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When Should Catholics 'Call a Spade a Spade'? 
Deal W. Hudson | Column 

9/7/09 

o call a spade a spade," a phrase whose 

origin can be traced back to Plutarch, is 

defined by Brewer's Dictionary of Phrase and 

Fable as to be "outspoken, blunt, even to the point of 

rudeness." The question of when Catholics should be 

outspoken, in this sense, has arisen over the heated 

reactions to the funeral of the late Sen. Ted Kennedy.  

A number of commentators took issue with the 

funeral, specifically over the participation of Sean 

Cardinal O'Malley of Boston and Theodore Cardinal 

McCarrick, retired, from Washington, D.C., who read 

from the letter written by Kennedy to Pope Benedict 

XVI.   

But Bishop Robert C. Morlino of Madison thinks 

some of the negative comments were sinful. As he 

wrote in his diocesan newspaper, "I'm afraid, however, 

that for not a few Catholics, the funeral rites for Senator 

Kennedy were a source of scandal -- that is, quite 

literally, led them into sin." 

Bishop Morlino does not locate the sin in the public 

criticism of the funeral, however: "From the earliest 

days of the Church it was defined as sinful to enjoy the 

thought that someone might be in Hell."  

I went back to reread the three toughest 

statements I knew about the Kennedy funeral -- those 

from Raymond Arroyo, Judie Brown, and Phil Lawler. 

Nowhere could I find anything close to the sin described 

by Bishop Morlino.  

Phil Lawler writes, "We cannot know the state of 

Ted Kennedy's soul when he finally succumbed to brain 

cancer." From Judie Brown: "Not a single one of us 

knows the state of Senator Kennedy's soul at his death." 

And finally Arroyo: "Judgment remains the exclusive 

domain of God, and no one should presume to know 

Senator Kennedy's eternal destination." 

Perhaps I missed something, but all of the critiques I 

read were concerned with the way the funeral honored 

Senator Kennedy as a Catholic, thus creating confusion 

for Catholics who have repeatedly been told that it is a 

mortal sin to advocate abortion. As Lawler described it, 

"From the first greeting to the final commendation, the 

ceremony was a celebration of Kennedy's life and his 

public career. There was never a hint that Ted Kennedy 

might need prayers, that his eternal salvation could be 

in question." 

As Arroyo summarized,  

What most in the media and the public fail to 

recognize is that this entire spectacle -- the 

Catholic funeral trappings and the wall-to-wall 

coverage -- was only partially about Ted Kennedy. 

It was truly about cementing the impression, 

indeed catechizing the faithful, that one can be a 

Catholic politician, and so long as you claim to care 

about the poor, you may licitly ignore the cause of 

life. 

Brown -- who, like Arroyo, knows well the long-term 

impact of events like the Kennedy funeral on political 

dispositions of Catholics -- put it this way: 

Now millions of Americans are totally confused 

about what it means to be Catholic. The words 

that were uttered by these prelates prove that 

they did, in fact, ignore the dead babies in order to 

give glowing words of praise to the man who 

sanctioned their killing. 

My only comment was to say that watching two 

princes of the Church praising the pro-abortion 

Kennedy on national television made me think that it's 

sometimes very hard to take our bishops seriously on 

the issue of abortion. I added that I found Cardinal 

McCarrick's reading "a letter from Senator Kennedy 

praising himself to the Holy Father... well, mind-

"T 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/To_call_a_spade_a_spade
http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/mambots/editors/fckeditor/editor/dialog/I%E2%80%99m%20afraid,%20however,%20that%20for%20not%20a%20few%20Catholics,%20the%20funeral%20rites%20for%20Senator%20Kennedy%20were%20a%20source%20of%20scandal%20%E2%80%94%20that%20is,%20quite%20literally,%20led%20them%20into%20sin.
http://www.lifesitenews.com/ldn/2008/sep/08090905.html
http://www.lifesitenews.com/ldn/2009/sep/09090105.html
http://www.catholicculture.org/commentary/articles.cfm?id=342
http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=6786&Itemid=80
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boggling." None of the above, as far as I can tell, falls 

under the category of sin as described by Bishop 

Morlino.  

  

Anyone who knows Bishop Morlino knows he is a 

smart and tough leader who can call a spade a spade. 

He was one of the first to correct then-Senator Joe 

Biden after his appearance one year ago on Meet the 

Press, when the now-vice president pontificated on 

abortion matters. So why would he make the point of so 

strongly cautioning those who have taken offense at the 

spectacle of Kennedy's funeral? 

Toward the end of his column, Bishop Morlino writes,  

In the seminary I was taught to speak like a lion 

from the pulpit -- certainly there are those in the 

diocese who believe that perhaps I do that all too 

well -- but that in the confessional I should be a 

lamb, reflecting the face of the Lamb of God, who 

died so that there might be mercy. The funeral rites 

for Senator Kennedy challenge all of us to question 

ourselves as to whether we are less eager to grant 

mercy than God Himself is (emphasis added). 

Who among us is not grateful for the priest who 

exhibits mercy in the face of our sins? None, I would 

imagine, including those who expressed their concern 

for the funeral service. In fact, there is further 

agreement between critics like Arroyo, Brown, and 

Lawler with Bishop Morlino.  

It's Bishop Morlino's hope that "our Catholic homes 

and families re-emphasize their role as schools of 

mercy, not at the expense of justice, and not at the 

expense of truth." What else spurred the criticism of 

Kennedy's funeral than a distortion of the truth about 

the Catholic Faith? What I have read was certainly not 

motivated by any pious delight in the certainty of 

Senator Kennedy's damnation.  

Anyone who uses Bishop Morlino's words to 

scourge those who fear for the public witness of the 

Church should read the bishop more closely.  

 

Deal W. Hudson is the director of InsideCatholic.com 

and the author of Onward, Christian Soldiers: The 

Growing Political Power of Catholics and Evangelicals 

in the United States (Simon and Schuster). 

http://www.lifesitenews.com/ldn/2008/sep/08090905.html
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1416524428/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1416524428/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1416524428/insidecatcom-20
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On Never Being Correct 
Rev. James V. Schall, S.J. | Column 

9/7/09

n his Ethics, Aristotle tells us that not every action is 

a mean between two extremes -- too much and too 

little. Some names indicate what is always base. He 

gives examples: "spite, shamelessness, envy, among 

feelings; adultery, theft, murder, among actions." Such 

actions are unworthy. "Hence in doing these things we 

can never be correct, but must invariably be in error."  

To hear that language names things that are wrong 

is refreshing. When something is thus wrong, the law 

distinguishes between degrees of culpability. Passion, 

force, or ignorance can mitigate the heinousness of 

what we do. But we hate to hear someone say "never," 

especially Aristotle, as he usually knew of what he 

spoke. It reminds us that we do not ourselves make all 

the rules of our living. 

But what if we go ahead and do such base things 

anyhow? Where does that put us? Obviously, 

something happens in our souls. We always have a 

"reason," of course, why we do something wrong. We 

concoct a rationale for our actions or feelings. They 

usually have a point.  

No purely evil being exists, not even the devil. We 

develop a theory about why what we do is all right. We 

go to great lengths in making our own rules. We are 

free; we live as we want. Both of these statements are, 

in fact, correct. We are free. We can live as we want. 

"Doing what we want," however, can be read in two 

ways: 1) We do what we want, whatever it is; or 2) we 

want to do what is right to do. 

In the second case, if we do not do what is right, we 

suspect that we should do it. Therefore, we seek to 

restore, if possible, whatever damage we did, either to 

ourselves, to others, or to the principle of right itself. If 

we do whatever it is we want, however, we have 

already accepted a theory of universal relativism. It is 

right because we do it. Thus it does not make much 

difference what we do.  

In such a world, we acknowledge no consequences 

to any act that we do. What applies to us, then, also 

applies to everyone else. We no longer have any 

criterion to judge how we stand to others or even to 

ourselves. We can do nothing wrong, because 

whatever we do is right. In such logic, we no longer can 

blame (or praise) anyone else. Everyone does the same 

thing -- namely, whatever he wants. 

  

Such a world is quite improbable. We cannot shake 

Aristotle's insistence that some named things are 

wrong.  

What happens when we acknowledge Aristotle's 

point? We wonder about the damage we have 

ourselves put into the world by our wrong deeds. 

Things do not become right because we think them 

right. Evil deeds continue to wreak the havoc of their 

wrongness. How can it be stopped? 

We need to be both forgiven and to reestablish the 

law that we violated. We need to restore what our 

actions upset. In 1 Timothy, we read: "Watch yourself 

and watch your teaching." To live rightly, it seems, we 

must think what is true.  

What does forgiveness do? It does not make the 

evil of the action that we put into the world cease to 

be evil. That action goes on its way in the web of 

human living. Purely subjective repentance is not 

enough. It must be made "public," even in the 

sacrament. This is what penance and punishment are 

about. They restore the integrity of the principle. We 

affirm that what can never be correct is not correct, 

even if we had a theory to justify our doing it. 

I 
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We distinguish between notorious or public sinners 

and private ones. The reason for this distinction is not 

that ordinary people do not commit ordinary crimes 

and evils; they do. But they are not in a position to 

widely teach the wrongness in word and example. For 

great crimes, public penance, acknowledgement, and 

punishment are required to restore order.  

Plato rightly said that the one who committed the 

crimes himself wanted to be punished as a sign of his 

recognition of the evil he did.  

Plato also said that the worst thing we could do to 

great sinners was not to punish them. Let them glory in 

their evil deeds. This "non-punishment" was itself 

proposed out of spite. But it was based on the fact that 

each life is judged after death by its deeds and what 

they teach.  

"Watch yourself and watch your teaching" turns out 

to be good advice. "Hence in doing these things we can 

never be correct, but must invariably be in error." 

In great crimes, private penance also requires public 

acknowledgement, lest aberrant actions continue to 

corrupt and teach. 

 

Rev. James V. Schall, S.J., teaches political science at 

Georgetown University. His latest book, The Mind That 

Is Catholic, is published by Catholic University of 

America Press. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0813215412/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0813215412/insidecatcom-20
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Thy Kingdom Come 
Mark P. Shea | Column 

9/8/09 

oughly a century ago, a modernist scholar 

complained that Jesus came to proclaim the 

kingdom of God, but instead all we got was a 

lousy Church. He's probably not the only person to have 

felt a bit disappointed, nor the only one to form the 

conviction that the Church is a tragic letdown, a 

mistake, and not something Jesus ever intended. One 

seldom looks round one's local parish and is filled with 

the awestruck feeling, "Behold! The Kingdom!" It's one 

of the things Uncle Screwtape rather enjoys banging 

away at, as he tells his nephew Wormwood: 

One of our great allies at present is the Church 

itself. Do not misunderstand me. I do not mean the 

Church as we see her spread but through all time 

and space and rooted in eternity, terrible as an 

army with banners. That, I confess, is a spectacle 

which makes our boldest tempters uneasy. But 

fortunately it is quite invisible to these humans. All 

your patient sees is the half-finished, sham Gothic 

erection on the new building estate. When he goes 

inside, he sees the local grocer with rather an oily 

expression on his face bustling up to offer him one 

shiny little book containing a liturgy which neither 

of them understands, and one shabby little book 

containing corrupt texts of a number of religious 

lyrics, mostly bad, and in very small print. When he 

gets to his pew and looks round him he sees just 

that selection of his neighbours whom he has 

hitherto avoided. You want to lean pretty heavily on 

those neighbours. Make his mind flit to and fro 

between an expression like "the body of Christ" and 

the actual faces in the next pew. It matters very 

little, of course, what kind of people that next pew 

really contains. You may know one of them to be a 

great warrior on the Enemy's side. No matter. Your 

patient, thanks to Our Father below, is a fool. 

Provided that any of those neighbours sing out of 

tune, or have boots that squeak, or double chins, or 

odd clothes, the patient will quite easily believe that 

their religion must therefore be somehow 

ridiculous. At his present stage, you see, he has an 

idea of "Christians" in his mind which he supposes 

to be spiritual but which, in fact, is largely pictorial. 

His mind is full of togas and sandals and armour and 

bare legs and the mere fact that the other people in 

church wear modern clothes is a real -- though of 

course an unconscious -- difficulty to him. Never 

let it come to the surface; never let him ask what 

he expected them to look like. Keep everything 

hazy in his mind now, and you will have all eternity 

wherein to amuse yourself by producing in him the 

peculiar kind of clarity which Hell affords. 

This odd tendency to mistake the merely pictorial for 

the spiritual is all over the place, I fear, in our current 

approach to the Faith. We imagine we are being 

spiritual, but really we have this vague notion of 

castles, round tables, and a sort of egalitarian co-op of 

shining saints and folk affirming one another in their 

okayness, all in union with a Jesus who is not so much 

"Lord" as "Wise and Strong Affirmer of our Basic 

Goodness." Certainly, much of the American Catholic 

Church is afflicted with this vision, leading to a 

celebration of the liturgy that author Amy Welborn has 

puckishly described as the Rite of the Church of Aren't 

We Fabulous.  

