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Finding Perspective on Obama in Ireland 
Deal W. Hudson | Column 

11/10/08

nne is still tired from her recent trip to China, 

but she wants to talk about Barack Obama. The 

explosive growth of her apostolate, Direction 

for Our Times, has left her exhausted and half-sick, but 

she is alarmed about Catholics who are describing 

Obama as the anti-Christ.  

She asks me if I have heard those comments. I tell 

her I have heard not only that but also his election 

described as a "chastisement."  

Anne has encountered the same, and she is 

alarmed. She understands the disappointment but not 

the hysteria. "It was a body blow, like we fell to the 

ground from the eighth rung of a ten-rung ladder. Then 

I prayed and heard a voice, 'Get up and work.'" 

The demonization of Barack Obama among some 

conservative Catholics will only disconnect them from 

the society they need to evangelize, she says. "Obama is 

a child of God, and we need to pray for him and his 

family. He's important to God. Let God be God."  

She believes this current overreaction to Obama is a 

kind of spiritual panic: "Is Our Lord in Heaven, or is He 

not?" Rather, the question we should be asking 

ourselves is, "How do we serve the Lord under these 

conditions?"  

"The last thing we want is to fill the air with ugly 

rhetoric." She compares the anger being expressed 

toward Obama with how liberals treated Bush. "We 

need to empower Obama -- we need him to begin 

thinking straight." 

"But what about someone who would say that we 

need to tell the truth about Obama -- especially about 

his positions on abortion and marriage?" I asked her.  

She didn't hesitate: "I would ask how they speak the 

truth. If they don't speak it with love they are not 

speaking the truth."  

Anne has spoken to me in previous interviews about 

the abrasive quality of many Catholics who are 

committed to protecting doctrinal orthodoxy. "People 

are not monsters, and we shouldn't treat them that 

way."  

"We are a mission Church," she says. "We must ask 

ourselves whether or not we are attracting people to 

the faith."  

"But shouldn't we be sure we are attracting people 

to the true faith?" I asked.  

"Truth is not just about accuracy, or about getting 

the words right," she told me. "Bitter, angry people 

can drive people away from the Lord, rather than draw 

them to Him."  

I asked Anne why Catholics forget this important 

aspect of speaking the truth. "They don't want to have 

hope; it's more fun to be negative."  

Anne uses what she saw in China as an example of 

powerful and effective evangelism: "In China they are 

so humble. They create camaraderie with their 

brothers in sin by not making them feel worse than 

they already do." 

  

Anne believes that the ministry she plans to open at 

Holy Trinity Abbey in nearby Kilnacrott will lift people 

up and lighten their hearts. "If people face Jesus, they 

will become buoyant." 

Her ministry has only a month to raise the 

additional million dollars needed to meet the purchase 

price of the abbey. The Norbertine priests still in 

residence there will be an integral part of the new 

ministry but will be housed in a new, smaller building 

soon to be built on the 46-acre property.  

A 

http://www.directionforourtimes.com/
http://www.directionforourtimes.com/
http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_myblog&show=Day-Two-Virginia-County-Cavan-Ireland.html&Itemid=102
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A men's community and women's community are 

already being formed. With four men and three women 

at the beginning of a year's discernment, it appears that 

Direction for Our Times is attracting the vocations 

necessary to support the new youth program, Re-

Charge, and the expansion to the abbey.  

With conservative Catholics in America despondent 

over the election and Irish Catholics cringing at the 

seemingly endless disclosures of sex abuse cases, 

Anne's message of the Christ who lightens the heart -- 

and softens the tongue -- is finding fertile ground.  

 

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://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_myblog&show=Day-Three-in-Ireland.html&Itemid=127
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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British Humor 
Joanna Bogle | Column 

11/10/08

hen St. Thomas More was led to the 

scaffold at the Tower of London, he joked 

to his executioner: "Please help me safely 

up. For coming down, I'll cope by myself." 

The British sense of humor is one of the things that, 

unlike our cooking, has generally given pleasure to the 

world. And those who are both British and Catholic 

should consider themselves twice blessed. You don't get 

too many Baptist jokes; there are a smattering of 

Anglican ones; I've never heard of a Methodist one; but 

Catholics are well able to laugh at themselves. 

There are innumerable confessional jokes, jokes 

about nuns, jokes about children mishearing prayers 

("Blessed art thou, a monk swimming") or 

misunderstanding words (as a child, I thought the 

drawn-out "Amen" at the end of the Credo at a sung 

Mass was the congregation singing a long "Aaaaaaah" 

of sympathy for Our Lord as He hung on the Cross; an 

older friend told me that she assumed it referred to 

"our men" whom she saw, in their uniforms, regularly at 

church on Sundays during World War II). 

John Henry Cardinal Newman is an immensely 

English figure: One reason why we are all so keen to 

have him honored is that so much about him is so 

agreeably connected with things with which English 

people identify so readily: Oxford, Birmingham, 

railways, rain, a sense of not always being understood 

by the rest of the world. He has a particular connection 

with English Catholic converts -- with their difficulties, 

their particular culture, the things they want to explain, 

and the contribution they want to make. Everything 

about his conversion story somehow rings with this -- 

even the night he entered the Church was a rainy one, 

of bitter cold, and the Italian Passionist priest who 

received him was standing by the fire, trying to dry his 

cloak, when Newman entered the room. 

We don't often think of Cardinal Newman as being 

humorous, but we're mistaken in this, as my brother 

discovered when he studied Newman's essays "On the 

Present Position of Catholics in England." Originally 

given as a series of lectures in 1851, these point out 

some of the absurdities in the prejudices held by anti-

Catholic writers of the day: One of the best includes a 

lengthy quotation from a campaigner who, after 

visiting a Catholic chapel during Benediction, gives a 

magnificent denunciation of the horrors of Catholics 

who are apparently unable to see, while they are 

bowing down worshipping a candlestick, that the 

mysterious bell that they hear ringing is not a mystical 

one at all but is actually an ordinary one being rung. 

And there is even better stuff from newspaper 

accounts of the building of the Birmingham Oratory: 

When the foundations and drains were being dug, 

local observers were confident that these were to 

accommodate underground dungeons and sinister 

windowless cells. 

