graveyard in the old Indian Territory, with our Confederate kin asleep in God's mercy at last.


Because we have this Southern sight, this insider's knowing about what makes those hills and seas and forests move and 


breathe; because we were born into freedom even though that freedom now melts like shortening on a hot stove; because we 


were born of God's Country, we see Dixie for what she is: a moonlit swimming hole, white beaches baking on an island off of 


Georgia, the far spires of the Smokies, and even a squirrel dancing on a wooden fence. And like the sea of which Stevens 


spoke, Dixie is no mask, but the place and the history of a place and the story of the people who lived there.


Dixie is the story of a Texan named Michael Kinney who moved to California and married a Scottish woman, Catherine 


MacDonald (of Donald MacDonald). Dixie is the story of their daughter, Sharlyn Lee Kinney, my Momma. And Dixie is the story 


of her son, who can no more forget the land of his family than his Momma's eyes.


Dixie is us. 


 


 


The opinions, claims and assertions expressed in this article are those of the author and may not reflect the views of the Fire Eater! 
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(Originally published on Dixieinternet.com.)


Why is it that nearly all my closest friends smoke seegars? This is the sort of question that, normally, one would dispense of quickly and neatly, 
but not today. Contemplating the question, it occurred to me that there is something about seegars that eludes certain people yet brings others 
together. Simple matter of taste perhaps? Perhaps. Perhaps not. 


“...the truly Southern way of pronouncing 
the word is simply "seegar". As Churchill 
said about the Arthurian Matter, "It's all 
true, or it ought to be."


All I really know is that the finest men I've met have all loved a good seegar. Equally true: Not 
one of them ever loved a bad seegar. Equally, equally true: Few women like seegars. Why is 
that? Most men know the standard nag about the vice that so comforts them on their flawed and 
transient sojourn through life. If you're a man, you know the conversation:


"But honey! It's just money up in smoke!" 
"Yes. That's true. But it's also worries gone up in smoke." 
"You drop ashes all over the place!" 
"I'll swear to do better. Promise. Mean it." 
"They smell bad!" 
"No. They smell remarkably good. Almost like the smell of mud after a summer rain. Dusky and chthonic." 
"Thongic?" 
"Never mind."


Women, it seems, are doomed to drift along down the years without the Beatific Vision of the Blessed Seegar. One can but weep for their loss. 
Meanwhile, the sane among us know a Good Thang when we see it. And there is nothing gooder than a Good Seegar.


Oh, you're wondering about the orthographic divagation from SYE (Standard Yankee English)? Yes, there's a reason. First of all, the word 
"cigar" stems from an old Mayan word, "sicar", which meant, appropriately enough, "to smoke rolled tobacco leaves". Clearly, the word was 
not invented, as Everything Else of Ultimate Human Worth was, by Yankee mercantilists. It was invented by a bunch of men down in southern 
Mexico, Guatemala, and Belize. Of course, along came the Spanish and wiped them all out, but, being the clever sort of Conquistadores they 
were, the Spanish brought some of the Mayan tobacco back home with them and the word made its way into Spanish in about 1730. Of course, 
as Columbus discovered, the Indians in the New World smoked their seegars in dried palm leaves or corn husks. Obviously, improvement was 
needed. In any case, the practice spread; even unto my Choctaw ancestors who lived along the coast of Alabama and Mississippi for a few 
thousand years. Did I say Alabama and Mississippi? The Deep South? Yass. Certainly, then, the word would have been pronounced "see-gar" 
and not "sih-gar". Well, OK, the Choctaw for seegar is "hakchuma shana", but that just proves my point. What is my point? Oh, yes, that the 
truly Southern way of pronouncing the word is simply "seegar". As Churchill said about the Arthurian Matter, "It's all true, or it ought to be." 
Besides, the modern word, "cigar", comes from the Spanish "cigarra", or "grasshopper". Who wants to smoke a grasshopper? Not I, grasshopper.