You've probably had to endure it at some point: a 

"sacred meal" (and only that) where we gather around 

the Table to celebrate our Us-ness because it's all 

about Us. We come to share our story, not humble 

ourselves before the gospel. We come to break the 

bread, not the Body, Blood, Soul, and Divinity of Jesus 

Christ fully present in the Most Holy Sacrifice of the 

Altar. We come to know our rising from the dead, 

without the nasty business of taking up crosses. We 

talk about the "reign of God" and assure ourselves 

that the crucifixion of Jesus was a tragic accident, not 

part of the plan of God at all. Such a liturgy is a time 

R 

http://blog.siena.org/2008/02/kingdom-without-king.html
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where we come to discover yet again that we are 

superior to all previous generations (as, for instance, in 

a homily I once endured in which the priest told us that 

Jesus had to "learn to overcome his racism" by 

discovering that Syro-Phoenician women were people 

and not "dogs" (Mk 7:24-30)). Along with this 

celebration of our superior Us-ness, we banish all those 

dark pre-Vatican II notions of sin, humility, and sacrifice 

(except for the sake of self-empowerment) and assert 

our "dignity" (a word that sounds an awful lot like 

"pride" in the mouths of suburban Americans).  

In short, we in the American Church start by talking 

about the "kingdom" but somehow quickly end by 

talking about the People's Democratic Republic of 

Heaven, free of odious and (this must be said with a 

sneer) "medieval" notions of hierarchy, authority, and 

so forth. 

  

Given that modern chatter about the "kingdom" tends 

to do this so often, while Jesus' conception of the 

kingdom seems (in stark contrast) to have something to 

do with founding rather than fleeing from the Church, 

my suggestion for repairing the increasingly stark 

disconnect between AmChurch Cath-Lite and the actual 

Church (and Kingdom) is to return to the language of 

Jesus and, in particular, to what words like "kingdom" 

actually mean in the minds of Jesus and His apostles. 

When we do that, we discover that before Jesus and His 

apostles look forward to the coming of the Kingdom, 

they have their minds rooted in the past and, in 

particular, on one King. His name is not Arthur (who lies 

centuries in their future) but David, and it is his kingly 

line that is at the root of the entire Jewish conception of 

the Messiah. 

For the Messiah is no one and nothing other than 

the Son of David. The entire Jewish conception of the 

Messiah rests on the conviction that God will make 

good on a promise given to David after he was taken as 

king of the people of Israel by popular acclaim and 

began to reign in Jerusalem. The language of that 

popular acclamation was, as we shall see, significant. 

But even more significant is the nature of the covenant 

God makes with David after the king seeks counsel from 

the prophet Nathan on whether he should build a 

"house" or temple for the Lord. Nathan replies to him 

with this astonishing prophecy: 

Go and tell my servant David, "Thus says the Lord: 

Would you build me a house to dwell in? I have not 

dwelt in a house since the day I brought up the 

people of Israel from Egypt to this day, but I have 

been moving about in a tent for my dwelling. In all 

places where I have moved with all the people of 

Israel, did I speak a word with any of the judges of 

Israel, whom I commanded to shepherd my people 

Israel, saying, 'Why have you not built me a house 

of cedar?'" Now therefore thus you shall say to my 

servant David, "Thus says the Lord of hosts, I took 

you from the pasture, from following the sheep, 

that you should be prince over my people Israel; 

and I have been with you wherever you went, and 

have cut off all your enemies from before you; and 

I will make for you a great name, like the name of 

the great ones of the earth. And I will appoint a 

place for my people Israel, and will plant them, 

that they may dwell in their own place, and be 

disturbed no more; and violent men shall afflict 

them no more, as formerly, from the time that I 

appointed judges over my people Israel; and I will 

give you rest from all your enemies. Moreover the 

Lord declares to you that the Lord will make you a 

house. When your days are fulfilled and you lie 

down with your fathers, I will raise up your 

offspring after you, who shall come forth from 

your body, and I will establish his kingdom. He 

shall build a house for my name, and I will 

establish the throne of his kingdom for ever. I will 

be his father, and he shall be my son. When he 

commits iniquity, I will chasten him with the rod of 

men, with the stripes of the sons of men; but I will 

not take my steadfast love from him, as I took it 

from Saul, whom I put away from before you. And 

your house and your kingdom shall be made sure 

for ever before me; your throne shall be 

established for ever" (2 Sam 7:5-16). 
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The punning triple promise that God will build David a 

"house" (i.e., a dynasty), that David's son "shall build a 

house for my name, and I will establish the throne of his 

kingdom for ever," is the source of the entire messianic 

concept in the Jewish mind. The worldly failure of the 

House of David serves, paradoxically, only to sharpen 

the expectation that the promise to David cannot fail. 

Even though, politically, the Davidic line loses the 

political throne even as the Temple is destroyed, 

Judah's hope in the promise to David only grows.  

This would seem to be hugely delusional by the first 

century A.D. After all, the Jews are, by the time of 

Christ, ruled over not by a Jewish king but by an 

Idumaean named Herod and then (worse still) by a 

Roman named Pilate. In a similar vein of apparently 

mocking failure by the muses of History, Ezekiel had 

prophesied a rebuilt Temple as a sign of a restored 

covenant, yet Herod's temple was no more the work of 

a son of David than the Nashville Parthenon was the 

work of ancient Greeks. None of the prophetic promises 

seemed to be panning out at all. Prophecy appeared to 

be a joke. 

All this led popular Judaism to get some things right 

and some things disastrously wrong. In the "getting it 

right" department is pre-Christian Judaism's valiant will 

to retain the Messianic idea at all. There's a reason you 

haven't met any Amorites, Perrizites, Sumerians, or 

Hittites. They're gone. They had no vision, and they 

perished. But the Jews, by divine Providence and an iron 

will, stuck to their hope in the words of the prophets 

and believed that Messiah would come. For this, we are 

forever in their debt. 

The problem is that when He came, the kingdom He 

proclaimed was not what they expected. No conquering 

king to beat up the Gentiles and kick them out of the 

Holy Land. Not much in the way of hamstrung horses or 

collections of large numbers of foreskins from dead 

opponents as David had done. The brave band of 

followers turned out to be fishermen, tax collectors, 

and whores, not David's Mighty Men. Quite un-Davidic -

- or so it seemed. To be sure, He claimed, both explicitly 

and implicitly, to be the King of Israel. He even rode into 

Jerusalem on a donkey as Solomon had done a 

thousand years before (1 Kgs 1:43-44) when he laid 

claim to the Davidic throne (a gesture not lost on any of 

his countrymen), which is why, hopes high, they 

shouted "Hosanna!" They thought the Revolution and 

the New Davidic Kingdom would be any minute now. 

They were absolutely right -- and horribly wrong. 

  

Just how right and wrong was soon apparent. The son 

of David started doing weird stuff: identifying Himself 

with a mysterious "Bridegroom," as well as with some 

King who would come at the end of time to judge us 

on our treatment of "the least of these" (Mt 25). He 

asked unsettling questions about Psalm 110 

(universally regarded by His contemporaries as both 

Davidic in origin and Messianic in nature) and pointed 

out that David called the son of David "Lord" (Mt 

22:41-45). He ticked off the power elites who had 

gotten pretty cozy with the Army of the Occupation 

and who didn't want to rock the boat with miracle 

stories about His raising the dead (Mt 23; Jn 11:45-53). 

And when it came to the Temple? Talk about 

disrespect for religious decorum! Would David have 

ever cleared out the moneychangers and treated such 

a venerable national institution with such rabble-

rousing fury (Mt 21:12)? 

Clearly, said Top People, the man was a pretender 

to the throne we can do without, and clearly He had 

said and done enough to hang Himself. His claims to 

the kingship were well-known enough by the time He 

was brought to trial that both Pilate and the Sanhedrin 

could make them the basis for the prosecution. Yes, 

mixed in with the Son of David stuff was other weird 

business about destroying the temple and raising it in 

three days (Jn 2:19). (They weren't sure what that 

meant, but they tossed it into the indictment and 

brought forward a few massaged witnesses ready to 

spin His words in the hope that some sort of terrorism 

charge would stick (Mk 14:57-59).) And He did exude a 

disquieting uncanniness when He warned of returning 

on clouds of glory and took the Name "I AM" to 

Himself (Mk 14:61-62) (which was the real crime as far 

as the Sanhedrin was concerned). But with practiced 

http://www.nashville.gov/parthenon
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calm, His accusers stuck with the claim of kingship, since 

that's what Rome would care about.  

Of course, that eerie "I AM" claim almost torpedoed 

the whole project when the superstitious Pilate, 

spooked by his wife's dream (Mt 27:19), remembered 

old myths of gods who came to earth in disguise and 

vented their wrath on the puny mortals who mistreated 

them. He asked, "Where are you from?" and blustered, 

"Don't you realize I have the power to release you or 

have you crucified?" (Jn 19:9-10). But the man with the 

crown of thorns seemed in no danger of erupting in 

Olympian fury, and eventually (with a bit of velvety 

pressure warning that if Pilate let this guy claiming to be 

"Christ, a king" go, he was "no friend of Caesar's" (Jn 

19:12)) the Great Man of Rome plucked up the guts to 

have his horse-whipped prisoner traded off for some 

two-bit hood named Barabbas and disposed of with the 

other two pieces of trash awaiting execution in the 

Tower of Antonia. 

  

The rest we know -- except that we don't know it, 

because we don't think of what happened as the 

apostles and Jesus did. Sure, we acknowledge the story 

of the crucifixion, resurrection, and ascension as truth. 

But sooner or later, the story ends, our eyes refocus, 

and we look around at our adult Sunday-school class 

there in the air-conditioned room with the fluorescent 

lights and the little table with coffee and Oreos on it 

and we think, "So it was all leading up to this and the 

church social with the fruit salad we had last night?" In 

short, we think of the Church as a sort of afterthought 

to the whole drama of the crucifixion, resurrection, and 

ascension of Jesus. A mere "human institution" cooked 

up by "mere men" who basically needed something to 

kill the time while they waited around for Jesus to come 

back.  

But Jesus doesn't. He thinks of the Church as the 

whole point of the crucifixion, resurrection, and 

ascension. The Church isn't something the apostles 

came up with in order to keep busy once Jesus was 

gone. The Church is, in fullness, what the kingdom of 

David was in foreshadow. The promise of the law and 

the prophets -- including the prophet called David -- has 

been fulfilled, as Jesus Himself told the disciples on the 

Emmaus Road. 

So, for instance, we discover that the kingdom is 

nuptial, just as the Davidic kingdom was. The Davidic 

kingdom is inaugurated with language that comes from 

the most primal union in the history of the human race: 

Then all the tribes of Israel came to David at 

Hebron, and said, "Behold, we are your bone and 

flesh" (2 Sm 1:1). 

This idea of the king as a sort of Adam to Israel's Eve is 

recapitulated by Jesus when He inaugurates His public 

ministry at -- where else? -- a wedding. The sign He 

gives at that feast is Eucharistic: changing water into 

wine in anticipation of the great Eucharistic feast, 

which is itself nuptial in that it foreshadows the 

"marriage feast of the Lamb" at the consummation of 

all things.  

And in case we still don't connect the dots, the 

forerunner of Jesus, John the Baptist, spells it out for 

us on the next page when he tells us that Jesus is the 

Bridegroom in the great Messianic wedding (Jn 3). That 

wedding is with none other than the Church, who is 

the true Bride of Christ. That wedding is consummated 

when the side of the second Adam is pierced on the 

cross and from His side come blood and water (Jn 

19:34). John doesn't tell us this because he thought 

we'd be interested in the medical details of pericardial 

rupture. He tells us this because this is the moment at 

which the sacrament of baptism is born and the 

Church, the bride of the second Adam, is born again in 

"the Spirit, the water and the blood" (1 Jn 5:6-8).  

In the same way, Jesus fulfills the Davidic promise 

of a King as the Warrior who defends Israel. However, 

He does so not by laying down His life in battle for 

mere plots of land and political power, but for the 

most contested property in the universe: the human 

heart. In Isaiah 53, we find the "servant of the Lord" 

(another title for the Messiah or son of David) offering 

His life in perfection, not merely for the political 
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triumph of His people, but for their complete 

redemption from sin and death. 

And in Psalm 110, we likewise find Jesus completely 

fulfilling the promise made to the son of David, that He 

would be a priest forever according to the line of 

Melchizedek, sharing in a priesthood more ancient and 

profound than that of the Levitical priesthood -- a 

priesthood that is, again, ordered toward the Eucharist 

and the eternal outpouring of His life for all the people. 

In short, again and again, the understanding of the 

kingdom is rooted in the Davidic kingdom before it 

looks forward to the final coming of the King at the end 

of time. That's why the Church is not a distraction or 

declension from the kingdom, but the concrete 

expression of the Eucharistic Davidic kingdom on earth. 

Now. Today.  

It is not, of course, the final fulfillment of that 

kingdom promise. That will not happen until the Last 

Day, when the King returns and sin, hell, and death are 

finally and completely defeated. But neither is it 

something other than or opposite to the Davidic 

kingdom Jesus preached whenever He spoke of the 

kingdom of God. It is the now and not yet kingdom. And 

because it is, it is present in the fully restored Davidic 

temple, made not by hands but from living stones built 

together into a spiritual house -- the house of the Son of 

King David (1 Pt 2:1-10). So the kingdom and the Church 

are inseparably fused in the minds of Jesus and the 

apostles, for where the Church is, there is the 

Eucharistic King; and where the King is, there is the 

kingdom already present and yet still to come. 