Best of all, however, is Cardinal Newman's quoting 

of the hapless British visitor to a European cathedral, 

who saw -- and denounced at a British public meeting -

- what he was confident was a list of sins hanging up 

on the door, with relevant sums attached, for which 

the sins could be forgiven in a nearby confessional. 

Consternation! Back in England, the crusader's 

listeners were suitably horrified. Alas for him, 

however, so were the authorities of the cathedral in 

question, who forthwith sent a categorical denial. And 

Cardinal Newman explains: 

Now it so happens that on the right-hand door of 

the transept of this church of St. Gudule there 

really is affixed a black board, on which there is a 

catalogue in the French language of the price to be 

paid, not for sins, but for use of these chairs. The 

inscription translated runs as follows: "A chair 

W 



 

in
si

d
e
ca

th
o
lic

.c
o
m

 

5 

 

without cushion, one cent (about a farthing); a chair 

with cushions, two cents . . ." and so on. 

But, as Cardinal Newman went on to explain, the British 

anti-Catholic crusader continued undeterred, despite 

the evidence, to announce in print that "it is the 

practice, as our readers are aware [Newman's 

emphasis], in Roman Catholic countries to post up a list 

of all the crimes to which human frailty can be tempted, 

placing opposite to them the exact sum of money for 

which their perpetration will be indulged . . . ." 

Cardinal Newman's lectures were addressing a real 

and pressing problem: Anti-Catholicism was on the rise 

in Britain, fuelled by various organizations including the 

British Reformation Society and the Protestant 

Association, concerned at the rise in conversions and 

the building of Catholic churches in towns and cities 

around the country. Cardinal Newman, in tackling the 

subject, enjoys laughing, as an Englishman, at the 

English and their prejudices -- their assumptions about 

food, travel, religion, and foreigners. Formal and 

structured in his prose, he is bitingly satirical -- today, in 

a completely different England where every small detail 

of our lives, to say nothing of our larger understanding 

of ourselves, seems to be so different, we can still enjoy 

these essays and know of what he speaks. 

  

Cardinal Newman was writing about anti-Catholic 

campaigns. But Catholics can and should also laugh at 

themselves, at our mistakes, silliness, fads, absurdities. 

Of course we do this, but today perhaps not quite 

enough. The excellent Why Catholics Can't Sing by 

American author Thomas Day is gloriously enjoyable in 

its descriptions -- oh, how well we know of what he 

writes -- of the Man at the Microphone who dominates 

the church, rendering it impossible for any decent 

singing to take place; of nuns with guitars and inane 

ditties; of trite words put to unsingable tunes. In fact, 

the whole of modern liturgy is of course a rich vein of 

possibilities for the modern humorist -- tinged, as are 

Newman's essays, with real anguish and the need to 

address a real cause. 

Can we employ humor -- without savagery, without 

nastiness -- in a good cause? Of course we may. I am 

not speaking here of moral possibilities, because humor 

can certainly be used for good, and is the more effective 

when it lacks vulgarity or cruelty. The question is not 

"may we?" but "can we?" Are people open today to real 

wit and humor on issues concerning God, truth, the 

Church, human frailty? Has TV, the general crudity of 

our culture, our lack of a sense of common purpose, the 

loss of an understanding of history, robbed us of this 

possibility? 

I don't think so. But we need to know the risks. 

Cardinal Newman, who could make the pompous 

Englishman of yesteryear admit to his narrow-

mindedness, and highlight the absurdity in much 

fashionable posturing and campaigning, spoke to 

packed halls and did much good in the lectures. But he 

had to endure the misery of a drawn out libel case 

involving an ex-priest whose notorious lifestyle, 

including the appalling violation of young women, had 

not prevented him from becoming a hero of anti-

Catholic campaigners. Humor jostles with the rest of 

life: It throws out a challenge and makes a lecture 

sparkle, but at the root of things there may still be 

important truths to convey that will make others 

angry, or vindictive, or anxious to crush us. 

Standard Catholic jokes usually center on things 

that somehow make us feel comfortably esoteric, like 

the differences between religious orders. There are all 

those Dominican/Jesuit jokes. (Sample: The Dominican 

and the Jesuit both enjoy cigarettes, and wonder if this 

conflicts with their prayer lives. Next day, the 

downcast Dominican is annoyed to see his Jesuit friend 

smoking comfortably over his breviary. "How come 

you're allowed to do that? My spiritual director said I 

shouldn't smoke while I say my prayers." "You asked 

him the wrong question. I asked if it would be all right 

to say some prayers while I smoke.") But real Catholic 

humor has a darker side, a recognition that we are 

laughing about things that are actually uncomfortably 

serious. Cardinal Newman was grappling with unjust 

prejudices that were making people's lives miserable 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0824511530/insidecatcom-20
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and preventing the truth from being heard. Thomas 

More was actually on the scaffold. 

 

 

Joanna Bogle is an author and broadcaster living in 

London. 
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Kneeling Before the World 
John Zmirak | Column 

11/11/08 

ast week, I interrupted my series of reflections on 

the Seven Deadly Sins to accommodate the 

elections. Let's hope that my dire predictions turn 

out to be alarmist, even hysterical.  

Much as I'd like to jump right back on the horse, 

and ride through the happy fields of Greed, or among 

Envy's icy crags, I think it's fitting to spend this week 

reflecting on where American Catholics are and how we 

got here: a gray, intermediate place halfway between 

the exercise of power and the pressure of persecution. 

It's called Irrelevance. It feels like a straight jacket and 

smells like formaldehyde, and we'll be thrashing around 

inside it for years to come. Let us use that empty time 

to clear our heads and get our story straight. 

Various writers here have wondered aloud why 

American Catholics seemed to care so little about the 

sanctity of life; why American bishops and priests, as a 

whole, were such unreliable allies. Those essays have 

offered cogent answers, but none was complete. My 

own diagnosis of the self-defeating Catholic liberalism 

that enfeebles even the orthodox failed to plumb its 

lowest depths. 

For that it took Philip Lawler, whose book The 

Faithful Departed is the most important work about the 

Church to appear in the last two decades -- since Anne 

Roche Muggeridge's sobering masterwork, The Desolate 

City. Lawler's book took enormous courage to write; its 

naming of names and relentless spade-calling of spades 

has made Lawler many enemies, and the book has been 

banned from the shelves of some Catholic bookstores. 