“Philosophy itself may be a simple 
excuse for a good seegar. I puff, 
therefore I am. Speculative philosophy at 
its finest. ”


Even if the logic is wobbly, what remains is still the Beatific Vision. Those of you who love 
seegars know whereof I speak. The oily sheen, the thin tendrils of smoke curving up into the 
air, the accompanying glass of a good Scotch or a Cabernet or a Guinness. Or iced tea for that 
matter. Naturally, where the Brethren gather with their seegars the air is full of more than just 
smoke, for the preeminent virtue of a good seegar is not just its flavour, but its productive 
logorrhoeic effects as well. How many a stimulating conversation have I had over a fine 


trabuco? There is something about a seegar that just demands an abundance of words to accompany it. In fact, I have a suspicion that most 
philosophers of worth have smoked their share of the leaf. Philosophy itself may be a simple excuse for a good seegar. I puff, therefore I am. 
Speculative philosophy at its finest. 
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However it may be with philosophy, men have waxed philosophical about their seegars for years. The Nobel Prize-winning novelist and poet, 
John Galsworthy, proclaimed: "By the cigars they smoke and the composers they love, ye shall know the texture of men's souls." Another 
British poet, Edward G. Bulwer-Lytton, wrote: "A good cigar is as great a comfort to a man as a good cry to a woman." Yass. Let the wailing 
and gnashing of teeth begin. 


Naturally, the Yankee got it all wrong. Emerson, for example: "The believing we do something when we do nothing is the first illusion of 
tobacco." One wonders what the second illusion might be. The need to kill your own countrymen in an imperial orgasmic burst of New England 
righteousness? Hand me my Battle Flag and my panatela.


Not all have spoken so eloquently of the seegar and its virtues:


"Happiness? A good cigar, a good meal, a good cigar and a good woman—or a bad woman; it depends on how much happiness 
you can handle." (George F. Burns)


"If I have to choose between a woman and a cigar, I will always choose the cigar." (Groucho Marx)


On a less misogynistic note:


"A good cigar is like a beautiful chick with a great body who also knows the American League box scores." (M*A*S*H, Klinger, 
Bug-Out, 1976)


Mark Twain expounded upon the Noble Weed as well: "It has always been my rule never to smoke when asleep, and never to refrain when 
awake." Twain, ever the sagacious expositor, even offered practical advice: "I have made it a rule never to smoke more that one cigar at a time."


Even Lord Byron was inspired to poetic rumination:


Divine in hookas, glorious in a pipe 
When tipp'd with amber, mellow, rich, and ripe;... 
Yet thy true lovers more admire by far 
Thy naked beauties—give me a cigar!


Note that all these words are the words of men and not women. Such is the case with the Beloved Stogie. A seegar will always remain the 
province of man and not woman. Why this is so only God knows and He has not sent the sudden revelation yet to explicate the reason. 
Nevertheless, tobacco is as much God's creation as the sun or the sea. For me, the issue is settled in Genesis:


"And the earth brought forth vegetation, plants yielding seed after their kind, and trees bearing fruit with seed in them after their 
kind; and God saw that it was good." (Genesis 1:12)


Lest the heathen among you remain unconvinced, consider Adam's first day job after the boot from the Garden:


"...the Lord God sent him out from the garden of Eden, to cultivate the ground from which he was taken." (Genesis 3:23)


Come to think of it, there's a beautiful sunny day outside. I'll take the Good Book and a cheroot as well and contemplate both the Word and the 
Wrapper at the same time. It should be clear why my Associates in the Leaf, my friends, enjoy their seegars as much as I do. They are all 
contemplative men to whom the Lord has given an incomparable gift. As the Good Divine, Charles H. Spurgeon, put it: "When I have found 
intense pain relieved, a weary brain soothed,and calm refreshing sleep obtained by a cigar, I have felt grateful to God, and have blessed His 
name."


Amen, brother, amen. 
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The Haunted Boy Club 


1 December 2005 


Today marks the fifteenth month since my wife and I rescued our grandson, Kana, from a birth-mother and a birth-father who chose 


to abandon him at birth. Today also marks the day when we will be forced, by the State, to turn him back over to those same birth-


parents. We said our goodbyes last night. We took movies of each of us playing with him, tickling him, and doing all the things that 


have made his life so far one of happiness and safety. Later, as he lay in my arms for the last time before going to sleep, I thought 


of all the boys, including myself, who were abandoned as children, and how, in the case of each of them, the State has, without 


exception, sided with evil. 