That is why, as we shall see over the next couple of 

weeks, we pray for the kingdom to come and God's 

will to be done "on earth, as it is in heaven." 

 

Mark P. Shea is a senior editor for 

www.CatholicExchange.com and a columnist for 

InsideCatholic. Visit his blog at 

markshea.blogspot.com. 

http://www.catholicexchange.com/
http://markshea.blogspot.com/
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Blessed Are the Sweaty 
John Zmirak | Column 

9/9/09

his week I'd like to thank my dogged readers for 

reading about my dogs, and all the other rococo 

digressions I squirted onto the page in the course 

of considering the Seven Deadly Sins and Opposing 

Virtues, because this week we're done. Fittingly, since I 

began the series with Sloth, I put off Diligence to the 

end. Procrastination isn't so much an art as a science, in 

the old sense of the word that predates Descartes, 

which means a quest for knowledge of the cosmos and 

one's self. (Since that high-strung Frenchman redefined 

"science" as the project of making man the "master and 

possessor of nature," we learned to sniff 

condescendingly at "knowledge work" that doesn't 

involve white coats, beakers, and electrified fetal pigs. 

That's how theology traded its crown as "Queen of the 

Sciences" for the little paper hat called "Religious 

Studies" and learned to ask, "You want Christ with 

that?")  

But in the old sense, procrastination is a scientific 

experiment that reveals what most troubles us -- since 

it's literally the last thing that we get to. If you're like 

me, you put off organizing your house till the last 

possible moment -- for instance, half an hour before 

your guests arrive. Once I've shoved the last neglected 

dish into the washer, the final sock into the sack, as I 

step back I learn something about myself: Cleaning the 

house induces panic attacks because the thing I most 

fear is disorder.  

Scratch my surface Gemütlichkeit, and underneath 

you'll see a panic of anarchy, an unholy terror of rats, 

mobs, and bandits. No wonder the thing that drew me 

first to the Faith was the Summa, the edifice of 

apparently crystalline perfection that is the Church's 

deposit of Faith, her treasury of theology and 

apologetics. (Okay, all that and the Crusader armor I 

used to gawk at in the treasury room at New York's 

Met. No wonder that between writing articles such as 

this one, I while away the hours conquering and 

reconquering the Holy Land through Medieval Total 

War.)  

As a high-strung teen in the roiling, crime-soaked 

New York City of the 1970s (see Spike Lee's Summer of 

Sam and you'll understand), I took peaceful refuge in 

the carefully thought-out defenses of the Faith found 

in the old Catholic Encyclopedia, whose sandy, cracked 

black volumes survived in our public library. I owe my 

faith not to the Bob Dylan songs we sang at folk Mass, 

or even the scorching sermons of our old Irish pastor, 

but the dogged Diligence of the men who, over the 

centuries, patiently answered every heresy, laid down 

firm limits to reckless speculation, and spent their lives 

setting in order each iota.  

I like, really like, the fact that the Church doggedly 

resists accepting miracles, views up-and-coming 

Marian apparitions with a skepticism that shames 

Christopher Hitchens, skewers superstition, and sneers 

at phony mysticism (which is to say, with John of the 

Cross, most of it). It helps keep the supernatural firmly 

in its place -- at the top of the pyramid, of course, but 

set up high in plain sight of the sun, instead of 

sneaking around in caves, in the whispers of fortune-

hunting fortune tellers, or secret traditions slipped 

through tangled codes for the enjoyment of elites. The 

Faith is at once a mystery and a massive cell-phone 

transmitter, and I like to think of it sitting on top of the 

Chrysler Building.  

  

I put off Diligence for last because, of all the virtues, it 

wears the least perfume. Its odor of sanctity is honest 

sweat, wafting through the subway car at day's end as 

you schlep back from the city. The Book of Genesis 

says boldly that scarcity, like death, comes to us as 

punishment for sin. Absent the Fall we still would have 

worked, St. Thomas teaches, but every task would 

have felt more like a hobby. Our hunter-gatherer 

T 

http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=4654&Itemid=100
http://www.metmuseum.org/Works_of_Art/arms_and_armor
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Medieval_II:_Total_War
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Medieval_II:_Total_War
http://www.newadvent.org/cathen/
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ancestors wouldn’t have teetered on the brink of 

malnutrition, and when we built our cities they needn’t 

have had enormous walls to keep out ravening hordes -- 

or slaves to build the walls.  

We might well have lived in the earthly paradise 

imagined by Karl Marx, whose real enemy wasn't the 

bourgeoisie but something much more fundamental: 

what economists (the scientists of scarcity) call the 

"division of labor." On the Rock Candy Mountain to 

which Marx offered to lead us, he promised each could 

be a philosopher in the morning, a poet in the 

afternoon, and in the evenings . . . perhaps an eye 

surgeon. This fantasy was what attracted so many 

beaten-down workers and hungry intellectuals to 

embrace his messianic system -- an Eden, rebuilt on the 

ruins of a pulverized civilization, populated by a bold 

new creation, "socialist man," who'd shed like an old, 

dead skin the faith, the art, the traditions of the past 

that belonged to another species. The New Man would 

look back alike at factories and cathedrals as we do at 

artifacts of the Neanderthals. All this in service of Sloth.  

The essence of sin is to shuck off the duties of the 

day, taking refuge in wishful thinking or the assertions 

of the ego. To deny one jot or tittle of the implications 

of the Fall, to pretend we can reverse it by political or 

scientific techniques, is to take once more the fruit the 

serpent offered Eve, which Adam lazily ate. It would be 

very nice, now, wouldn't it, if we didn't have to trundle 

off daily to jobs serving other people's needs, merely to 

make some dirty money? If we could keep on for 

decades noodling around on our pet projects, not 

worrying whether anyone appreciated them -- while 

organic snacks grew on ficus trees, health care fell from 

the skies on the just and unjust alike, and our houses 

cleaned themselves so we could focus on the window 

treatments? Likewise, if sexual love was all about clean 

young fingers entwining around a martini, and never 

had to drag those paired romantics into the grubby 

world of diaper buckets, crusty dishes, and teenaged 

hysterics. We crave such a magical world and wield our 

technical or biochemical gadgets, endlessly seeking the 

spell that will uneat the Apple.  

To nail a virtue means rediscovering one solid 

square foot of Reality. The idea that work can sanctify 

wasn't original to St. Benedict, but the way he said it 

helped make Western Christendom a healthier, holier 

place. If we think of our work as a prayer, we can find 

ourselves fulfilled by digging a ditch, and digging it as 

well as ever we can. Likewise in answering e-mails, 

baking casseroles, bathing squirming toddlers who 

accidentally urinate in one's face -- and even, though 

the blood drains from my face as I say it, in grading 

student essays. Any work that isn't a sin (liturgists, I 

mean you) can serve to sanctify.  

And the best way to do that, indeed to do 

anything, is to turn our gaze away from ourselves, to 

think of the customer whose decent needs we hope to 

meet, the family we're supporting by our work -- and 

most of all, I think, the excellence of the thing itself. A 

wall well made, a meal lovingly crafted, a coruscating 

essay that really obliterates its target -- all these can 

be, if only we make them, Platonic ideals that glow in 

our souls, which we pursue through all the muck and 

mire of their making.  

As we sweep up the sawdust from the shop floor, 

we might even think of St. Joseph, the patron of 

workers. He wasn't some pale, emasculated figure 

forever holding a huge stalk of lilies. He was an 

independent contractor, a skilled Jewish businessman 

who probably haggled with the best of them. Our Lord 

no doubt learned from him His skill at winning 

arguments, His joy in a job well done. We can see in 

each of His miracles and parables a human delight as 

well as Divine intention. Could we harness a little spark 

of that in our daily drudgery, we'd each be a little less 

likely to shrug, and slump, and turn in stuff we think of 

as "good enough for government work."  

 

John Zmirak is the author, most recently, of the graphic 

novel The Grand Inquisitor and is Writer-in-Residence 

at Thomas More College in New Hampshire. He writes 

weekly for InsideCatholic.com. 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Q5im0Ssyyus
http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=4654&Itemid=100
http://www.uncommongoods.com/item/item.jsp?itemId=13271
http://www.takimag.com/site/article/the_amazing_catholic_bullsht_generator/
http://www.takimag.com/site/article/the_amazing_catholic_bullsht_generator/
http://www.amazon.com/Grand-Inquisitor-Crossroad-Book/dp/0824524357/ref=pd_bbs_sr_4?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1231816877&sr=8-4
http://www.thomasmorecollege.edu/
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A Lot of Sound, No Music 

Anthony Esolen | Column 

9/9/09 

ecently my family and I watched The Sound of 

Music for perhaps the twelfth time -- probably 

the last great musical that Hollywood ever 

produced. It made me wonder if I could list the reasons 

why such a movie could not now be made. These 

reasons I offer below; but it seems to me that they can 

all be united under the single assertion that the 

intellectual, imaginative, and emotional palette of the 

American people has suffered a terrible constriction, a 

reduction to the tedium of lust and greed and the thirst 

for power. It is not so much that Hollywood would not 

make a movie like The Sound of Music as it is that the 

people themselves would be hard pressed to 

understand it.  

Here, then, are the reasons as I see them; then I will 

conclude with a recommendation to faithful Christians 

on what we should do about it. 

  

1. The movie takes for granted that some things are 

holy. It is almost the definition of postmodernity, the 

belief that nothing is holy, or that the holy is 

determined, at whim, by our desires. So in that truly 

awful movie Titanic, the lead boy and girl (hardly a man 

and woman) celebrate their undying love for one 

another -- a love of some 20 minutes' duration -- and 

prepare to meet their Maker by fornicating. They have, 

it seems, nothing better, certainly nothing holier, to do. 

But in The Sound of Music, we hear in the distance 

the men's choir of the church of St. Ignatius, as Georg 

von Trapp drives home with his fiancée, the Baroness 

Schroeder, and their friend the impresario Max; and the 

sounds of their voices are meant to clash against the 

worldliness of the people in the car, almost as if they 

were calling Georg back to the Austria he loves and the 

faith he has never quite abandoned. The movie really is 

about the reclamation of the captain and his family by a 

young woman, Maria, who thinks that God has called 

her to be a nun, but who sees instead that God has 

called her to be a wife to a widower who has lost his 

way, and a mother to his seven good-natured but as yet 

undisciplined children. The music that she brings back 

to the family culminates in the wedding march as Maria 

walks, in virginal white, to the altar, where she and 

Captain von Trapp kneel to receive the blessing of the 

priest. 

The Sound of Music offers many an opportunity for 

sniping at the Church or at the ascetic life. Yet far from 

taking those opportunities, the movie shows, with a 

pleasing fulfillment of our hopes, that the nuns at the 

abbey are good and sane. The Mother Superior wisely 

recommends that Maria leave the abbey, for her own 

spiritual welfare. Even the nun in charge of novices, a 

stern and ironical old battleaxe who has called Maria 

"a clown," helps to save Maria and the von Trapps in 

the end, by removing the distributor cap from the 

Nazis' car. 

This is not to say that Rogers and Hammerstein 

actually understood the Catholic Faith. They don't. The 

narcissism that was even then destroying our culture is 

to be found in the movie, too. I can hardly imagine 

what the devoutly Catholic Maria von Trapp could 

have made of the song that her namesake sings as she 

runs madly toward her new job as governess at the 

von Trapp mansion: "I have confidence in me!" Or how 

anyone with a shred of genuine gratitude to God and 

understanding of the forgiveness Christ offers could 

sing Maria's love song to Georg: "Somewhere in my 

youth or childhood I must have done something good." 

  

2. There is such a thing as innocence -- and it is not 

the same as ignorance. Maria von Trapp, as governess 

for but a few weeks, knows more about the von Trapp 

children than their father himself does, and she has no 

scruples against telling him what they need. Except in 
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the case of the baroness -- and that is an important and 

revealing exception -- Maria is a shrewd judge of 

character, not despite her innocence but because of it. 

Only such a woman could have won over the trust of 

the children and could have rebuked their father and 

gotten away with it. 

But suppose that we detected in Maria even the 

slightest hint of lust. Suppose we caught her eyeing up 

the captain, or dressing to catch his attention. It would 

destroy the romance of the movie; it would mean that 

the captain was trading one kind of crass and designing 

woman for another, just as in our post-patriotic times 

his refusal to serve the Nazis would imply little more 

than that he was going to serve some other regime, 

maybe one not quite so bad, but certainly not one to 

enlist our admiration. Maria does not understand 

Baroness Schroeder precisely because she is all love and 

no hard-edged, self-consuming lust. That baroness, for 

her own part, uses Maria's innocent heart against her, 

revealing to her that Georg may be falling in love with 

her -- understanding that that would be just the thing to 

persuade the honest young lady to leave the household. 