(From now on, when I visit such a store, I'm asking them 

about Lawler; if they won't sell his book, they’ll lose my 

business.)  

What are they all so afraid of? The truth, it seems. 

Lawler points out that while less than five percent of 

American priests have been accused of sexual abuse, 

some two-thirds of our bishops were apparently 

complicit in cover-ups. The real scandal isn't the sick 

excesses of a few dozen pedophiles, or even the 

hundreds of priests who had affairs with teenage boys -- 

the bulk of abuse cases. No, according to Lawler, it is 

the malfeasance of wealthy, powerful, and evidently 

worldly men who fill the thrones -- but not the shoes -- 

of the apostles. In case after case, we read in their 

correspondence, in the records of their soulless, 

bureaucratic responses to victims of psychic torture 

and spiritual betrayal, these bishops' prime concern 

was to save the infrastructure, the bricks and mortar 

and mortgages. Ironically, their lack of a supernatural 

concern for souls is precisely what cost them so much 

money in the end.  

  

Two-thirds. It takes my breath away. It makes me 

want to retch. One bishop in my region, Lawler 

reports, only escaped imprisonment by cutting a deal 

with the prosecutor, essentially admitting guilt and 

allowing the D.A.'s office to audit Church decisions, to 

forestall future cover-ups. So the highest authority 

governing the Church there is an official of a state that 

tolerates abortion -- and I'm relieved to hear it. O great 

Diocletian, from our own shepherds defend us.  

When you read how bishops -- even those of 

impeccable orthodoxy -- were willing to overlook the 

seduction of altar boys, to squirm away from 

responsible leadership, it's much easier to understand 

their typical response to complaints from the laity (or 

from Rome) of liturgical or catechetical problems. Men 

who've practiced decades of denial concerning serial 

abusers like Boston's Paul Shanley, closing ranks with 

fellow clergy addicted to sex with teenage boys against 

the "threat" posed by the laity, found it easy to shrug 

off "trivialities" like heresy and sacrilege.  

The book takes courage to read. Using Boston as a 

microcosm, Lawler explores with relentless honesty 

L 

http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=4538&Itemid=100
http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=4825&Itemid=100
http://www.takimag.com/site/article/surrender_not_unto_caesar_resisting_catholic_liberalism/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1594032114/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1594032114/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0060660465/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0060660465/insidecatcom-20
http://washingtontimes.com/news/2008/sep/25/catholic-book-raises-furor/
http://www.dallasnews.com/cgi-bin/bi/dallas/2002/priests.cgi
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Diocletianic_Persecution
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the clerical abuse crisis, which he tags as just one 

symptom of a systemic Church collapse. We all know 

the statistics of decline in Mass attendance and 

vocations, the horror stories of seminaries either 

emptying or turning "lavender," the long lists of Catholic 

colleges and schools that have shrugged off essential 

doctrines. Having read whole shelves of books on this 

subject and hundreds of articles -- I've written dozens of 

them myself -- I'll say that none of them is as radical as 

Lawler's. Lawler's analysis cuts to the root (radix) of the 

Church's modern crisis, in the manner of a surgeon 

cutting out cancer from the body of his beloved. Cancer 

that has metastasized. 

The problem doesn't boil down to birth control, 

modernist theology, or fuzzy documents of Vatican II. 

We can't blame it all on the Freemasons or the 

homosexuals, the guitar-banging nuns or the 

psychiatrists. Their excesses are merely symptoms. So, 

in their own way, are the guilty bishops. The illness that 

has infected them -- that infects you and me, in our 

ways -- amounts to what Jacques Maritain called (in The 

Peasant on the Garonne) "kneeling before the world."  

Lawler demonstrates this phenomenon through his 

capsule history of the rise of Catholic Boston -- a city 

where Puritans once outlawed the Mass and Irish 

immigrants arrived half-starving, appearing to native 

Brahmins at best half-human. When the "world" was 

spurning us, when American Catholics were viewed with 

suspicion or dwelt in ethnic ghettos, we pushed back 

energetically. Our sins, which were surely scarlet, rarely 

entailed compromise. It's hard to sell out when no one 

is buying.  

  

The Church in Boston -- in America -- was corrupted by 

success. We recapitulated in less than 100 years a 

process that elsewhere took centuries, skipping straight 

from the catacombs to the corruptions of the 

Renaissance. Having built through the desperate 

sacrifices of hard-working immigrants a vast 

infrastructure of wealth and power, the Church began 

to attract as leaders men who treasured such things: 

power-brokers, managers, statesmen -- but very few 

saints.  

Where was one to find saints, anyway? As Catholic 

laymen moved up in the world, they chafed at their 

sense of strangeness in a liberal Protestant New 

England, the Catholic "difference" in which their parents 

had taken pride. With the rise of the Kennedy family, 

they had "arrived." It was time to leave behind all the 

shabby, embarrassing baggage. To settle down in the 

world and of the world and for the world, with the Spirit 

of the World, for a long and comfy relationship. 

The Kennedys were genuine leaders, as Lawler 

documents. He reports:  

In July 1964, several liberal theologians received 

invitations to the Kennedy family compound in 

Hyannisport, Massachusetts, for a discussion of 

how a Catholic politician should handle the 

abortion issue. Notice now that abortion was not a 

major political issue in 1964 . . . . 

The participants in that Hyannisport meeting 

composed a Who's Who of liberal theologians, 

most of them Jesuits . . . . Father Robert Drinan . . . 

Father Charles Curran . . . Father Joseph Fuchs, a 

Jesuit professor at Rome's Gregorian . . . Jesuits 

Richard McCormack, Albert Jensen, and Giles 

Milhaven. 

For two days the theologians huddled in the 

Cape Cod resort town as guests of the Kennedys. 

Eventually they reached a consensus, which they 

passed along to their political patrons. Abortion, 

they agreed, could sometimes be morally 

acceptable as the lesser of two evils. Lawmakers 

should certainly not encourage abortion, but a 

blanket prohibition might be more harmful to the 

common good . . . (81). 

Nine years before the fact, the financial and 

intellectual elite of American Catholicism were, in 

Lawler's words, "waiting for Roe v. Wade."  