 


The Haunted Boy Club


I am sure that girls are being hurt out there as well, but there is 


something particularly disturbing about what is happening to boys. I 


first became aware of the "war against boys" when I wrote, several 


years ago, a song called Haunted Boy for the album of the same 


name.


I am looking 


But I can't see 


I pray to God but  


He never answers me


Of course, God does answer, but to a tiny boy it seems that the 


answer will never come. Those abandoned boys grow up haunted; 


haunted by the missing part of themselves that can never be found. 


Haunted by wondering whether or not it was their fault that they 


were abandoned. Haunted by a world of adults who could abandon a child because he did not fit their "lifestyle." And the Haunted 


Boy grows into the man haunted by all that abandonment means and teaches. 


In her book, The War Against Boys, Christina Hoff Sommers makes the argument that the moral depravity with which children, both 


male and female, are inundated nowadays, goes back to a battle between Aristotle and Rousseau. Like Augustine after him, 


Aristotle, about 2400 years ago, insisted that children need clear guidance on how to become moral human beings. Left to 


themselves, children would become little better than barbarians (and the ancient Greeks knew a lot about barbarians). In short, 


Aristotle thought that children needed moral direction and discipline. As Sommers notes, even nowadays Aristotle's views "represent 


commonsense wisdom about child rearing." 
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Of course, commonsense doesn't necessarily rule the day, does it? The neo-pagan, Rousseau, the philosopher of the so-called 


"Enlightenment" (which the author, Peter Gay, called the new paganism), decided that children are, to use a phrase from a popular 


song by Sarah McLachlan, "born innocent." Rousseau saw children as essentially noble creatures, full of innate virtue, corrupted only 


by "an intrusive socialization." This view was, of course, completely in line with the paganism of the Enlightenment, which rejected 


the Christian idea of original sin. To Rousseau, children were born free of sin, and inherently good. "Let us," he said, "lay it down as 


an incontestable principle that the first impulses of nature are always right. There is no original perversity in the human heart."


Notice the phrase "the first impulses of nature." Rousseau is anticipating the thoroughly modern world of crass materialism in this 


phrase. Another phrase for which he is famous is "the noble savage," the idea that human beings are essentially good as long as 


they are in the state of nature. Interestingly, Rousseau himself was an irresponsible parent, placing his own children in an 


orphanage as soon as they were weaned. He explained his immorality by saying that he would have made a poor father. While not 


denying the argumentum ad hominem here, it is even more interesting that Rousseau died in 1788, paranoid and poverty-stricken.


Who was right, Sommers asks, Aristotle or Rousseau?


Aristotle wins the argument in the court of common sense and historical experience. he certainly wins with most 


parents....But it is Rousseau who powerfully dominates the thinking of the theorists whose influence pervades modern 


schools of education.


Rousseau also won against the Judeo-Christian world, with his brand of paganism assuming the ascendancy in our times, when 


moral education is considered politically incorrect. As Sommers said, we "are just emerging from a thirty-year experiment with 


moral deregulation. The ascendancy of Rousseau as the philosopher of education and the eclipse of Aristotle have been bad for all 


children, but they have been especially bad for boys."


Rousseau has also reached into our courts, as Sommers also elaborates, with schools no longer able to regulate the very values and 


traditions with which they are charged to teach. In the court that awarded our grandson back to his birth-parents, it is telling, and 


factual, that the judge ignored a) the abandonment of the child, b) the testimony to the hard drug use of the birth-mother, and c) 


the best interests of the child (the latter simply ignored).