We do not understand innocence, not because we 

are sophisticated and subtle, but because we are old 

and drab in our sins. When the eldest daughter Liesl and 

Rolf meet for their secret dance in the gazebo, we are 

meant to see the danger that the girl is running, even 

though she herself does not see it. The two of them sing 

a song about how Liesl is only 16, going on 17, whereas 

the wiser Rolf is all of 17, going on 18, and he will take 

care of her. The irony is that Rolf is at best but a callow 

boy, at worst a selfish prig flattered by the Nazism he 

does not understand, while Liesl herself, still innocent, 

is the aggressor in their dance, taking Rolf aback. It is all 

teenage infatuation, precipitated in part by the father's 

coldness to his children and the lack of a mother in the 

home. But if there were any real lust in the scene, it 

would lose its charm. Liesl would become a tramp in 

training, and Maria -- who covers for the girl when the 

captain asks her what she has been doing that evening, 

in the rain -- would be complicit in the sin. 

  

3. There are such things as children, thank God. Not 

miniature adults with foul mouths. In the movie 

Sleepless in Seattle, which is about the best we can do 

these days for romantic comedy, the little boy asks his 

father whether he will have sex once he gets married to 

the woman he is pursuing. "I certainly hope so," says 

the father. Big laugh. One wonders whether the 

screenwriters could conceive of the healing mystery of 

childhood -- that children are good for us to be near just 

because they do not yet understand the world, and so 

remind us of when we too could take more delight in a 

cloudless sky than in a tawdry joke cracked in a 

bathroom. 

In The Sound of Music, the children are clearly 

longing for their father, and they resent the baroness 

for her taking him away from them so often. Beyond 

that, they do not speculate on what the captain and 

the baroness are doing. That would reduce the captain 

in their eyes and in ours, and it would make the 

children themselves far less interesting as characters. 

The children cannot be other than innocent, to sing the 

rousing songs that Maria teaches them, and to obey 

their father so promptly when he resumes his role as 

head of the von Trapp family. 

It is their innocence that keeps them from 

appearing ridiculous when they sing the farewell song 

to the guests at the von Trapp mansion; and it is their 

innocence that binds the film together, as the finest 

expression of Austrian patriotism, of the love of Maria 

and the captain, and of the holy life to which all the 

faithful are called. Even the pranks they play on Maria 

on her first day at the mansion are harmless, and that 

they should play them in the first place proves that 

they are real children, neither trained dogs nor 

machines. We like them for the pranks they play, and 

we like them the better for feeling sorry for them 

afterwards, when Maria "thanks" them, gently but 

firmly, for having made her feel so welcome. 

"He's only a boy," says the baroness, when Georg 

rebukes Rolf, who has come to bring him a telegram 

from the Nazis, and whom Georg caught tossing 

pebbles at Liesl's window. If only that were so. The 

minor tragedy of the movie is that the insecure Rolf 
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loses his boyhood. "Come with us," says Captain von 

Trapp, when Rolf has caught the family hiding in the 

cemetery, just before their escape over the mountains. 

"You're only a boy," he says. That is true enough -- and 

if Rolf were to join them, he would be returning to the 

boyhood that is proper to him, and would be well on his 

way to genuine manhood. He chooses being a "man" 

now instead, and blows his whistle. 

  

4. There are such things as boys and girls, and men and 

women. It is not possible to have a romantic comedy 

without reveling in the differences between men and 

women, delighting in the typical confusions these cause, 

and then delighting in their fit resolution. But we live at 

a time when masculinity and femininity are held up as 

lies, as objects of scorn. 

Who could now play the role of Captain von Trapp, 

as Christopher Plummer played it? He was manly, 

patriotic, clearheaded, decisive, and courtly; and if he 

had been instead a caricature of these things, if he had 

been a bully, a jingoist, a muddlehead, a waffler, and a 

prig, why on earth would we cheer when he proposed 

to Maria? She is attracted to the man in him, and 

returns him to that manhood he knows he has in part 

lost; thus he is a greater father to his children at the end 

of the movie than at the beginning, and a clearer giver 

of commands, for the good of all. 

Who could now play the role of Maria, as Julie 

Andrews played it? She was womanly, tender, cheerful, 

largehearted, and, dare I say it, properly submissive; 

and if she had instead been a caricature of these things, 

if she had been bitchy, touchy, prim, emotionally 

unruly, or a doormat, why on earth would any sane man 

propose to her? Captain von Trapp is attracted to the 

woman in her, the woman who can at one time rebuke 

him for ignoring his children, and then, when he has 

regained his senses, be the delegate of his authority and 

his love, in taking care of the children as their mother. 

We could say similar things about the children. The 

boys are boyish, and the girls are girlish, and in both 

cases it is considered a part of their ordinary yet 

mysterious appeal. If Liesl were a tomboy with a right 

cross and a foul mouth, why would we care so much to 

protect her from Rolf? If Friedrich were what boys now 

are portrayed to be, sullen, slovenly, and stupid, how 

could we believe it when he becomes a man before our 

eyes? "We can do it, Father!" he exclaims, when the 

captain suggests that they drive the car into the hills 

and cross the mountains on foot. 

  

5. Today, no one can sing. No one knows why people 

ever sang. Unless one calls the moaning of unnaturally 

constrained vocal cords -- a constipation of the voice -- 

"singing." The music that is gradually receding from 

the airwaves (to be replaced by news and talk) is all 

tedium, all day, all night; nothing but narcissism and 

lust, hardly a genuine human feeling to be had. 

We cannot now have musicals, because we do not 

sing; and we do not sing because we have lost the 

sense of anything to sing about, or anyone to sing to. 

The lesson for Christians, I think, is this. You can 

engage a culture, but you cannot engage a corpse. 

When people are living in a cemetery, you do not join 

them. You establish a real village, and invite them 

over. You first become the sorts of people who sing, 

who love men and women for what they are, who love 

children (and actually have a few), who admire 

innocence, and who kneel before the holy. Then you 

will have something of a culture -- and you will find 

those who are weary of the alternative trying to 

engage you. 

 

Anthony Esolen is a professor of English at Providence 

College and a senior editor for Touchstone magazine. 

His latest book is The Politically Incorrect Guide to 

Western Civilization (Regnery).  

http://www.touchstonemag.com/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1596980591/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1596980591/insidecatcom-20
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Obama Tries to Save Health-#ÁÒÅ 2ÅÆÏÒÍȣ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ 0ÒÅÓÉÄÅÎÃÙ 

Deal W. Hudson | Column 

9/10/09

ith his popularity ratings plummeting and 

public resistance to his health-care reform 

proposals increasing, President Barack 

Obama spoke to Congress and a national television 

audience for 48 minutes last night. Though touted as his 

"health-care speech," the more important subtext was 

the future of Obama's presidency itself.  

He has let it be known that his legacy and health-

care reform are one and the same. Last July, Obama 

warned a Democratic congressman, "You are going to 

destroy my presidency," if the House of Representatives 

did not pass a health-care bill. The GOP sees it the same 

way, as Sen. Jim DeMint (R-SC) has put it: "If we're able 

to stop Obama on this [health care], it will be his 

Waterloo." 

When in need of a political lift, Obama uses 

television to communicate directly with the American 

people, rhetorical persuasion having long been 

considered his strong suit. But it's unlikely that his 

eloquence -- over-praised, in my opinion -- will make 

much of a difference. The nation's mood has changed 

drastically over the past three months, with 52 percent 

of respondents in a recent poll disapproving of his 

handling of health care. An astonishing 49 percent now 

disapprove of his presidency.  

So, how did Obama do last night? His delivery was 

animated, sometimes rousing, but his substance did not 

offer anything new, except a limp gesture toward 

exploring medical malpractice tort reform. Democrats 

sat impassively as Obama told the secretary of Health 

and Human Services, Kathleen Sebelius, to commence 

"demonstration projects in individual states to test 

these issues."  

Obama's broad smile at the cheers and applause 

from the Republicans was a pleasant moment of relief 

from the predictable standing ovations of the 

Democrats. (Was this a brief glimpse of the "likeable" 

Obama I have heard so much about?) 

Did he answer the challenge of the Catholic 

League's Bill Donohue and address head-on the issue of 

abortion? Not really -- he just repeated what he has said 

before: "No federal dollars will be used to fund 

abortion." Yet, as Douglas Johnson, the legislative 

director of the National Right to Life Committee, 

explains, "Obama brazenly misrepresented the 

abortion-related component of the health care 

legislation that his congressional allies and staff have 

crafted." 

Johnson points out that the present legislation 

requires anyone enrolled in the government plan to 

pay premiums "calculated to cover the cost of all 

elective abortions -- this would not be optional." In 

other words, Obama is not calling these premiums 

"federal funds," because they are not taxes. But, as 

Johnson says, "These are merely two types of public 

funds, collected and spent by government agencies." 

Want further proof that Obama is misrepresenting 

the reform? Obama and others in the Democratic 

leadership have been unwilling to support 

amendments clearly stipulating the very thing the 

president says is already the case: that no federal 

dollars will pay for abortion.  

President Obama added a comment on another 

issue of interest to Catholics, saying that "federal 

conscience laws will remain in place." Obama didn't 

mention that on March 6 he removed the conscience 

protection for pro-life medical personnel put in place 

at the end of Bush's second term, leaving nothing in its 

place.  

On the controversial question of the public option, 

President Obama placed it within the health insurance 

"exchange" that he proposed as a way of providing 

W 

http://blog.beliefnet.com/reformedchicksblabbing/2009/07/obama-to-house-democrats-youre.html
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affordable coverage for the uninsured. He promised 

that taxpayers would not subsidize the public option; it 

would have to rely entirely on premiums. Presumably, 

this public option insurance would be both unsubsidized 

and less expensive than private insurance, because it 

would be run as a not-for-profit.  

It's fitting that Obama referred to the traditional 

"healthy skepticism of government" of most Americans. 

To believe that the government can run a non-profit 

health-insurance company so efficiently that its low 

overhead will provide for premiums lower than private 

insurance companies is a true act of faith. Medicare and 

Medicaid presently have between $80-120 billion of 

fraud. Why would this new government medical entity 

be any different?  

The same skepticism applies to his much-repeated 

claim that his $900 billion program would "not add one 

dime to the deficit," because the money would be 

found by eliminating waste within the present health-

care system.  

Finally, it was a mistake, in my opinion, to cap the 

evening with a tribute to Ted Kennedy. His encomium 

to the late senator was a symbolic reminder of the pro-

abortion forces (much of it Catholic) behind health-care 

reform. In Kennedy's letter to Obama, he called health 

care a "moral issue" that reveals "the character of our 

country." Precisely. In tonight's speech, President 

Obama failed to clear the air about the moral issue at 

the heart of health care. Until he clearly repudiates 

abortion coverage, the character of the nation remains 

at risk. 

 

Deal W. Hudson is the director of InsideCatholic.com 

and the author of Onward, Christian Soldiers: The 

Growing Political Power of Catholics and Evangelicals 

in the United States (Simon and Schuster). 
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The Health-Care Debate from Overseas 
Ronald J. Rychlak | Column 

9/11/09

nowing that I had spent the summer in England, 

a fellow law professor recently asked me 

whether "the Republicans" had hired me to 

advertise against the president's health-care plan. My 

response was, "No, but they could have." I would have 

done it for free. 

Watching the health-care debate from the other 

side of the Atlantic this summer was very interesting. 

First of all, British doctors do not like having their 

system held up as an example of what not to do. There 

were several panel discussions on television and the 

radio in which doctors defended the British medical 

plan; the only problem was that they were never very 

convincing. 

My first encounter with the British health-care 

system came 18 years ago, when I first spent a summer 

teaching at Cambridge. With two young children, we 

had a couple of trips to the doctor. All went well, and 

had I been a resident of the UK, the treatment would 

have been free. In fact, there was some confusion 

within the office when we told them that we were 

Americans and were supposed to pay for the treatment. 

(We learned this time around that they no longer have 

any confusion when it comes to charging Americans.) 

We lived next door to a nice family, the father of 

which was in need of a bypass operation. When his time 

came, I assumed he would have the procedure done for 

free -- but he had already been waiting two years. Since 

he could not work due to his health, he had lost his job, 

and he was worried about both his house and his car. I 

knew right then that there was a serious problem with 

the British health-care system. (At least twice I've seen 

Americans go in for a checkup and be directly sent to 

the hospital for a bypass.) 

This summer, swine flu was the big scare in England. 

One commentator described an easy test to determine 

whether you had swine flu: Imagine the worst flu 

symptoms you have ever had; then suppose you were 

on the street and you saw a £100 bill at your feet. If you 

decide that it is not worth bending over to pick it up, 

you have swine flu. That description made it all the 

more surprising when I heard an advertisement for a 

£140 swine-flu home-testing kit. I remember thinking 

that if I suspected I had swine flu, I would certainly see 

a doctor. That would be doubly true if I could see a 

doctor for free, and the home kit would cost me about 

$200.  

With so many people concerned about swine flu, 

the government eventually set up a toll-free phone 

line to let people call in their symptoms and, assuming 

the person on the other end of the call confirmed a 

diagnosis, get a prescription. The demand for this 

service overwhelmed the phone lines, and the system 

crashed in the first hour. The really frightening thing, 

however, was that the disease, in most cases, would 

be diagnosed and treated at home without the patient 

ever seeing a doctor.  

  

The hope of health-care reform is that we will be able 

to reduce costs so that we can increase care. 

Unfortunately, most government health-care plans 

don't do a very good job of cutting costs. They may 

shift around who pays, and they may delay or deny 

care to some people, but they do not reduce the real 

cost of health care. (As economist Thomas Sowell said: 

"The government won't lower the cost of health care; 

it just won't pay for it.")  