I don't think that the Kennedys or their pet Jesuits 

especially hated children. They weren't yet in the grip 
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of Malthusian panic. Instead, as Lawler points out, they 

were troubled by doctrinal obstacles to their smooth 

advancement in modern America. These stumbling 

blocks, these "scandals," could needlessly hold back the 

progress of Catholics from the ghetto to the suburbs, 

from ward-heeling to the White House. Offering some 

moderate compromise was surely the "Christian" thing 

to do.  

And so we have continued, unto today. Having 

loved the trappings of the Church, her might as a civic 

and cultural institution, we've forgotten why she was 

founded -- and by Whom. Facing a culture deeply 

uncomfortable with Christ, or the fullness of Christ, we 

have proven ourselves great trimmers. We've cut a little 

here, a little there, just enough to prove we're no 

fanatics. No superstitious peasants, clinging to outworn 

dogmas, but sophisticated believers -- whose 

commitment to "social justice" fits very nicely inside 

contemporary liberalism.  

Leave out the infrequent, cringe-worthy 

interventions by distant Rome, and Catholics could 

easily "pass" for mainline Protestants. A modernized, 

milquetoast Church -- of such is the Stuff that White 

People Like. And most of us like it. Insofar as we really 

do, we have the bishops we deserve.  

 

John Zmirak is 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://stuffwhitepeoplelike.com/
http://stuffwhitepeoplelike.com/
http://www.takimag.com/blogs/JZmirak/
http://www.amazon.com/Grand-Inquisitor-Crossroad-Book/dp/0824524357/ref=sr_1_5?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1219633304&sr=1-5
http://www.thomasmorecollege.edu/
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On Words and Symbols 

Rev. James V. Schall S.J. | Column 

11/11/08

 read an interview recently that is worth 

commenting on. The subject notes:  

I was feeling conflicted because my Catholicism is so 

deeply important to me. It was my sense of 

connection to the Almighty, to humanity, to my 

heritage, my upbringing . . . . And my Catholicism 

informed my view of the world, and the work that I 

do every day on social justice issues. And yet, so 

often when I went to church, I was confronted with 

words and symbols that were anathema to my 

values. 

One hardly knows what to make of such a passage.  

The implications of this position need to be spelled 

out. Let us assume such words were spoken by anyone; 

what is of concern are the reasons stated. We are all 

responsible for what we hold, of course, however 

coherent or incoherent. 

The speaker first "feels" in conflict. The verb "to 

feel," as such, is an emotional, not intellectual, word. 

Our minds are to rule our feelings in the name of some 

principle or end. No one can dispute with a "feeling," 

though we ought to inquire about its validity.  

We next want to know what this "conflict" that the 

person "feels" is about. There are good and bad 

conflicts. Catholicism is an important personal heritage. 

No problem exists here unless Catholics are pictured as 

evil or nutty or both.  

Catholicism is a "connection to the Almighty," as 

with humanity. What one is brought up with, as 

Aristotle said, provides the habits or virtues (not 

"values") by which good practical decisions are made.  

Just what this "connection to the Almighty" means, 

or whether the Almighty has any input into the 

connection, is not obvious. Presumably it means 

receiving the Sacraments and believing in the essentials 

of the Creed -- or, at least, that is what it means to most 

Catholics. The Almighty calls the shots for them, not the 

other way around. If there is a conflict between one's 

feelings and the Almighty, the Almighty wins, or at least 

that is the Catholic view, even granting we remain free 

to do what we choose and bear the consequences. 

Catholicism, we are told, has "informed" this 

writer's view of the world. This is good. This 

expression, however, sounds like Anthony Kennedy in 

the Casey v. Planned Parenthood decision: We all have 

our right to our own worldview, whatever it may be. 

The world that counts comes from us, not from the 

Almighty. We each explain to the Almighty what it 

ought to look like.  

This same Catholicism informs the writer's daily 

work in "social justice." The history of social justice, as 

Ernest Fortin remarked, is hazy; no concept in the 

political philosophy has a fuzzier pedigree. It can mean 

almost anything. But we need to know what 

constitutes social justice, as almost every ideology in 

the modern world has triumphantly presented itself as 

a movement of "social justice" of some sort or 

another. 

But let's grant the benefit of the doubt: Here, 

social justice means what the encyclicals mean, or 

what the Catechism means. But then, evidently, when 

the writer enters the local church on Sunday morning, 

sirens go off. The things carried into the church ("social 

justice") run into what is inside the church, namely, 

"words and symbols." Presumably, the words are 

Scripture- and Tradition-based. No Catholic thinks he 

enters the church to run into mere symbols. The 

Eucharist is not a mere symbol; it is the Real Presence, 

the one Mass.  

These "words and symbols" found within the 

church turn out to be "anathema" to the writer's 

"values." That is an interesting use of the word 
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"anathema." Normally, it is the Church that, in 

exercising her authority, pronounces this word to define 

what is or is not in conformity with what is handed 

down. If Schall pronounces "anathema" on something, 

as is his wont, it means little. We still must ask whether 

our anathema is that of the Church or against it. And if 

someone's anathema is not the Church's, we wonder 

who should be most upset. 

"The words and symbols . . . were anathema to my 

values." The question becomes: Where did I get my 

values? And why are my values the ultimate standard of 

what should go on in Church? 

As in discussing rights or social justice, we 

encounter the exact modern meaning of the word 

"value," which comes into modern discourse from Max 

Weber. It means that no ultimate order exists. "Values" 

are incoherent; all social scientists can do is to tell 

someone how best to get what he wants, whatever that 

may be. 

So if the writer's values are what rules when he 

goes into Church, he can logically anathematize 

anything he finds there that does not agree with them. 

This is why the Church talks of being, natural law, and 

doctrine. It wants to know whether what one holds is 

what the Church holds.  

Otherwise, whoever walks into a church carries in 

his own "values." He anathematizes anyone else whose 

values, whose "words and symbols," are different from 

his. He "feels" conflicted. He pronounces "anathemas." 

 

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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The Progress of Justice for All 

Brian Potts | Column 

11/12/08 

ustice Harry Blackmun's eyes do not meet those of 

his visitors. Sitting on a desk in a painting, he faces 

the elevators on the 27th floor of the federal 

courthouse in Saint Louis, Missouri, surrounded by 

pictures of himself and summaries of his opinions, but 

he glances away to his right. 

