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I’m not a great fan of Paul in the New Testament; I mean he’s got it in for 
several groups of people that I think reflects his own and the societal 
prejudices of his day, so perhaps I should allow him more latitude.  After 
all, it is very easy for us to inadvertently show our own prejudices, when 
we might think that we don’t have any.


We like to think that we are tolerant of each other but I know I cannot claim 
that ability.  I know that I am intensely irritated by people I think are being 
stupid - in other words, people I instinctively label as of less intelligence 
than me, when it’s quite possible that they are way ahead of me 
intellectually, but I just don’t happen to agree with them over some 
particular issue.


Currently, I am having an issue with those that refuse to be vaccinated; 
some - I have to admit - have a good and valid reason, such as they are 
already immunologically compromised, and a further challenge to their 
immune systems by vaccination might be detrimental to the disease 
process that they still harbour.  However, the majority of those who refuse 
to be vaccinated do not have that excuse, and hold to the dubious high 
ground of ‘lack of evidence of effectiveness’ or lack of data for long-term 
side-effects’.

Whilst the latter is certainly true, the former is by now a much less 
impressive argument, as over 90% of our hospital admissions currently are 
unvaccinated.


Also I have little to no tolerance of those I see dog-walking who have no 
idea that the animal they have on the leash that they repeatedly and 
brutally yank is a sentient being who needs to be trained, not bullied into 
compliance.  Sometimes it is as much as I can do to stop myself running 
over to them and telling them that not only do they not have a clue about 



how to handle a dog, but that they should never have been allowed to own 
one in the first place.  My heart goes out to those abused animals.


But the argument goes on; I had a step-sister (now deceased) who 
decided in her early adult life to have a child.  She took herself off to 
Greece and came back pregnant.  The girl born of that union never knew 
who her father was - and neither did the rest of the family - but her mother 
decided that she was not going to discipline her daughter, and wanted her 
to ‘experience the world around her’ simply by exploration and self-
learning.


My mother, her step-grandma, was not keen on this idea, and when the 
little mite decided she was going to pull all grandma’s books out of her 
bookshelves, a stop was put to it.  “But no!” wailed my step-sister, “she’s 
just exploring!”  “Well, not like that in my house,” was my mother’s reply.


“What are you going to do when she wants to ‘explore’ an electric fire?” I 
quietly asked.  “That’s different,” I was told.  “Well, I guess she’ll only do it 
once,” was my sour comment.


When this child reached the age of 11, she suddenly took her mother by 
the shoulders and shook her, shouting at her, “Why have you never said, 
No!?”  It was a transforming moment for my step-sister who, sadly, did not 
live long after that as she died young from breast cancer.


My point is that we have to live in a balance of tolerance and discipline.  
Without boundaries we are lost; within boundaries we are free.  This is as 
true for children as it is for dogs - though dogs are infinitely easier to train 
than children (on the whole).


And for us adults too, it is imperative that we stick to our boundaries; 
straying beyond them is the first step on the ‘highway to hell’.  Oscar 
Wilde is famously quoted as saying that he could ‘resist anything but 



temptation.’  I imagine he had plenty of time to review that during his time 
in Reading Jail.


Discipline from without - societal rules and the policing of them - is much 
easier to comply with than discipline from within, and that’s what we have 
to keep in check.  


Even, I suppose, to the point of allowing St Paul his opinions - though I still 
rarely agree with him!
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