Health care, as understood by the Catholic Church, 

is marked by a spirit of respect that disposes caregivers 

to deal with patients and their families with 

compassion and sensitivity to special needs. It is based 

on the person, not a bureaucracy. It is the very 

embodiment of the social doctrine of subsidiarity, with 
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important decisions being made by those closest to the 

situation.  

Supporters of health-care reform wonder why there 

is such discontent with the current proposals, but this 

idea of decisions being made by governmental officials 

far removed from the situation is what is really driving 

these protests. (It also happens to be what people like 

least about insurance companies and our current 

system.)  

Certainly there are details to be worked out, but if 

we are trying to reduce costs and provide care to all 

who need it, why not look at the supply side? We could 

build more medical schools and produce many more 

health-care professionals. There are many bright, 

talented people in the United States who could fill 

classes in new medical schools. Those people could 

provide the kind of "hands-on" attention that is in 

keeping with Catholic teaching, and which we seem to 

crave. We can do that -- or we can emulate the British, 

which will likely leave us with fewer health-care 

professionals and more government rationing. 

 

Ronald J. Rychlak is the associate dean and MDLA 

Professor of Law at the University of Mississippi School 

of Law. He is the author of Hitler, the War, and the 

Pope (2000) and Righteous Gentiles (2005). 
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Riding the Waves 
Danielle Bean | Column 

9/4/09 
he first pregnancy test I ever took was three 

weeks after my wedding day. It was positive. I 

started vomiting pretty much right then and 

there.  

In the following weeks, as I struggled to adjust to 

my newly married state while waiting tables at a 

seafood restaurant and battling morning sickness, I lost 

some weight. My doctor assured me that first-trimester 

weight loss was not a threat to the baby's health, but 

my gaunt frame certainly succeeded in making me look 

young, miserable, and pathetic. 

Upon hearing the news of my pregnancy, one of my 

coworkers at the restaurant -- a young man who played 

in a band part time -- grew concerned. "Oh no," he 

whispered to me, "Do you have a . . . boyfriend . . . or 

anything?"  

Well yes, I have something rather like that, I told 

him. It's called a husband.  

Truth be told, though, that word "husband" still felt 

foreign in my mouth. I was 22 years old, but I look back 

at photos taken during those early years and see myself 

for the child I really was.  

I survived the vomitous first four months of that 

pregnancy by alternately ingesting and then, er, 

rejecting a delicately balanced diet of ginger ale, 

handfuls of almonds, frozen vanilla yogurt, and Little 

Debbie Swiss Cake Rolls. Then, right about the time I 

received a new job offer and was bidding farewell to the 

waitressing job with its nausea-inducing platters of 

shrimp scampi, my husband surprised me. With two 

tickets to Antigua.  

This trip would be our last hurrah, my earnest man 

explained -- maybe our last chance to get away together 

without a child in tow for many years to come.  

 After my tumultuous introduction to marriage and 

family life, at the ripe old age of 22, I felt like the 

hurrahs were already over. I didn't think I could 

stomach much more. Literally. 

But the trip was important to Dan, and he 

convinced me we should go. So we two kids -- and our 

gestating baby -- boarded a plane early one morning 

and landed in a tropical paradise. It was there, in the 

sun-drenched streets of Antigua, that I lost my gray 

pallor and came alive.  

We rented a jeep and cruised the island's back 

roads with youthful enthusiasm. We spent our days 

exploring gardens and sitting in the surf; we ate 

peanut butter sandwiches in our room and saved our 

pennies for one big splurge -- dinner at an expensive 

outdoor restaurant. It had tables on the beach, 

candlelight, live music, and dancing. I would wear my 

favorite sun dress.  

I suppose the dinner was lovely, though I don't 

remember much of it. What I do remember was that 

after we ate, we played in the water while the nearby 

music still lingered in our ears. I had never felt such a 

forceful tide before. Again and again, wild waves 

crashed the two of us laughingly onto the beach.  

When we grew tired, we sat, soaked and panting, 

in the sand. The setting sun streaked the sky with 

orange, pink, and purple. I breathed the scent of salty 

water as the sound of music and the distant dancers 

filled my ears. I took it all in and then closed my eyes 

to affix it in my memory.  

It was as I sat there, with a nascent marriage and a 

fluttering baby growing inside, that I first felt the 

comforting strength and security of God's hand as it 

closed around us.  

God calls us to big things sometimes, I realized. 

Bigger than we would ever choose for ourselves. Again 

and again, He might allow us to be tossed about and 

thrown helplessly onto the shore. But our job is not to 
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control the waves -- only to ride them. To trust. To let 

go. And to know that through it all, He holds us. 

I think back to that girl on the beach and I want to 

tell her that she was glimpsing only a tiny bit of what 

waves could be like, but also only a shadow of God's 

mercy and grace.  

But then, I know she will figure all of that out in 

good time. She's still figuring it out. 

One recent sunshine-soaked afternoon, Dan and I 

packed our smallish motor boat with the eight life-

jacketed bodies of our growing children. 

When we were all settled, I looked to my husband 

at the wheel.  

"Where to?" he asked. 

"Anywhere's good," I answered. And I meant it. 

 

Danielle Bean, a mother of eight, is senior editor of Faith 

& Family magazine and author of My Cup of Tea: 

Musings of a Catholic Mom (Pauline 2005) and Mom to 

Mom, Day to Day: Advice and Support for Catholic 

Living (Pauline 2007). Visit her blog at 

www.daniellebean.com or follow her on Twitter. 
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Speaking Well of the Dead 
Rev. George W. Rutler| Classic 

9/5/09
n July 29, 1997, a representative philosophe of 

our abortion culture, retired Supreme Court 

Justice William Brennan, was lavishly eulogized 

in St. Matthew's Cathedral in Washington, D.C., where 

the Requiem Mass for President Kennedy had been 

sung in 1963. Richard Cardinal Cushing was relatively 

constrained back then, because liturgical depredations 

had not yet switched into high gear. It was not thus 

when President Clinton, who vetoed the ban on partial-

birth abortions, was permitted to announce to all 

corners of the cathedral for consumption in all corners 

of the world: "Brennan's America is America at its best." 

That is, internecine America is at its best with 39 million 

fewer children than would have been born were it not 

for Brennan's eisegesis of the Constitution. Attorney 

General Janet Reno later said in a speech to the 

American Bar Association that the honors paid to 

Brennan in St. Matthew's Cathedral inspired her to go 

on. 

As Dr. Johnson conceded, in lapidary inscriptions no 

man is upon oath. To avoid testing this protocol in the 

sanctuary where only truth is to be spoken, eulogies 

were discouraged in more honest days when even 

romanticized charlatans and avuncular Caligulas could 

be buried, but with the crepe of contrition. Since 

Americans became persuaded that God is a Butterfly, 

funerals have started to resemble Jeanette Macdonald's 

airy obsequies at Forest Lawn Cemetery in 1965, with 

canaries warbling fantasias in gilded cages. Nature had 

revenge when the canaries were released and dropped 

dead on the heads of mourners, victims of hot air and 

manifest incontinence. No such favor was granted on 

July 29 in St. Matthew's Cathedral when a priest asked 

from the pulpit: "How does a young man, son of 

immigrants, rise to such a position of judicial pre-

eminence, with almost the entire government present 

to honor him on the day of his burial?" It would have 

been lovely if St. Thomas More had dropped from 

Heaven right then. A brief glimpse of the saint's head 

would have been a sufficient reply. 

Once in a press conference in which he distanced 

himself from the angels on significant points of 

behavior, Senator Edward Kennedy said that St. Thomas 

More had been "intolerant." The saint indeed had been 

intolerant, but of falseness. The logician in him would 

have found grotesque the Orwellian doublethink of the 

priest-eulogist who said that one way to honor 

Brennan's memory would be to help "a young 

pregnant girl." The jurist in him would have raised an 

eyebrow when the priest declared: "The Brennan mind 

met the Brennan heart, and in their perfect match was 

the secret greatness of our friend." A meeting of mind 

and heart is anatomically difficult when there is a 

spine; and when More insisted on this point, his King 

obliged with an ax. In the majority opinion on Roe v. 

Wade, Brennan concurring, mind and heart congealed 

to produce the words: "If the human race is to survive, 

pregnancy will always be with us." The twentieth 

century has taught that such banality can be the 

diction of cruelty incarnadine. 

Senator Kennedy often seems innocent of 

historical information, as he was in an interview with 

an Italian reporter in 1982 when he placed the Battle 

of Lepanto in the Second World War. This has made 

him a much sought-after eulogist. Except for his 

recidivistic neglect of verbs, the rhetorical senator can 

excel Bossuet on the death of the Prince de Condé. At 

a requiem for Mr. Stephen Smith, he pictured his 

father and brothers playing golf on a cloud with his 

spontaneously beatified brother-in-law. The press 

quoted this recreational account of the Beatific Vision 

with murmurs of approval. 

It is not that Senator Kennedy should have said 

anything tactless over the corpse, or that he should 

have mentioned some more vigorous sport instead; he 

simply should not have been saying anything at all 

from the pulpit. If Horace Walpole thought Dante was 

a "Methodist parson in Bedlam," anyone who believes 

in the Four Last Things might take Senator Kennedy in 
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the pulpit for a therapist in Camelot. The misguided 

may excuse this because "funerals are really for the 

family," but that is not so: consolation of the bereaved 

is a derivative benefit of the first purpose of the funeral 

rites, which is the offering of prayer and eucharistic 

sacrifice for the dead. When that purpose is not 

understood, the rites themselves may succumb to 

parallel intuitions of stoicism and sentimentalism. Mix 

the two into an incongruous brew, and the reaction is 

nervous banter around the coffin, and self-conscious 

whimsy.  

  

Senator Kennedy is not to be blamed more than some 

clergymen who blow kisses to reality from a distance. 

Some years ago, when a prominent athlete died after a 

raucous life, a prelate from a cathedral pulpit described 

Christ the Umpire calling "Safe!" as the man slid into 

home plate. The shaky metaphysic was not what St. 

Paul meant by running the race. Gone, long gone, is the 

quality of unction that moved a holy friar in Paris 

centuries ago to preach exquisitely over a one man slum 

of a bishop who had died in a lady's arms: "Perhaps 

Monseigneur's only mistakes were his manner of living 

and his manner of dying." Any public figure who is 

subject of the prayers of such a friar must have a 

happier frame of mind on the other side of the grave 

than one whose presumption is frivolously vested as 

grace. 

The Church's rubrics require that anything edifying 

in the deceased's life be mentioned only as commentary 

on the Gospel. Our "Culture of Death," as John Paul II 

called it, is idiosyncratic in its refusal to be cogent about 

the Gospel mystery of death itself. In its rejection of 

moral reality, this lurid cultural paradigm mocks the 

imperatives of the mystery by applauding the guilty as 

cold-bloodedly as it destroys the innocent. Where the 

idol worshipped by a culture is one's public image, even 

candor must be sacrificed to it; and when only the self is 

celebrated, celebrity canonizes itself. All the Holy 

Sonnets are replaced by one unholy bravado: "Death be 

proud." 

The noble pagans flattered and flowered their dead 

because they could not absolve them. De mortuis nihil 

nisi bonum is not a Christian dictum; speaking nothing 

but good of the dead translates the Spartan decency of 

Chilon who lived six centuries before the incarnation of 

the Redeemer. Chilon was a wise magistrate himself, 

and as merciful as a Spartan could be, but his mercy was 

not that of Christ the Judge, for Chilon had no power to 

summon the dead: "Come forth!" The noble pagan tried 

to make the best of a bad thing, urging a social 

convention born of pessimism. The mercy of God 

changes pessimism to hope, and hope is the engine of 

honesty. In obedience to the Divine Mercy, speaking 

well of the dead may sometimes require not speaking 

good of the dead. However many different ways there 

are to say it, everyone has the same eulogy: "There is 

none good but one, that is, God: but if you will enter 

into life, keep the commandments." 

For some, those words are a bit too terse. In a 

more florid tribute to Brennan, but snobbishly for a 

populist, Father Robert Drinan of the Georgetown 

University Law Center wrote: "When we think of Irish 

Catholics in public life we usually call to mind mayors, 

local officials and, yes, ward bosses. Brennan shattered 

all those images. He was an intellectual, a visionary, a 

prophet.... His memory will be forever held in 

benediction." Although Drinan made no allusion to 

Mount Sinai, he did compare Brennan favorably with 

the author of the Code of Hammurabi.  

  

Even in our coarse times, a remnant etiquette should 

prevail in moments of emotional strain. A veil is drawn 

over those who grieve, and if Edward Kennedy and 

Robert Drinan can support each other in mourning the 

death of William Brennan, they should be allowed to 

do so. But when they publish their grief, they invite 

remark. They may even conjure commentary from 

gaunt ghosts long dead who can tutor lesser cynics in 

calculation. For all his odd little ways with God, 

preternaturally cynical Napoleon held trimmers of the 

Gospel in contempt even as he made use of them. As 

Talleyrand, ex-bishop of Autun, approached him arm in 

arm with Joseph Fouché, the ex-Oratorian brother and 
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agent of the Terror, Napoleon muttered: "Vice on the 

arm of crime." From time to time, there actually appear 

on the public scene individuals who can fit that 

description by hugging themselves.  