To his left, the Harry A. Blackmun Rotunda opens 

onto a spectacular view of the city of toasted ravioli: the 

old cathedral, the new baseball stadium, the mighty 

Mississippi, the arch, and the old state courthouse. 

Under the faded green dome of that old 

courthouse, Dred and Harriet Scott's lawsuit for 

freedom first went to trial in 1847. Through a series of 

state and federal proceedings that produced temporary 

emancipations and sudden returns to captivity, the case 

finally reached the Supreme Court of the United States. 

Chief Justice Roger Taney delivered the infamous 

opinion of the Court. The nation was on the brink of civil 

war. The Missouri Compromise of 1820 had attempted 

to maintain a precarious balance between free states 

and slave states. Under the Compromise, the nation 

admitted Missouri to the Union as a slave state, and 

admitted Maine as a free state. The Compromise drew a 

line across the nation above which no territory could 

enter the Union as a slave state. 

In 1834, the Scott family was taken by its "master" 

above this line into the free state of Illinois and the 

territory of present-day Wisconsin. In their lawsuits, the 

Scotts claimed that their time in free America liberated 

them. Could slaveholders from the South simply take 

their slaves to the North and effectively undermine the 

Compromise and the laws of free states? Chief Justice 

Taney began his opinion by recognizing that "the 

questions in controversy are of the highest 

importance." 

The Supreme Court held, among other things, that 

Scott lacked standing even to sue for freedom. The 

Court framed the fundamental question as follows: 

Can a negro, whose ancestors were imported into 

this country, and sold as slaves, become a member 

of the political community formed and brought 

into existence by the Constitution of the United 

States, and as such become entitled to all the 

rights, and privileges, and immunities, guarantied 

by that instrument to the citizen? One of which 

rights is the privilege of suing in a court of the 

United States in the cases specified in the 

Constitution. 

The Court said no. 

The Court recognized that the "words 'people of 

the United States' and 'citizens' are synonymous 

terms, and mean the same thing." The Court even 

recognized that the words of the Declaration of 

Independence -- "'We hold these truths to be self-

evident: that all men are created equal; that they are 

endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable 

rights; that among them is life, liberty, and the pursuit 

of happiness'" -- would "seem to embrace the whole 

human family."  

Yet the Court pointed to the history of American 

and European abuses of people of African decent, and 

held that the Framers did not intend to include such 

people in the protections of the Constitution and 

Declaration of Independence. The Court held that Dred 

Scott and other slaves did not meet the definitions of 

"people of the United States," "citizens," or "men," and 

therefore did not have standing to sue for their 

freedom in federal court. 

The Court's decision is an abomination, painful to 

read, unworthy of the title "law." Yet the beauty of the 

natural law is that it remains, in all places and at all 
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times, unaltered by such abominations. The Supreme 

Court's attempt to resolve the issue of slavery in 

violation of the plain language of the Declaration of 

Independence and the Due Process clause of the 

Constitution's Fifth Amendment ("No person shall . . . 

be deprived of life, liberty, or property, without due 

process of law"), both of which codify parts of the 

natural law, failed to persuade Americans of better 

sense, and helped ignite the Civil War. Thanks to many 

patriots over many years, American law finally 

recognizes people of all races as equal. 

  

The status and rights of another group of people came 

before Justice Blackmun, born in Illinois 100 years ago 

today, in Roe v. Wade. Like Justice Taney, Blackmun 

began his analysis with an extensive examination of 

history aimed at discrediting the personhood of the 

class of humans he would rule against. He manipulated 

history. He cited Plato's Republic for the proposition 

that "most Greek thinkers . . . commended abortion, at 

least prior to viability," without noting the irony and 

absurdity of Socrates' call in the text for forced abortion 

or infanticide of children conceived outside the 

hypothetical State's communal breeding plan. He 

referenced Augustine and Aquinas for the proposition 

that life begins long after conception, without 

accounting for the obvious fact that these theologians 

based their conclusions on the faulty science of their 

days.  

The Court ultimately found a right to privacy in the 

Constitution and held that it "is broad enough to 

encompass a woman's decision whether or not to 

terminate her pregnancy." The Court effectively held 

that pre-born human beings have such little status that 

states must allow them to be aborted practically at will 

throughout pregnancy. The very phrase "terminate her 

pregnancy" evinces the lack of dignity afforded to the 

pre-born by the Court. 

Justice Blackmun noted the view of the state of 

Texas and certain amici that the fetus is a "person" 

within the meaning of the Fourteenth Amendment. The 

Court even recognized that "if this suggestion of 

personhood is established, [Roe's] case, of course, 

collapses, for the fetus' right to life would then be 

guaranteed specifically by the Amendment."  

Yet the Court dodged the crucial question, suddenly 

exercising feigned judicial restraint: "We need not 

resolve the difficult question of when life begins . . . the 

judiciary, at this point in the development of man's 

knowledge, is not in a position to speculate as to the 

answer." 

Of course, the Court did answer the question. By 

striking down the will of the people of the states and 

allowing abortion on demand, the Court treated the 

pre-born as non-persons, not entitled to legal 

protection. As in Dred Scott, the Court deprived an 

entire class of human beings of the recognition of its 

basic dignity and human rights. 

Like Justice Taney, Justice Blackmun might have 

hoped his opinion would settle the controversy. Yet 

the natural law persists, and Americans of better 

judgment continue to refuse to accept Roe. Even many 

of those who think abortion should be legal have 

criticized the failures of Roe.  

America has progressed in its march toward justice 

for all. Every race and gender now shares equal civil 

rights under the law, although regrettably not always 

in practice. In protecting the life, liberty, and property 

of every race and gender, our law does not create 

these rights; rather, it recognizes these rights as part of 

the constant natural law. It is time for our law to 

recognize the basic right to life of all people, regardless 

of age. 