So today we release our grandson, currently an almost unbelievably happy child, into the waiting darkness of a world gone mad. All 


that is moral counts for naught. Ironically, it is I who am responsible for talking his birth-mother out of aborting him in the first 


place. Did I err in doing so? Of course not. But it is a question that will haunt me nonetheless as he develops into what most 


children develop into given the hippy-dippy, relativistic child-rearing "philosophy" of today. It is a question that will haunt me 


because I will naturally wonder whether or not I have succeeded only in inducting him into the Haunted Boy Club for the rest of his 


life.


I am waiting 


For you to say 


"I'll take you with me, 


I'll take you away." 


What a Haunted Boy. 


Such a Haunted Boy. 
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Today, when little Kana goes forth into the world that Rousseau helped to make, I will know enough both to pray for him and to 


weep for him, for the Haunted Boy Club is no place for a child. May the Lord watch over you, sweet boy, for one day He will indeed 


take you away from the pain and the sorrow into the Light. Where you belong. 
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The Pledge of Allegiance, Marxism, and the Yankee Empire 


5 January 2005


(Originally published on Dixieinternet.com) 


At Kent State University in Ohio on 4 May 1970 the American Empire's hired thugs, the National Guard, fixed bayonets, charged, 


and then opened fire on its own citisens. Those four Americans, by name, were Allison Krause, Jeffrey Glen Miller, Sandra Lee 


Scheuer, and William Knox Schroeder. Those wounded are, by name, Alan Canfora, John Cleary Thomas, Mark Grace, Dean Kahler, 


Joseph Lewis, Donald MacKenzie, James Dennis Russell, Robert Stamps, and Douglas Wrentmore. 


“I pledge allegiance to no state. Not now. 
Not ever. As Edward Abbey said, "Resist 
much, obey little.”


A few days later, on May 14, two black students were shot to death by the police and 


state troopers at Jackson State in Jackson Mississippi, though few people seem to 


remember that event. (The names: James Earl Green, age 17, and Phillip Lafayette 


Gibbs, age 21.) Although I was just a boy, I remember watching the Kent State 


massacre on TV, in my classroom in a public school. After watching the bloody events unfold, I got up from my desk, walked away, 


and never said the Pledge of Allegiance ever again. The Empire"s murderous attack at on private citisens at Waco, Texas, in 1992, 


simply furthered my distanciation from the Empire and from its noxious "Pledge".


I pledge allegiance to no state. Not now. Not ever. As Edward Abbey said, "Resist much, obey little."


What is the "Pledge of Allegiance"? Few Americans have any idea of its origins (in Yankee Boston), or its historical background. Yet 


"the Pledge" has come to supplant both the Declaration of Independence and the Constitution of the United States of America in the 


minds of most Americans. How did the Pledge assume such centrality in our schools and national dogma? Why, if one must have a 


flag salute, would not the Declaration of Independence or the Constitution be part of it? The answer lies in the Pledge's birth at the 


hands of Francis Bellamy, a Christian socialist (Marxist) who, in the late 1800s, promoted a socialist political agenda that included "a 


planned economy with political, social and economic equality for all."


The late 1800s saw a surge of socialist thought that centered on the primacy of the state ("statism"). One of the most prominent, if 


not bellicose, proponents of these progressivist socialist doctrines was a novelist named Edward Bellamy. Bellamy wrote a novel that 


eventually sold over a million copies and was translated in 20 countries abroad: Looking Backward. In Looking Backward the main 


character, Julian West, falls asleep in 1887 only to awaken in the year 2000. He finds an America where the means of production are 


owned by the state and everyone earns equal income. Jobs are assigned by the government to citizen-conscripts, who must work 


for the state from the age of 21 until retirement at 45. By now, you recognise this tripe for what it really is: Puritan ideology mixed 


with cultural Marxism to produce a radical egalitarianism never intended or espoused by our Founders.
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Edward Bellamy had a cousin named Francis Bellamy. Together they advocated a social philosophy they called "Nationalism", by 


which they meant that the state should control all the means of production (as the Marxists would say). Edward and Francis Bellamy 


established 167 "Nationalist Clubs" all over America, and an offshoot of one of these clubs in Boston became known as "The Society 


for Christian Socialists", with Francis Bellamy as its Vice-President, formed to preach the gospel of radical egalitarianism. Perhaps it 


is not surprising that the Bellamys' grandfather was an associate of the famous Puritan, Jonathan Edwards.