Descent to the phosphorescent obsequiousness of 

Mr. Justice Brennan's funeral was greased by the 

efficient compact John F. Kennedy made in his run for 

the presidency, telling the Protestant clergymen in 

Houston that he would never be under the thumb of a 

pope. He should have stuck to the advice of Pius VII on 

the lengths of accommodation: "We are prepared to go 

to the gates of Hell, but no further." After Kennedy 

nudged public Catholicism from the snows of Canossa 

to the sands of Palm Beach, eulogists claimed that his 

gnostic kind of religiosity was Catholicism come of age, 

but it was Catholicism ashamed of its age: God's good 

servant, but the King's first. 

In Camelot this was hailed as prudence, though it 

was little more than cunning. St. Thomas Aquinas knew 

it as astutia: morally neutral in its original meaning, but 

vicious as an excuse for imprudence. It exploited a 

tribalism that was willing to wink at the roguish ways of 

any one of the boys who moved on up from the ranks of 

mayors and ward bosses to become accepted by the 

chattering classes as "an intellectual, a visionary, a 

prophet." 

One of its kitchiest ikons was a painting 

commissioned by Monsignor Aloysius Dineen of New 

York, showing Pope John XXIII and President Kennedy 

together feeding doves. The painting has been removed 

from the church where it first hung, but it still prompts 

to panegyrics those who think that Kennedy made it 

possible for a Catholic to become president, when he 

only made it possible for a Catholic who behaves like a 

modern Episcopalian to become president. One positive 

item salvaged by John Kennedy from his Anglo-Saxon 

formation was a line repeated every year by the 

headmaster of the Choate School, the Rev. George St. 

John: "Ask not what your school can do for you, ask 

what you can do for your school." He absorbed the 

words until he felt free to modify them, as he also did 

with the Ten Commandments. His extended family may 

now be in the process of doing the same even to the 

Code of Hammurabi. 

Before there was a White House, Jesus Christ spoke 

of whited sepulchers. I do not know if this would fall 

under the category of what former-Congressman 

Joseph Kennedy allegedly referred to as "Catholic 

gobbledygook," but Christ did say it, and he said it 

because he disdained hypocrisy. According to our friend 

Dr. Johnson, who was more intuitively Catholic than 

many putative Catholics: "No man is a hypocrite in his 

pleasures." If churchmen insist on eulogizing, they 

might get right to the point by describing what sort of 

pleasures occupied the dead in their lifetimes. The 

thought could restrain them from jumping into 

celebrity graves. It certainly would temper any 

propensity for Shakespeare's "Sweet words, low-

crooked curtsies, and base spaniel fawning."  

Surreal Catholicism has spawned a neurotic parade 

of celebrities who think incense is a form of 

aromatheraphy, and a harrowing pantheon of 

politicians who consult L'Osservatore Romano less 

than George magazine. What panegyrics will be gassed 

over them within the House of God? We have cause 

for concern, given the precedent of the Maeterlinck 

"there is no death" sort of poetry read over the body 

of Mrs. Jacqueline Onassis by her house mate.  

In the moral order, one may not pass final 

judgment on another. Savanarola called that to the 

attention of a bishop who was damning him to all 

eternity. One is also required to make temporal 

judgments according to one's state in life. That is why 

there are judges. That is why there are social 

institutions, beginning with the family. That, above all, 

is why there is a Church endowed with supernal keys 

and censures. Madness consists in the inability to 

make right judgments, and it is the very definition of 

depravity beyond madness to fail to perceive the need 

for right judgments at all. Our present problem is not 

the arrogance of damning souls to hell. The plague is of 

courtiers who subpoena charity to defend sloth and, 

having so dazzled the jury, proceed to judge publicly 

that their little lords are in heaven. 
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The Brennan funeral followed one in Miami for Mr. 

Gianni Versace, the rich Italian tailor whose work, 

according to a breathless release from the Catholic 

News Service, was "noted for its sensual lines and eye-

catching combinations of texture and shade." His priest-

eulogist baroquely envisioned the murdered man 

decorating the wings of angels, and recalled a promise 

that if he became pope he would have Versace design 

the cardinals' robes. Well then, the eulogy might have 

ornamented sacred rhetoric by adapting Evelyn 

Waugh's assessment of Anthony Eden: "He is not a 

gentleman. He dresses too well." Instead, the preacher 

burst into song: some lines from a popular Broadway 

show tune, a toe-tapper to be sure, but not quite up to 

the "Dies Irae." Then the neurasthenia went 

international: another requiem for Versace in the 

cathedral of Milan featured Elton John and Sting 

tearfully crooning on the spot where Ambrosian chant 

was invented. 

Later that summer, as Byrd and Handel and Elgar 

rolled in their graves and the Great Organ of 

Westminster Abbey was hushed, Mr. John, now raised 

to the rank of universal banshee, wailed on a piano for 

the Princess of Wales who was "the real Queen" 

according to television reporters who could not tell a 

Plantagenet from an eggplant. Using as theme music 

Mr. John's song originally written for Marilyn Monroe, 

solemn newscasters morphed Diana with Mother 

Teresa whom CNN sidelined as "another notable and 

good woman." It was like the time Ulysses S. Grant told 

the second Duke of Wellington that he understood his 

father had also been a military man. Great Wellington, 

as a man upon oath all his life, would have been a 

singular eulogist. When a London mob, demonstrating 

adoration for George IV's hapless and estranged 

Caroline of Brunswick, threatened to not let him pass 

until he cheered her, the Iron Duke answered from his 

high horse: "Well, gentlemen, since you will have it so -- 

'God save her!' -- and may all your wives be like her." 

There may be those who agree with the above, but 

confide that it would be better all around if it were not 

said. In the second volume of the Historical Sketches, 

introducing Chrysostom, John Henry Newman 

cautiously refers to "the endemic perennial fidget which 

possesses us about giving scandal; facts are omitted in 

great histories, or glosses are put upon memorable acts, 

because they are thought not edifying, whereas of all 

scandals such omissions, such glosses, are the greatest."  

How odd it is that a society that has made a fashion 

of apologizing for every auto da fé in Spain and every 

slave auction in Savannah will not apologize for 

sycophancy and cynicism. Many, apparently, do not 

have time to go to confession because they are too busy 

begging public forgiveness for the slaughter of Hypatia. 

Gratuitous apologizing for the crimes of other ages and 

people is dangerous humbug, said C. S. Lewis; it weighs 

in well with the press, but less so on the scales of 

justice, for it can be detraction masked as contrition. 

At the same time, Never Never Land finds 

indecipherable what C. S. Lewis meant by authentic 

penance and accountability. 

If eulogies are not sensibly stopped, I do hope they 

will be more precise than what was said at Justice 

Brennan's cathedral rites: "Wisdom tells us that the 

souls of the just are in the hands of God." I am all for 

wisdom. So much so, that I question whether we are to 

assume that a man is just by having been declared a 

Justice by his government. I am so much for wisdom 

that I fear the souls of the unjust might be in the fists 

of God. I am even so much for wisdom that I hope a 

merciful God will not squeeze his fists too tightly. And I 

am so completely for wisdom that I remember how 

the finger of God once wrote a eulogy on the wall of 

Belshazzar's feast. From the perspective of those who 

thought Belshazzar charming, the graffiti was in bad 

taste. But the party was over, and the sweet singing 

canaries were dead on the floor. 

 

The Rev. George W. Rutler is the pastor of the Church 

of our Saviour in New York City. His latest book, A Crisis 

of Saints: The Call to Heroic Faith in an Unheroic 

World, 2nd edition, is available from the Crossroad 

Publishing Company. This article originally appeared in 

the November 1997 issue of crisis Magazine. 

http://www.oursaviournyc.org/
http://www.oursaviournyc.org/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0824525256/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0824525256/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0824525256/insidecatcom-20
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The Anglican Right 

Rev. Dwight Longenecker | Classic 

9/8/09 
n the late 1970s, a group of Episcopal clergymen 

with typical American chutzpah wrote to Pope Paul 

VI. They said they wanted to become Catholics, and 

wished for their priestly ministry to be fulfilled by being 

ordained as Catholic priests. The only problem was that 

they had wives and children. 

Paul VI received their petition, and they heard 

nothing. In the autumn of 1978, the pope died; then 

another pope died, and John Paul II took charge. The 

little group of Episcopal priests waited with crossed 

fingers and bated breath while Rome made a decision. 

In 1980 they finally had an answer: A procedure was to 

be established whereby former Episcopal priests could 

be ordained as Catholic priests, even if they were 

married. Individual bishops would apply to a papal 

delegate for a dispensation from the vow of celibacy, 

and after suitable training the Episcopal priests could be 

ordained as fully functioning Catholic priests.  

Since 1983, about 75 married former Episcopalian 

priests have been ordained in the United States. When 

the Anglican Church was splitting over women's 

ordination in the early 1990s, the English Catholic 

bishops also appealed to Rome for permission to ordain 

married former Anglicans. Permission was granted, and 

the English bishops set up their own procedure. No one 

is certain of the exact numbers, but since the early 

1990s about 600 former Anglican priests have been 

ordained in England, of whom about 150 are married. 

Married former Anglican priests have also been 

ordained in Scotland and in Spain.  

  

Who's In and Who's Out? 

Rev. William Stetson is the priest who assists 

Archbishop John Myers of Newark in administering the 

Pastoral Provision. I asked him why, if Anglican orders 

are null and void, Episcopalians and Anglicans get 

special treatment. Why couldn't a married Baptist 

minister convert be ordained as a Catholic priest? 

Father Stetson explained that there is a special situation 

for men from the Anglican communion -- not because 

their orders are more acceptable, but because their 

priestly experience, theological training, and spiritual 

formation is closer to Catholicism. 

Indeed, married converts from other 

denominations have been accepted for ordination as 

well. Jim Anderson of the Coming Home Network 

reports that in the United States, Catholic men who 

came into full communion from the Lutheran, United 

Methodist, Presbyterian, Charismatic Episcopal, and 

Continuing Anglican churches have also been ordained 

as Catholic priests. Dom Bartholomew Leon, O.S.B., 

pastor of the Maronite congregation in Greenville, 

South Carolina, observes that the Eastern Rite 

churches have had married priests for ages, and that 

the exception for former Anglicans doesn't seem so 

unusual for them. 

So what's up? Is Rome changing the celibacy 

discipline by stealth? Are the Vatican officials testing 

the water to see how married priests work before they 

make a wholesale change? Not really. The truth, as G. 

K. Chesterton observes, is often just what it seems. 

There's no conspiracy. Rome is not changing the 

celibacy rule. It is simply making an exception to 

Church discipline in order to encourage Christians who 

are separated from full communion to "come home to 

Rome." If you like, Rome is sending a very practical 

message to Anglicans: "We are willing to be flexible 

and do everything possible to facilitate your journey 

home." Linked with this explanation is a proper 

concern for evangelization: Rome hopes the Anglicans 

who come in will continue to be an example and 

minister to other Christians who seek full communion 

with the ancient Church of the apostles. 
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It's Our Rite! 

When the Pastoral Provision was first established in 

1980, permission for married Protestant pastors to be 

ordained was only part of the plan. In addition to 

allowing married Episcopal priests to be ordained, 

Rome set up a program for whole parishes to come into 

the Catholic Church. Not only could their married 

ministers be ordained, but congregations of former 

Episcopalians were permitted to worship according to 

their own traditions.  

The provision for their own liturgy is sometimes 

called the Anglican Rite. To be precise, it's really the 

Anglican Usage of the Roman Rite. This is to distinguish 

it from the Eastern Rite churches like the Maronites, 

Melkites, and Malabars that enjoy union with Rome 

with not only their own liturgy, but their own hierarchy 

as well. The Anglican Usage remains part of the Latin 

Rite, since the English were historically part of the Latin 

Church. Their unusual liturgy is simply one form of the 

liturgy authorized for use in the Latin Church.  

The Anglican Use parishes use the Book of Divine 

Worship,which is based on the 16th-century Book of 

Common Prayer written by Thomas Cranmer. The Book 

of Divine Worship is a total resource for former 

Anglicans. Cranmer's version of the Psalms is retained, 

and traditional Anglican services like Morning and 

Evening Prayer are authorized for use. In the liturgy of 

the Eucharist, most of Cranmer's memorable and 

beautiful prayers are retained, but placed in the correct 

order and subjected to the doctrinal demands of 

Catholic liturgy. Anglican Use priests celebrate the Mass 

facing the altar; communicants kneel to receive the 

Eucharist; and they claim that their liturgy is a faithful 

16th-century translation of the Latin Mass. 

A look at the Book of Divine Worship makes one 

realize that a huge amount of effort and concern has 

gone into the production of a way forward for 

troubled Episcopalians. Has there been a huge positive 

response? Not so far. Only seven Anglican Use parishes 

have been established. Of these, only a few are 

thriving. Our Lady of the Atonement in San Antonio 

and Our Lady of Walsingham in Houston have both 

built new churches and are supported by growing 

congregations. The other Anglican Use parishes either 

worship in existing Catholic parishes or exist as small 

missions. 

  

A Lost Cause? 

