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Once upon a time there was a young girl (SSPX) who had been
very well brought up by her good father (Archbishop Lefebvre).
He had warned her about Don Juan (Neo-modernist Popes). For a
number of years the girl was serious and sensible, and she
resisted Don Juan’s advances. Alas, one day her beloved father
died, and the girl inherited his fortune. For a while she
remained faithful to his commands. Surrounded by a group of
other wise girls (anti-liberals of the SSPX) she continued to
administer her fortune by looking after the orphans on her
father’s estate (Traditional Catholics).

But time was passing. She was no longer so young. She began to
fear growing too old to marry. She was afraid that to card her
wool and work on her embroidery she would soon be on her own.
Poor  girl!  She  so  wanted  to  be  loved,  to  have  her  own
legitimate children (Traditionalists recognized by Rome). She
wanted  to  achieve  more  than  just  doing  charity  work  for
orphans. She was bored with her life. She was being mocked and
insulted  by  neighbours  who  wanted  her  to  get  married
(conservatives  and  Traditionalists  gone  over  to  Rome).

Now Don Juan had shown again and again how wicked he was, and
he had ruined and dishonoured many a good girl (Communities
gone over to Rome), but he was heir to the largest family in
the Kingdom, with the title of Vice-Roy (Vicar of Christ).
After a prolonged study of the girl’s character and virtue, he
decided on a special way to seduce her – he would appeal to
her highest feelings. So he began by admitting that he was far
from perfect, that he had even made mistakes. He even asked
the girl if they could meet to discuss things. She used the
opportunity to tell him all that she thought of him and his
friends (Discussions of 2009–2011). And during all this time
(2006–2012) she repeated even in public that marriage with him
was out of the question unless he mended his ways.
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And then Don Juan had a brilliant idea! He told the girl that
she was not like all the other girls he had known. That her
stubborn resistance had opened his eyes. That she alone could
heal his wounds (the post-Conciliar disasters), and make him
change, and mend his ways for good! The girl decided

to get advice from her friends. She gathered them together on
her father’s estate (Écône, 2012). Unfortunately for her, she
had by now sent away from her the sensible girls that her dead
father had chosen as companions for her (a bishop and priests
of the Resistance). Her own choice of friends were foolish
girls who were drunk with delight at the thought of their
friend marrying the Vice-Roy. So they helped to convince her
(General  Chapter  of  2012  and  aftermath)  that  she  could
transform  her  future  husband,  like  St  Clothilde  had
transformed Clovis. They told her too that Don Juan’s desire
to be helped by her showed that he was already mending his
ways!

Meanwhile Don Juan kept the seduction going by maintaining
contacts and discussions with the girl and her close friends.
So despite the rebukes and repeated warnings from the sensible
girls now living in the woods around her father’s stately
home, she had made up her mind! She believed what Don Juan was
telling her! She believed in the foolish girls’ arguments!
Yes, she, and she alone, would succeed in saving Don Juan from
himself! How could her dear old father not have given his
approval!

Poor girl! She had lost her grip on reality. She could no
longer see that the Vice-Roy’s very nature was corrupted, and
so  he  was  sure  to  corrupt  her  too,  and  all  her  future
children, and all the orphans on her father’s estate. As for
the sensible girls, they were shivering with cold in the woods
around the estate where they had been cast out. They wept for
the good old father, with lamentations fit to break one’s
heart. If only he could come back! Oh dear! Oh woe is us! But
the only answer to their mournful wailing was the whistling of



the winter wind in the trees. It was night . . .

Kyrie eleison.