Science is clear: Justice Blackmun was born 100 

years ago, but he began his life 100 years and 

approximately nine months ago. The Blackmun 

Rotunda displays a photograph of the justice as a baby 

in his mother's arms. He seems to wail, as if crying for 

justice. 
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Brian Potts is an associate attorney with the law firm of 

Brown & James, P.C.  
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Coming to Our Senses: The Moral Sense of Scripture 

Mark P. Shea | Column 

11/12/08

iscussing the moral sense of Scripture would 

seem easy. After all, we're talking the Good 

Book here. Even when they were busy 

abandoning Christianity as supernatural revelation from 

God, Americans for the past couple of generations still 

tended to treat the Bible as a Solid Moral Code 

Enshrining Tested Values with some lingering 

respectability. Martin Luther King Jr. could still appeal to 

it and not get hooted off that stage as recently as 40 

years ago. 

But as things like this increasingly demonstrate, this 

cultural consensus about the goodness of the Good 

Book is rapidly decaying and, for many people, it is no 

longer taken for granted that "the moral sense of 

Scripture" is even a good thing. But whether they 

approach the Bible as the Good Book or the Bad Book, 

there's one thing most of our fellow postmoderns can 

agree on: It is primarily a Rule Book.  

That's just one of the many ways in which 

contemporary culture demonstrates that it has not the 

slightest understanding of Scripture. For it is not too far 

off the mark to say that Christ came into the world 

specially to destroy the notion that salvation is 

predicated on Following the Rules and Morality.  

So if the Bible is not all about law and morality, why 

the Ten Commandments and all the rules and 

regulations? The basic answer of the Tradition is that 

laws and morality are sort of like X-rays: They are part 

of the healing process, but they do not heal anything. 

The laws and morality side of the Bible are the X-ray 

equipment of the Divine Physician. The law says stuff 

like "Don't covet.  Be generous." and then, when you 

act like the squeezing, wrenching grasping, covetous old 

sinner you are, you find you are breaking the law. But 

that's all the law can do: Tell you what's wrong with 

you. It can't get you an inch nearer to healing the 

problem with your soul once you've looked at the X-

rays. Only Christ can do that -- which is why the Bible is 

actually all about Him, not about rules and regulations. 

This does not, of course, mean, "Whee! New 

Covenant! No rules! Go nuts!" It means that Christ is the 

reality, while the laws, rules, and regulations of the Old 

Testament were, so to speak, just the shadow pointing 

to Him. The lesson of the Old Testament, in a hundred 

ways, is that purity matters. And the Old Testament 

gets this across by making no particularly strong 

distinctions between the "ick" created by our revulsion 

to sin and the "ick" created by our revulsion at eating 

foods that gross us out. The moral is not, "God hates 

bacon." The moral is, "God hates sin the way you, O 

Israel, hate the thought of eating pork."  

Eventually, once the central lesson about the sin 

business has been learned, Christ will make clear that 

we are not defiled by anything that enters the belly, 

but only by the evil that comes out of the heart. His 

solution is not, "Down with rules!" but rather to give 

us the power to obey God and keep the law. So faith in 

Christ does not "free" us from obeying God, just as 

love does not "free" us from binding ourselves to our 

spouse. Rather, faith establishes the law of God by 

making us both desire to do it and able to do it. 

That's why the New Testament still commands us 

to do various things (starting with keeping the Ten 

Commandments). The point is not that the Ten 

Commandments will save you, but rather that saved 

people live as God wants them to live so that they can 

experience the fullness of the life of the Trinity. Living 

out the commands to love God and neighbor, they will 

find themselves keeping the whole of the law and the 

prophets. 

  

Because of this, the Church has always looked to 

Scripture to convey a "moral sense": that is, to 

D 
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communicate ways in which an authentic disciple of 

Jesus Christ should live. This includes not merely the 

standard didactic moral teaching of the Judeo-Christian 

tradition ("Love your enemies, pay your taxes, don't 

gossip, avoid impurity," etc.), but also various ways in 

which Christ is again "hidden" in the Old Testament.  

What this presumes is that Christ teaches by means 

of icon as well as word. The reason the Church believes 

this is because Christ does, in fact, give us an example of 

iconographic teaching when He strips, ties a towel 

around His waist, and proceeds to wash the feet of the 

disciples on Maundy Thursday. He offers us a picture 

rather than a preachment and tells us to do likewise. 

The Church, following this clue, does what we all do 

when reading a familiar tale and starts seeing moral 

lessons elsewhere.  

So, for instance, she (like every first grader on 

planet earth) sees a moral lesson about courage in the 

face of overwhelming odds in the tale of David and 

Goliath. Reading the story of Daniel in the Lion's Den, 

we see a moral-sense image of the faith required by a 

disciple of Christ when we too are surrounded by lions 

of fear, despair, doubt, and discouragement. When we 

look at the Temple, Paul tells us that we are looking at 

an image of our own body and that we must not defile 

it. He gets that connection from his Master, who 

likewise said of His body, "Destroy this temple and in 

three days I will raise it up." 

Scripture is more or less a bonanza of this sort of 

imagery -- and, again, we can ransack it at will, just so 

long as the moral teachings we see illustrated there do 

not contradict what the Church teaches about, you 

know, morals. 

Which, of course, raises a question, since morals in 

both Scripture and in the history of the Church develop. 

Psalm 137 pronounces a blessing on anybody who 

would smash a Babylonian baby's brains out on a rock. 

Christ: not so much. Slavery used to be sort of 

reluctantly okay for Christians (cf. Philemon). Now: no. 

Of course, a postmodern who is simply mining 

Scripture for "contradictions" will often display his 

complete intolerance and incomprehension of any 

civilization even slightly different from suburban 

Millennial America and quickly dismiss the whole thing 

as rubbish. However, those in our culture who still 

retain something like an historical imagination will 

consider the possibility that precisely the problem 

facing the Christian description of revelation is that it 

involved eternity breaking into time, and the Perfect 

revealing Himself to the radically imperfect. Among 

other things, this means that our grasp of what God is 

saying to us could well take all of human history -- and 

beyond -- to fully see what is going on. 

So it would seem to me quite reasonable that 

when God reveals Himself to a bunch of Bronze Age 

savages, He will likely be understood in Bronze Age 

savage terms involving such matters as herem -- the 

ancient Semitic practice of slaying everybody and 

everything in a village as, ironically, a pious act ("See 

Lord! I'm keeping nothing for myself!"). One need not, 

I think, believe that God desires such things to see that 

he could use such cultural flotsam in a long-term effort 

(a successful one, by the way) to move Israel away 

from such barbarism and ultimately to the revelation 

of Christ, who offers Himself as a sort of burnt offering 

to save us from our sinful barbarism. 