The most recent Anglican Use congregation is 

theSociety of St. Thomas More in Scranton, 

Pennsylvania. Made up of about 20 families and their 

former Episcopal pastor, Rev. Eric Bergman, the 

members of the society left the Episcopal Church and 

were received into full communion by Rev. Charles 

Connor, the pastor of St. Peter's cathedral, in October 

2005. Since then, Father Bergman has been ordained, 

and the congregation worships according to the 

Anglican Use in St. Clare's Church. 

Father Bergman explained why there has been so 

little take-up of the Anglican Use so far: For an 

Anglican Use parish to be established, an Episcopal 

priest has to convert with a good number of his 

congregation. They have to step out in faith together, 

without a building and without financial support for 

their married priest. After converting, they have to 

wait for permission from Rome for their priest to be 

ordained. Because of the difficulties involved, some 

congregations have wanted to become Anglican Use 

parishes but their priest was not willing, and vice 

versa. 

A possible new change in the rules promises a 

more positive response in the future. Father Bergman 

explained that in November 2006, the leaders of the 

Anglican Use communities, the Pastoral Provision 

Office staff, and Archbishop Myers, the ecclesiastical 

delegate, met to discuss how the Pastoral Provision 

might be more fully implemented in communities in 

the United States. Two task forces were created to 

draw up proposals for Archbishop Myers, who took 

them to Rome for approval in April 2007.  

The first proposal concerns raising money for men 

and groups in transition from Anglicanism to 

Catholicism. The Anglican Use Society will be used to 
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collect money and will then distribute it in consultation 

with their bishop. The second suggestion is to create 

guidelines to match a priest to a group of Anglicans 

desiring to take advantage of the Pastoral Provision. 

Through these new guidelines, it is hoped that a priest 

can be ordained for the Anglican Use, even though he is 

not affiliated with a particular congregation.  

  

An Ecclesiastical Eccentricity 

Not everyone is enthusiastic about these new 

proposals, however. When given the Anglican Use 

option, the English Catholic bishops rejected the 

possibility outright. Most of the former Episcopal priests 

who have been ordained under the terms of the 

Pastoral Provision serve as ordinary diocesan priests 

within the Roman Rite. They simply resigned from the 

Episcopal Church to join the Catholic mainstream. Many 

of them perceive the Anglican Use with benign 

indifference. They see the Book of Divine Worship as a 

liturgical curiosity, while others regard the whole thing 

as an unfortunate ecclesiastical eccentricity.  

The $64,000 question is: Do enough Episcopalians 

really want their own little churches in communion with 

Rome that use the old 16th-century liturgy? Father 

Bergman thinks so. He believes the growth in popularity 

of the Tridentine Mass indicates a surge in demand for 

traditional, formal, and beautiful liturgy. In addition to 

this, the large number of Anglican breakaway churches 

use some form of the traditional liturgy, and the 

Anglican Use provides a bridge for them to come into 

full communion with the Catholic Church. 

Father Bergman also points out that Anglican Use 

parishes have become a refuge for cradle Catholics from 

the stranger liberal liturgical experiments. "The 

established Anglican Use communities have many 

cradle Catholics who come to the Anglican Use Mass 

because they appreciate the beauty of the music, the 

reverence of the liturgy, and the orthodoxy of the 

priest," he explains. Rev. Christopher Phillips, the pastor 

of the Church of the Atonement in San Antonio, reports 

that about 60 percent of its members are reverts to the 

Catholic Faith or cradle Catholics who have returned for 

what they perceive to be a proper liturgy. People who 

actually converted to Catholicism represent only 40 

percent of the large Anglican Use parishes in Texas. 

Rather than being an ecclesiastical eccentricity, it 

could be that the Anglican Use parishes will provide a 

safe haven for shipwrecked Anglicans, as well as a home 

for Catholics who are refugees from clown Masses, new 

age rituals, and the whole range of goofy liturgical 

abuses found within the American Catholic Church. 

  

Evangelistic and Ecumenical Tool 

Critics of the Anglican Use argue that the whole thing 

is a waste of time and energy. If people want to 

convert to the Catholic Church, let them convert and 

join their local parish. Why should Episcopalians get 

special treatment? What's the point? 

Defenders argue that the Pastoral Provision and 

Anglican Use parishes are part of a larger ecumenical 

and evangelistic plan. If the Catholic Church is serious 

about unity, then she should be making every effort 

possible to reconcile different groups in a multitude of 

different ways. The Anglican Use, they say, is a tool for 

evangelization and reconciliation.  

The Anglican Use "bridge" is not only a way across 

the Tiber for Episcopalians; there are an increasing 

number of Anglican and Episcopal breakaway 

churches. To date, there are nearly 100 independent 

Anglican denominations. As the worldwide Anglican 

communion goes into meltdown, there is a real 

possibility that whole provinces of the Anglican Church 

will break away. Could a breakaway denomination or a 

whole Anglican province convert and use the Pastoral 

Provision and Anglican Use in order to come into full 

communion with Rome? 

Father Bergman explained that the Pastoral 

Provision can only be fully instituted in those countries 

where the national conference of Catholic bishops 

approves its implementation. So far, only the United 

States conference has done so. Some moves are being 
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made for bishops' conferences in other English-speaking 

countries to do the same, and there is a dream that the 

growth of the Anglican Use will one day justify the 

creation of a personal prelature or an apostolic 

administration.  

If this were to take place, there could be a real 

opportunity for Anglican Use parishes to exist in many 

places around the world where the Anglican 

communion now has a presence. Some Anglican 

provinces in Africa and Asia are both Anglo-Catholic and 

orthodox in doctrine, and such an option may very well 

be a way forward as they seek to disentangle 

themselves from the irreformably liberal Anglican 

regimes of Canterbury and New York. 

  

A Society, a Network, and a Conference with a Cause 

Despite pulling the word "Protestant" from their name 

30 years ago, the vast majority of the Episcopal Church 

of the United States is Protestant through and through. 

They don't object to the Catholic Church these days 

with the old cry of "No popery!" Nor do they react 

against Catholicism because they hold to Protestant 

doctrine. They object to Rome now because Rome is 

against feminism, homosexuality, and the dictatorship 

of relativism. Most Episcopalians are far from the banks 

of the Tiber, but there are still many faithful 

Episcopalians who are distressed by the direction their 

church has taken and who do not wish to move 

sideways into one of the many Episcopalian splinter 

groups. 

Why are these priests and people so slow to 

investigate the Anglican Use option? It could be that 

part of the problem is a lack of publicity and promotion. 

Faithful Episcopalians still have many questions and 

problems about Catholic faith and practice. They have 

many prejudices and concerns about what it means to 

be Catholic in the 21st century. A place for them to 

discuss their concerns is vitally needed. 

One of the forums available is the Coming Home 

Network. In 1993, former Presbyterian minister Marcus 

Grodi founded a small apostolate to tend to fellow 

Protestant ministers whose faith pilgrimage was 

bringing them close to the Catholic Church. The Coming 

Home Network has grown enormously since then, 

thanks to Grodi's successful program on EWTN. The 

greatest portion of clergy converts it deals with are 

Episcopalians. Grodi's organization offers books, 

resources, and personal mentoring from others who 

have already made the journey. It also offers assistance 

and advice as clergymen give up their livelihood to 

come into full communion with the Catholic Church. 

 Coming Home Network's older sister is the 

English-based St. Barnabas Society. Founded at the 

end of the 19th century, when a large number of 

Anglican clergymen were coming into the Catholic 

Church, the St. Barnabas Society offers pastoral and 

financial support to convert clergy and their families. 

As an established English charity, its scope is not yet 

international, but its leadership is aware of the 

Anglican Use and follows the developments with 

interest. 

In Pennsylvania, Father Bergman has taken the 

call to evangelization seriously and has started an 

annual conference on the Anglican Use. The first 

conference (in 2006) attracted 120 participants, 40 of 

whom were clergy. The theme was "Conversion to 

Catholicism," and the late-Avery Cardinal Dulles, 

himself a convert, was the key-note speaker.  

The conferences offer Episcopalians a chance to 

network, as well as the opportunity to meet people 

and clergy who have taken the step toward Rome. 

Episcopalians will gain encouragement as they speak 

with those who have blazed the trail, and will begin to 

see the move as a viable option.  

Father Bergman says that the numbers are 

growing, and there are more men following this path 

every year. The Anglican Use is part of the overall 

movement toward Rome. "Everywhere an Anglican 

Use community is established it reconciles many to the 

Church." He calls on the Catholic faithful to be open to 

this unusual new development, to let others know 

about the Pastoral Provision, and to be generous in 

donations to help more Anglican priests take the 

http://www.chnetwork.org/
http://www.chnetwork.org/


 

in
si

d
e
ca

th
o
lic

.c
o
m

 

30 

 

courageous step to be reconciled to the Catholic 

Church.  

  

Foundation or Footnote? 

The Pastoral Provision has been in existence for 25 

years. Since then, only a handful of Anglican Use 

parishes have been established, and the number of 

married Episcopal priests to be ordained is currently 

less than 100. 

Is this really a movement to be reckoned with? Is it 

the stroke of genius that it seems? Have these first 25 

years been a time of quiet foundation-building for a 

great tidal wave of Anglican clergy and laity into the 

Catholic Church, or is the whole movement just an 

interesting idea promoted by a few eccentric 

enthusiasts? 

Much depends on the success of the newly 

reformed and updated Pastoral Provision Office -- 

whether it will continue to be proactive in promoting 

the Pastoral Provision; whether it will be able to 

publicize and encourage this creative option 

successfully, along with committed men like Father 

Bergman; whether it receives support from the 

conferences of bishops and the Vatican; and whether it 

will be given the resources to reach out confidently to 

the various Anglican groups worldwide. 

If so, what it has done so far may well be a solid 

foundation for an exciting development in the Catholic 

Church's relationship with worldwide Anglicanism. If 

not, the Anglican Use will become merely an interesting 

footnote in the history of ecumenism.  

 

Rev. Dwight Longenecker was ordained through the 

Pastoral Provision in December 2006 and serves as 

chaplain to St. Joseph's Catholic School in Greenville, 

South Carolina, and as weekend assistant in the parish 

of St. Mary's, Greenville. He is the author of multiple 

books on conversion and the Catholic Faith. Contact 

him at www.dwightlongenecker.com. This article 

originally appeared in the October 2007 issue of crisis 

Magazine.  

http://www.dwightlongenecker.com/
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Preparing for Marriage 

George Sim Johnston | Classic 

9/10/09 

ou are in a large church basement on the upper 

east side of Manhattan. Like all church 

basements, it freelances as a basketball court, a 

dining hall, a wailing room for various twelve-step 

programs. This morning, it's marriage preparation. 

Seventy-five couples who plan to marry in the Catholic 

Church are here for a day of Pre-Cana. Some arrive with 

an attitude. Their parents want a big Catholic wedding. 

It can't happen until they get their Pre-Cana certificate. 

So, here they are: under duress, as it were. 

Devout Catholics in the audience have their own 

thoughts: What are we about to hear? What will my 

non-Catholic partner make of it? The anxiety is perfectly 

justified; more than a few non-Catholics who attend a 

Pre-Cana program find it so embarrassing that they 

refuse to have their children brought up Catholic as a 

result. Finally, there are the lapsed Catholics. The room 

is full of them -- people who have not thought about 

religion for two consecutive minutes since grade school. 

This is the last shot the Church has at them. If someday 

they are surprised by an impulse to return to the faith, 

they may first recall that day in the church basement. 

  

The Call to Self-Giving 

Nobody was more concerned about these couples than 

the late Pope John Paul II. As a young priest in Krakow, 

he set up a family institute and spent hundreds of hours 

listening to and counseling young couples. One of the 

fruits of that experience was his 1960 masterpiece 

about conjugal love, Love and Responsibility, and he 

repeatedly addressed the theme of love and marriage 

during his pontificate. For a Pre-Cana speaker, these 

writings are like a gift from a heaven. For one thing, 

they avoid pre-Vatican II legalisms that bounce off 

young people like tennis balls off armor plating. Instead, 

the pope took the "personalist" approach. Without 

compromising norms like fidelity and indissolubility, he 

articulated a Catholic vision of marriage that can 

resonate even with a post-Christian yuppie sitting 

captive in the back row. 

Unfortunately, John Paul's theology of marriage has 

yet to be absorbed by many who supervise Catholic 

marriage preparation. As a result, Pre-Cana programs 

tend to come in two flavors: traditionalist and 

antitraditionalist. Traditionalists read the riot act about 

marriage norms (all perfectly true), but in a tone that 

violates the injunction that we propose, rather than 

impose, the truths of the faith. Antitraditionalists 

ricochet in the other direction, cracking jokes, using 

psychological jargon, and fudging as many Church 

teachings as possible. In other words, they pander to 

what they assume to be the mental habits of the 

young. Couples often find this sort of presentation the 

more alarming of the two. 

In documents like Familiaris Consortio and Letter 

to Families, John Paul II offered a third way, a Pre-

Cana syllabus that actually works. It avoids both 

rigorism and psychobabble. It communicates the 

unchanging norms of marriage, but only in answer to a 

question that bothers all young people: What will 

make me truly happy? In attempting an answer, the 

pope started with a line from the Second Vatican 

Council, which he probably drafted as Cardinal 

Wojtyla: "Man cannot fully find himself except through 

the sincere gift of self." That is the way to real 

happiness. 

