
 When I was a boy, maybe in third grade, and living in Pendleton, 

Oregon Mike Green lived across the street (not his real name). Mike 

and I were the same age and in the same class, so, although I wouldn’t 

say he was my best friend, we naturally hung out together in the 

neighborhood. Mike, frankly, was a bit of a bully.  He didn’t bother me, 

but he did pick on my youngest brother Scott. He would call him names 

and push him around sometimes. And, you know, I let him get away 

with that. I wasn’t really physically afraid of Mike.  I was bigger than he 

was, but I think I was intimidated by a kind of loyalty to my age group. 

We were the big kids in the neighborhood, and I thought I shouldn’t 

restrict one of my gang from the proper exercise of our power. 

 Well, my Dad found out about Scott being picked on and he 

wanted to know why we weren’t standing up for Scott.  I think he 

especially wanted to know why I was letting it happen, but he looked at 

all of us, Lisa, my older sister, my younger brothers Reed, Scott, and me 

and said, “There are four of you and only one of him. How can this 

happen if you care for one another? Next time Mike picks on Scott 

here’s what I want you to do. I want whoever sees it happening to 

hurry and get all of you together, and then you are all to jump on Mike, 

like a dog-pile.  Don’t hit him, just don’t let him up.  Just lay there on 

top of him.  He won’t be able to do anything. That will take care of him. 

You’ll see.” 

 Not long afterwards Mike once again started pushing Scott 

around.  I don’t remember which Nagel kid raised the alarm, but we all 

remembered our strategy, and when Mike saw the three of us bearing 

down on him, he started running, but we caught him, tackled him and 

pinned him with our combined weight. Last of all Scott jumped in the 

top of the pile. There was Mike looking up from the bottom of the pile 



immobile, yelling at us four Nagel kids, but powerless. And we just lay 

there.  We said that if he ever picked on Scott again we would do 

exactly the same thing. We were pretty heavy, but I think it was the 

actual ridiculousness of his situation that was most effective in teaching 

Mike that he had lost his power.   

 I thought about the importance of standing up for someone we 

love, and how we’re to do that, while praying over the story of the man 

born blind. Jesus is under suspicion from the Pharisees, and then He 

goes and performs a miracle for this blind man, breaking the Sabbath 

law. The Pharisees go after the healed man, but the person they are 

really after is Jesus.  In this atmosphere the formerly blind man’s 

parents don’t stand up for their son. They tell the Pharisees, “’We do 

not know how he sees now, nor do we know who opened his eyes.  Ask 

him, he is of age; he can speak for himself.” His parents said this 

because they were afraid . . . for the Jews had already agreed that if 

anyone acknowledged [Jesus] as the Messiah he would be expelled 

from the synagogue.” 

The healed man, on the other hand, did stand up for Jesus.  When the 

Pharisees said, “We know that this man is a sinner,” The man said, “If 

he is a sinner I do not know. One thing I do know is that I was blind and 

now I see.” The cost of this witnessing to the power of Jesus in his life is 

indeed being thrown out of the synagogue. 

These days Jesus, Mary, the Catholic Church are sometimes attacked 

verbally in our presence by non-Catholic Christians or secularists.  What 

do we do then?  Do we stand up for our brother, our mother? And how 

should we do that? I think the story of Mike and Scott offers some 

insights. Like me in the presence of my friend, and like the parents of 



the man born blind, we can be intimidated into silence by the powers 

and attitudes of our society.  There can be subtle fears that we will be 

cast out of the group or made a target of shame. 

It’s scary to be picked on. Not only might speaking up for Jesus against 

an atheist, or for Mary against a Protestant, have social consequences, 

what if you don’t know what to say? Here I would go back to my 

father’s advice and plan. Don’t hit back, just use the weight of your love 

to impress upon this other person what you feel and have experienced 

in Christ, Mary or the Church. The man born blind didn’t argue theology 

with the Pharisees.  He just witnessed to what Jesus had done for him 

personally. “If he is a sinner I do not know. One thing I do know is that I 

was blind and now I see.” If we have been silent in the past when the 

conversation turned against Christ or the Church, what if we were able 

to simply say, “I don’t know about that, but I do know that Jesus has 

done X, Y, Z for me?” Or, “I regret you’ve had that experience, but the 

Catholic Church has provided me with X.” Witnessing for Christ isn’t a 

matter of arguing, but a sharing of the conviction of the heart that we 

have been touched by God. And what if all of us Catholics were to do 

that? What a weight we would have. 

I think we underestimate the importance of standing up for our faith. 

It’s important to stand up for those whom we love. Faith always grows 

when we witness charitably to its impact on our lives, even more for 

the person sharing what God has done for him or her than for the 

person hearing it.   There might still be social consequences, but the 

weight of a true witnessing of how Jesus, Mary, or the Church has 

changed our lives would be more effective than a theological lecture, 

and more powerful than any argument.  I’m not against apologetics at 

all.  We should be able to give a reason for the hope that is in us. But 



that is not always called for – or what we can do.  Getting into 

intellectual arguments is like fighting Mike with fists, whereas 

witnessing to God’s love and conversion in our own lives, doesn’t 

require fast thinking, but is like the non-violent pinning of him. 

After our Nagel family dog-pile Mike never did bother Scott again.  It 

was amazing, like a “Leave it to Beaver” episode, a Ward Cleaver 

moment. Dad’s advice worked perfectly, and it solved the problem 

after just one application, just like in a 30 minute TV show.  I’m not 

saying our witnessing to our faith today will have the same kind of 

Hollywood effect or storyline, but it’s possible in a way that getting in 

an argument about the faith isn’t for most of us. And I promise it will 

have a tremendous impact upon us as much as on others.  