Eventually Francis Bellamy met with the head of the National Education Association, William Torrey Harris. Harris, in turn, was bent 


upon centralised, compulsory, state education, with special attention paid to ensuring that the state schools indoctrinated their 


students rather than merely educate them. (In short, mind control.) What Harris called "substantial education" he defined as "the 


subsumption of the individual." In 1892, Harris pushed the NEA to promote a "National Public School Celebration, which would 


promote loyalty to both the state and its schools." The ideological agenda for this "celebration"? The Yankee religious magazine, The 


Youth's Companion. Who worked on The Youth's Companion? Francis Bellamy, the old socialist Puritan from Boston. At a speech 


during the "celebration", Bellamy preached that ""the training of citizens in the common knowledge and the common duties of 


citizenship belongs irrevocably to the State."


To encourage a blind obedience and loyalty to the all-powerful state, Francis Bellamy wrote his "Pledge", basing it on the infamous 


"Oath of Allegiance" forced at bayonet point upon Southerners during Reconstruction. Bellamy"s all-powerful Leviathan of a state he 


called "the Republic".


The true reason for allegiance to the Flag is the "republic for which it stands." ...And what does that vast thing, the 


Republic mean? It is the concise political word for the Nation—the One Nation which the Civil War was fought to prove. 


To make that One Nation idea clear, we must specify that it is indivisible, as Webster and Lincoln used to repeat in 


their great speeches.


In other words, Bellamy was a direct descendant of Lincoln's Radical Republicans of the mid-1800s, and he took his statist loyalty 


pledge directly from the loyalty oaths forced upon Southerners after the War for Southern Independence. The "one nation, 


indivisible" phrase, was, therefore, particularly important to Bellamy, since the Confederate States of America, which had fought 


against the principles of the centralised monster state, had declared Lincoln's beloved (and illusory) "Union", divisible! After all, if 


secession were legal, Bellamy's hopes for a concentration of socialist power in the hands of an all-powerful, all-controlling state, 


would be dashed. Thomas DiLorenzo notes that "This was the thinking of all the worst tyrants of the twentieth century, including 


Hitler and Stalin. (Hitler even quoted approvingly Lincoln's "union created the states" theory from his first inaugural address in Mein 


Kampf in order to make his own case for destroying federalism and states' rights in Germany.)" DiLorenzo also notes that students 


were taught to salute the flag with an upright arm, similar to the Nazi salute. The practice was discontinued around 1950, when it 


was finally considered to be "in bad taste".


The Pledge of Allegiance, therefore, is clearly a socialist, if not fascist, document that pledges one to obey The State rather than God 


or one's conscience. Francis Bellamy's dream of a Superstate that enforces, by violence, its propaganda upon its students, the 


propaganda of a socialist nightmare and a statist ideology, came true. Ironically, the Pledge has become controversial today for all 


the wrong reasons, with Christian conservatives bent upon establishing the legitimacy of the words, "under God" (which were not in 


the original pledge at all, but added by Congress in 1954). But, as DiLorenzo points out, "The Pledge itself is an oath of allegiance to 


the central state, and the "under God" language only serves to deify the state."


Is there any document ever written so antithetical to the beliefs our Founders? Did George Washington, Thomas Jefferson, James 
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Madison, Patrick Henry, or Ben Franklin pledge their loyalty to a socialist (Marxist) Megastate? Did they indend to deify America?


I say let no oath of allegiance to any state deceive us any longer. Let us also remember that we are not, no matter the Yankee 


propaganda to the contrary, "one nation, indivisible." We are, in fact, a Republic, and that Republic has always, even since the 


1600s, been divided. The Northern people and the Southern people have always been two separate cultures, two separate peoples. 


The fact that the Yankee Empire brutally forced the Southern people into its "Union" is irrelevant. Let them keep their "Union" while 


we keep our faith, for Southrons are aleady a people under God, and our God needs no pledge but our faith. 
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