Every person is called to a vocation of love. Giving 

oneself totally to another person responds to a very 

deep human need. Certain people have the vocation to 

give themselves directly to God and so live a life of 

celibacy. For others, their path to self-giving is through 

marriage.  

The Catechism puts it like this: "The vocation to 

marriage is written in the very nature of man and 

woman as they came from the hand of the Creator-

God who created man out of love also calls him to love 

Y 

http://www.amazon.com/Love-Responsibility-Pope-John-Paul/dp/0898704456/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1252608923&sr=8-1
http://www.amazon.com/Love-Responsibility-Pope-John-Paul/dp/0898704456/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1252608923&sr=8-1
http://www.vatican.va/holy_father/john_paul_ii/apost_exhortations/documents/hf_jp-ii_exh_19811122_familiaris-consortio_en.html
http://www.vatican.va/holy_father/john_paul_ii/letters/documents/hf_jp-ii_let_02021994_families_en.html
http://www.vatican.va/holy_father/john_paul_ii/letters/documents/hf_jp-ii_let_02021994_families_en.html
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-- the fundamental and innate vocation of every human 

being." 

When you marry, you make a full, unconditional 

(and therefore irrevocable) gift of yourself to your 

spouse. Marriage is not just a partnership, a mutual 

accommodation of two independent egos. It is 

something much deeper: a communion between two 

beings who, in the words of Genesis, "become one 

flesh." Short of death, you can no more become an ex-

spouse than you can become the ex-parent of your 

children. 

The indissolubility of marriage is a "hard saying" for 

the modern mind, which deems Catholic teachings 

about fidelity insufficiently therapeutic. But an 

unconditional gift is, by definition, not retractable: It is 

not a lending, but a giving. What is more, in 

pronouncing marriage to be indissoluble, Christ 

recognized a problem at the core of our being. His 

teaching about divorce is a spur to fallen humanity, 

since real love and happiness are not achieved by 

people who give up easily. As one writer puts it, "Those 

who seek divorce because of the difficulties that 

marriage involves are simply balking at the difficulties 

that happiness involves." 

  

A Few Examples 

When teaching Pre-Cana, it helps to put an image in the 

mind of the audience, something concrete to convey 

the profound unity of marriage. My favorite is from an 

avant-garde verse play about marriage published in 

1960 by an underground playwright -- yes, Karol 

Wojtyla. The Jeweler's Shop is about three marriages, 

one of them on the rocks. One afternoon, the wife Anna 

is walking down the street and notices a jeweler's shop. 

She stops, looks at her wedding band and thinks, "I 

don't need this. I can sell it. My husband won't even 

notice." She enters the shop and hands it to the 

Jeweler. The Jeweler puts the ring on his scales, but 

they register nothing. He looks at her and says, 

Your husband must be alive --  

in which case neither of your rings, taken 

separately,  

Will weigh anything -- only both together will 

register.  

My jeweler's scales  

Have this peculiarity  

That they weigh not the metal  

But man's entire being and fate. 

Ashamed, Anna takes the ring back and leaves the shop 

to reflect on what she is doing. You can unpack many 

truths from this little drama. For one, most of us truly 

are weightless until we answer the vocation to make a 

full gift of self in marriage. My father once told me that 

I wouldn't grow up until I married, and he was right. 

Marriage only makes sense as a vocation. And a 

vocation is something you work at. Marriage can make 

a couple very happy, but it cannot make them 

effortlessly happy. We live in a culture where everyone 

is driven toward achievement; we can place 

tremendous demands on ourselves at the office and in 

our recreations. The question for an engaged couple is: 

Are you entering your marriage with this same 

attitude, that you are going to make it work? Emotions 

alone are not going to do it. Your feelings are going to 

fluctuate, and at some point, your will -- your ability to 

make free choices -- steps in and decides the fate of 

the marriage. Studies have actually shown that a 

couple's understanding of the words "I do" shapes a 

marriage for better or worse, more so than shared 

interests, good communication, or even feelings of 

genuine love. 

Years ago I had a colleague who came from a part 

of Greece where parents still arranged marriages. Both 

sets of her grandparents had married this way. I once 

asked her what those marriages were like. She replied 

that both had actually been quite happy. When I asked 

her how that could be, given the lack of choice, she 

said, "Back then there was no possibility of divorce, so 

a couple knew they had to make their marriage work." 

Once a couple takes that attitude, the emotions fall 

into place quite nicely. 

http://www.amazon.com/Jewelers-Shop-Pope-John-Paul/dp/089870426X/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1252609099&sr=8-1
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The Spanish philosopher Ortega y Gasset divided 

the human race into two categories: those who place 

demands on themselves, and those who don't. This 

certainly applies to marriage. And one area where every 

spouse needs to work is communication. Look at any 

happy marriage and you'll notice not only that the 

couple is good at communicating, but that they make an 

effort in this area. Conversely, look at any marriage that 

is falling apart, and you'll find communication problems; 

in fact, it's often the case that an unhappily married 

couple, even before they got married, never 

communicated very well. 

  

A Few Observations 

First, we have to recognize some differences between 

men and women. Men and women are created beings 

of equal worth and dignity, but it is the complementary 

nature of the sexes -- physical and emotional -- that 

makes marriage so interesting. A good marriage is like 

the Kreutzer Sonata: sometimes the piano leads, 

sometimes the violin. 

One difference between men and women is that 

men tend to be more rationalistic -- notice I am not 

saying rational -- more "objective," more results-

oriented. They tend to think that logic can solve every 

problem. Women, and this is their great strength, are 

more people-oriented. They have a keener interest in 

persons and their feelings; they like to communicate. 

This difference between the sexes is easy to 

demonstrate: The average adult male uses 13,000 

words a day, whereas the average woman uses 24,000. 

Gary Smalley, in one of his books about marriage, 

has a catchy way of illustrating this difference between 

men and women. A couple on a long car trip pulls into 

McDonald's. She is perfectly content to sit there, sip 

coffee, and talk to her husband. She has things on her 

mind and looks forward to a moment of rapport. He, on 

the other hand, is thinking about the number of cars he 

passed that morning that are now passing him. He 

wants to reach their destination by 7 p.m., whereas she 

is not overly concerned about ETA. He is thinking 

schedule, she is thinking people. It's a male/female 

thing which, if you think about it, occurred between 

Christ and his mother at the original wedding feast in 

Cana. 

Because of this rationalistic tendency, more often 

than not men are most comfortable in a logical, 

structured environment like the office. Family life, 

especially if there are small children, is anything but 

rational. So, a husband tends to tune out and put a 

premium on order and peace. If his wife calls on him to 

solve a problem, he wants to do it quickly. Husbands, 

in general, are very fast with logical advice and very 

slow with sympathy. But sympathy is needed first. She 

doesn't want your wisdom, wonderful and infallible as 

it might be, but your understanding. 

Men also have their emotional side, but it plays 

itself out differently in a marriage. There is a bestseller, 

Men are from Mars, Women Are from Venus. I don't 

agree with everything in that book, but the author 

uses an image that is true and arresting: On Mars, 

where men come from, there are a lot of caves. When 

a man gets upset about something, he doesn't want to 

talk about it. He retreats to his cave. The wife senses 

that something is wrong; in fact, she can easily think 

that he's mad at her about something. Again, the 

complementary character of marriage comes out. Here 

the man can profit from his wife's attraction to words. 

At least if he talks a little he can let her know that she 

is not the source of his problem. 

  

Secrets of a Happy Marriage 

What are the secrets of a happy marriage? First, 

ponder St. Thomas Aquinas's definition of love, which 

has never been improved upon: "To love is to will the 

good of another." Notice that Aquinas does not 

mention feelings. If you decide that the good of the 

person to whom you're married is the most important 

thing in your life -- more important that your job, your 

friends, even your children -- then the feelings will take 

care of themselves, and the children will be cared for 

in the depth of your love for each other. 

http://www.amazon.com/Men-Mars-Women-Venus-Understanding/dp/0060574216/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1252609166&sr=1-1


 

in
si

d
e
ca

th
o
lic

.c
o
m

 

34 

 

Second: Marriage is a continual courtship. I once 

attended a depressing lecture on marriage by a woman 

who said that marriage is like an airplane flying from 

New York to Philadelphia: It uses 80% of its fuel on 

takeoff. After the honeymoon, she warned, a couple 

should be prepared to settle into boring, quotidian 

reality. But marriage does not have to be like that. On 

your wedding day your courtship should be just 

beginning, not ending. Husband, give your wife the 

sense that you are preoccupied with her; let her know 

that pleasing her is very important to you. Wife, you 

must do the same. You have to build memories; 

watching TV together doesn't count. How about some 

distraction-free time spent together? 

Third: Successful spouses listen. When their 

partners have something to say, they put down the 

paper, turn off the television, and listen with their eyes, 

so to speak. There is a constant exchange about small, 

daily details -- for example, the family finances. There 

are marriages in which the failure to agree about 

seemingly small matters can spiral into serious 

breakdowns. Keeping open the lines of communication 

will prevent both partners from dwelling on imaginary 

problems. 

Fourth: Good spouses make quality time for one 

another. I do not believe in quality time with children. I 

once heard a Wall Street banker make the classic 

remark, "I only see my children on Saturdays from two 

until four-thirty, but it's quality time." The problem with 

this is that the truly extraordinary moments with 

children, the ones that stay lodged in your memory, are 

always unscheduled. There is, however, such a thing as 

quality time between spouses. Especially when the 

children come, you can get a little overwhelmed. You 

need to get off alone, if only to the coffee shop around 

the corner, and talk. Not just about little things, but 

about larger issues: What goals are we setting for the 

children? Is my job really worth the time I have to spend 

away from you? 

Fifth: Learn to yield cheerfully in matters of 

personal preference. It did not occur to me until several 

years into my marriage that a father can give a bath to a 

small child and do it cheerfully. Marriage should never 

be a fifty/fifty proposition. Each spouse must try to 

make those small daily sacrifices which are a key to 

family happiness. 

Sixth: Be cheerful, period. Even a serious 

disagreement should not make you lose your 

cheerfulness. There is far too much talk in our society 

about feelings. Feelings are important, but they are not 

the final court of appeal. You can decide to be cheerful. 

William James, whose insights about these matters will 

survive longer than Freud's, wrote: "The sovereign 

voluntary path to cheerfulness, if our spontaneous 

cheerfulness be lost, is to sit up cheerfully, to look 

around cheerfully, and to act and speak as if 

cheerfulness were already there. If such conduct does 

not soon make you cheerful, nothing else on that 

occasion can." Wonderful advice for a couple. 

  

Closing Words 

Whenever I speak at Pre-Cana assemblies, I bring up 

the issue of living together before marriage. Once, 

during a break in the session, a young woman came up 

to me and asked in a low, nervous voice: "What about 

the high divorce rate among couples who live together 

before marriage?" Well, what about it? Couples who 

live together prior to marriage have a much higher 

divorce rate. The longer they live together, the higher 

the divorce rate. It seems counterintuitive, doesn't it? 

A friend once said to me that she wouldn't dream of 

marrying a man unless they had first lived together for 

three years. Makes perfect sense: Take a test drive 

before you buy the new model. 

But it doesn't work that way. Marriage and living 

together are different states of being: There is no such 

thing as a trial marriage. One problem is that when you 

move in with somebody, you seldom ask yourself any 

questions, or at least not the questions you should ask 

about a person with whom you plan to spend the rest 

of your life: Do I really share this person's values? Do I 

want my children to have this person's values? It's 

doubtful that a Pre-Cana speaker will persuade a 

cohabiting couple to cut it out until the honeymoon; 
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but he should suggest, contrary to what these couples 

probably suppose, that they actually have more issues 

to discuss than couples who are not living together. 

Marriage counselors are often astounded, when 

dealing with young couples having difficulties, at the 

number of issues that were not discussed before the 

wedding day. The two that cause the most trouble are 

money and in-laws. A couple should also talk about 

children, religion, the financial budget, and so forth. 

These problems are not going to solve themselves 

automatically after the honeymoon. 

Finally, marriages work better if there is a 

recognition by the couple of their dependence on God. 

Christ performed his first miracle at a wedding, and in a 

sense, every marriage needs a miracle. St. Thomas 

Aquinas said that marriage can be so difficult that it 

requires special graces from God -- but you must be 

open to them. This means following God's laws about 

marriage, including the one that our modern culture 

finds so perplexing. I save the low divorce statistics 

among couples who use Natural Family Planning for the 

sex talk, but it's always worth recalling. Maybe 3% of 

Catholic couples use NFP. If this were to rise to even 

10%, it would change the Church, not to mention the 

divorce rate. 

Couples about to marry are embarking on a great 

adventure. You ought to be aware that, as John Paul II 

wrote, "the future of humanity passes through the 

family." In getting married, you are entering a much 

larger picture. The health of a society depends on the 

health of its families, and by working to build a fruitful 

and happy marriage you are doing more good than you 

can know. 

 

George Sim Johnston is the author of Did Darwin Get It 

Right? (Our Sunday Visitor, 1998). This article originally 

appeared in the May 1998 issue of crisis Magazine. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/Did-Darwin-Get-Right-Catholics/dp/0879739452/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1252608818&sr=8-1
http://www.amazon.com/Did-Darwin-Get-Right-Catholics/dp/0879739452/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1252608818&sr=8-1