  

Because of all this, I don't think we can embrace any 

of three simple solutions to the moral complexity of 

Scripture. That is, we cannot simply 1) deny the 

inspired character of those texts of Scripture we 

happen to find distasteful or troubling; 2) explain away 

the literal sense of Scripture by allowing some 

symbolic reading of it to predominate; 3) simply affirm 

wholesale all Old Testament morality from 

hamstringing horses to stoning rebellious adolescents 

to butchering Canaanite babies as "the will of God." 

Rather, we must be very cautious in searching through 

Scripture for its moral sense, because the morality 

taught by Scripture is not a static thing. 

Consider a human embryo. At one point it has a 

tail. But the adult human doesn't. Is it really accurate 

to say humans are creatures with tails? No, even 
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though at one stage in the womb we were. The same 

principle applies here. Revelation progressed like a 

developing embryo from the Old Testament to the New. 

God permitted divorce under the Mosaic Covenant, for 

instance. Yet Jesus would later make clear that this was 

a permission, not "God's will" (Mk 10:5). Similarly, God 

condescended to the practice of the culture to which He 

first revealed Himself when He "stooped down" and 

submitted Himself to the practice of "cutting a 

covenant" with Abraham by passing between the 

severed halves of the animal carcasses (Gen 15).  

But though God blessed forms of sacrifice and 

covenant that were perfectly acceptable in Abraham's 

day, His ultimate goal was always to lead us to the final 

and full sacrifice and covenant offered by Christ. In the 

same way, there were moral, ethical, and philosophical 

insights in Abraham's day that were good as far as they 

went, but they have since been fulfilled and completed 

by the final and full revelation offered by Christ.  

Consider also the Jewish understanding of the 

afterlife. Ecclesiastes tells us that "life is vanity" and 

speaks in a despairing tone about the futility of earthly 

existence. That is because Ecclesiastes is unaware of the 

resurrection of the body, which was not fully revealed 

until later. He is right as far as he goes. Earthly life is 

futile. He simply doesn't (and can't) go far enough 

without further revelation.  

Bottom line: Much Old Testament morality and 

theology regarding war, marriage, the afterlife, justice, 

and so forth are true as far as it goes, but often the 

author has not yet gone far enough because the Holy 

Spirit has not yet revealed it. In the Old Testament, the 

chosen people were not yet the recipients of full 

revelation. That full revelation was Jesus Christ, who 

definitively clarified all that went before and fulfilled 

what was not complete. This is the idea of the 

development of doctrine. We understand this idea 

completely when we contemplate our own children. 

There are things we permit of (and punishments we 

inflict on) three-year-olds that are appropriate for their 

stage of development that would be absurd to permit of 

(or inflict on) on a 20-year-old. 

In short, in revealing himself "in time and on earth," 

God is obliged to work through and with a people with 

faults, idiosyncrasies, blind spots, and errors resulting 

from their being as fallen as the rest of the human race. 

Yet He is obliged to do so not in order to ratify the Fall, 

but in order to mend it. This meant, as all teachers 

know, making allowances for the weaknesses of the 

student till the student matured further. It meant facing 

the fact that the world into which Israel marched from 

Egypt was a real world, not an ideal one, and that facing 

that world (a world where idolatry, wars of 

extermination, child sacrifice, polygamy, and other 

such complicating features were the norm for all 

participants) would mean a long, hard road to building 

a civilization, and an even longer road to the day when 

the human race was ready to hear the (at the time) 

unimaginable truth of Christ. 

Thus, to complain that God did not immediately 

introduce the full moral and ethical teaching of Christ 

into the diet of Israel is like complaining that a parent 

does not immediately force feed a baby sirloin steak 

and a bottle of wine. It is like finding fault with a 

kindergarten teacher for neglecting to introduce the 

kidlets to the inner mysteries of integral calculus, 

algebra, and quantum physics. As Christ taught of 

divorce, so it may be said of many of the moral 

imperfections permitted in the Old Testament: "For 

your hardness of heart he wrote you this 

commandment" (Mk 10:5). It was not that God 

changed from the Old Testament to the New; it was 

that we had to grow up enough to bear the full truth 

about Him and His demands on us. Our eyes have to 

get used to the Light.  

 

Mark P. Shea is a senior editor at 

www.CatholicExchange.com and a columnist for 

InsideCatholic. Visit his blog at 

www.markshea.blogspot.com. 

http://www.catholicexchange.com/
http://www.markshea.blogspot.com/
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A 'Culture First' Strategy 
David R. Carlin| Column 

11/13/08

ne of the great strengths of the Roman 

Republic was its courageous realism. When 

Hannibal defeated the Romans in the first 

great encounter between the two armies, a battle in 

northern Italy, the leaders of the city called the people 

together to give them the news, and the opening words 

of the announcement were these: "We have suffered a 

tremendous defeat." In their heyday, the Romans 

obviously did not believe in sugar-coating bad news. 

Those of us in the pro-life movement need to 

imitate the old Romans. No sugar-coating. Our 

movement suffered a great defeat in the November 

election. The pro-life candidate, Sen. John McCain, was 

decisively defeated by the pro-choice candidate, Sen. 

Barack Obama. Further, America's pro-choice political 

party, the Democrats, won a definite majority in the 

United States Senate and a lopsided majority in the 

House of Representative. Not only that, but three state 

referendums that had been put on ballots by pro-lifers 

were defeated -- one in California, a second in South 

Dakota, and a third in Colorado. 

This is the worst political defeat for the pro-life 

movement since the election in 1992 of Bill Clinton and 

a Democratic Senate and House; indeed, it is probably 

worse even than that defeat. For Obama has a 

"mandate," while Clinton, who won less than 50 

percent of the popular vote, did not. Further, Obama 

has much larger Democratic margins in the House and 

Senate than Clinton had. Again, Obama, though no 

more intelligent than Clinton (it's not easy to be more 

intelligent than Mr. Clinton), very probably has a 

capacity that Clinton lacked, namely a capacity for 

avoiding stupid blunders. When Obama sets out to do 

something in Washington, the odds are that he'll 

succeed. 

And when it comes to abortion, what is it he'll set 

out to do? He has promised that he'll sign FOCA (the 

Freedom of Choice Act) if it comes to his desk. This 

would put current abortion rights into federal statutory 

law -- just in case the Supreme Court ever decides to 

reverse its Roe decision. But the likelihood that the 

Court will reverse Roe will almost certainly be greatly 

reduced during Obama's administration. Two or three 

justices may well retire in the next few years, and 

Obama has made it clear that he will nominate only 

pro-Roe justices to Court vacancies. 

The bright side here is that the justices who are 

likely to retire (Ruth Bader Ginsburg and John Paul 

Stevens, for example) are already pro-Roe. So Obama 

appointments to the Court won't make it any more 

pro-Roe than it already is. But the dark side is that 

these appointees, being much younger men and 

women than the retirees, will guarantee that the Court 

will have a pro-Roe majority for decades to come. If 

you're a pro-lifer over the age of 55, it is now very 

unlikely that you'll live long enough to see a reversal of 

Roe. 

  

This suggests to me the need for a new strategy in the 

pro-life movement. For many years now, the 

movement has had what may be called a strategy of 

"politics first." By getting a pro-life president elected, 

along with winning pro-life control of the House and 

Senate, the pro-life movement could hinder 

government support for abortion and even chip away 

at certain abortion rights -- for instance, the "right" to 

partial-birth abortion. And by holding on to the White 

House and the Senate, anti-Roe justices could be 

appointed to the Supreme Court, creating a realistic 

possibility of reversing Roe and thereby sending the 

abortion question back to the states, where at least 

some state legislatures would seriously restrict 

legalized abortion. 

Now that the reversal of Roe is probably off the 

table for many years to come, even many decades, a 
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new strategy is needed: no longer a "politics first" 

strategy, but now a "culture first" strategy. Instead of 

focusing on the political balance of power in 

Washington, the focus should be placed on American 

culture, with an eye toward making it more unfriendly 

to abortion and more friendly to the right to life. 

I don't mean that politics should be abandoned; far 

from it. If abortion is what we say it is (namely, 

unwarranted homicide), we can't very well give up the 

political fight. To do so would be tantamount to 

admitting that abortion is not really a very serious 

matter. Besides, even if we take a culture-first 

approach, one of the most important ways to shape 

cultural beliefs and values is by fighting for them in the 

political arena. 

So the political fight must be kept up; maybe it 

should even be intensified. But it should be 

subordinated to the cultural fight. What does this 

mean? Well, many things; too many to list them in 

detail here. But at the heart of our cultural fight should 

be an unremitting stress on the rationality of our 

position. We pro-lifers hold (at least most of us do) that 

natural reason alone leads to the conclusion that 

abortion is a grave moral wrong. Our pro-life 

convictions are not simply matters of religious faith, 

even though it is true that our faith strengthens our 

rational convictions. 

Our proabortion opponents -- most of whom are 

well-educated and religiously skeptical people from the 

upper middle classes -- think that we are simple-minded 

believers in a religion that has no basis in rationality, 

and that our anti-abortion attitudes are simply a 

function of this unfortunate superstition. Therefore, our 

opponents never feel a need to give serious 

consideration to the arguments we make. We have to 

change this and find a way to encourage them to take 

our arguments seriously. We have to convince them 

that we are not, as they complacently presume, mere 

boobs and nincompoops. 

 

David R. Carlin is the author of The Decline and Fall of 

the Catholic Church in America. 

http://www.sophiainstitute.com/productdetails.cfm?PC=277
http://www.sophiainstitute.com/productdetails.cfm?PC=277


 

in
si

d
e
ca

th
o
lic

.c
o
m

 

20 

 

St. Frances Xavier Cabrini 
Rev. John Jay Hughes | Column 

11/13/08

oward the end of the 1880s, Francis Marchese, 

publisher of the New York Italian newspaper Il 

Progresso Italo-Americano, wrote about his 

fellow countrymen in New York: "The Italian colony are 

exploited economically and morally by other Italians 

and by Protestants. The Italians are hated, treated like 

animals, persecuted worse than the Negro." 

 In 1891, the Jesuit Father Nicholas Russo, 

ministering to Italians in New York City, estimated that 

they numbered 100,000 in that city alone. "A very small 

number practice their religion," he wrote. "There is a 

glimmer of faith still in their religious processions, such 

as in honor of Our Lady or St. Roch. But this little spark 

seems not to have life enough to reach to the soul and 

the heart. Their spiritual life is really extinct."  

The person who would do more than any other to 

alleviate the vast social and spiritual needs of these 

unfortunate people, almost all of them from Italy's 

impoverished south, was a pint-sized nun, scarcely five 

feet in height and in frail health, from Italy's more 

prosperous north. Her English name was Frances Xavier 

Cabrini. 

She was born two months premature in 1850, the 

tenth and next-to-last child of well-off farmers in a small 

town some 20 miles south of Milan. Seven of her 

siblings died in infancy or youth. At age seven she had a 

brush with death herself when she fell into a swiftly 

flowing stream and almost drowned. The accident gave 

her a lifelong fear of water -- which did not prevent her, 

however, from making no fewer than 23 transatlantic 

crossings. 

Trained as an elementary school teacher, she 

wanted to become a nun but was rejected because of 

poor health. At age 30, with encouragement from her 

local bishop and the help of seven companions, she 

founded a religious congregation for women: the 

Salesian Missionaries of the Sacred Heart. The term 

"missionaries" raised eyebrows; in the 1880s, this title 

was considered the exclusive property of men.  

A missionary was what Mother Cabrini was 

determined to be nonetheless. She thought first of 

going to China. The dynamic bishop of Piacenza, 

Giovanni Battista Scalabrini, urged Mother Cabrini to 

look westward and join the Italian priests he was 

sending to New York to care for Italian immigrants. On 

March 31, 1889, Mother Cabrini and six of her sisters 

sailed into New York Harbor, singing the Marian hymn 

Ave Maris Stella ("Hail Mary, Ocean's Star") as they 

passed the Statue of Liberty. Within days they had 

joined the priests sent by Bishop Scalabrini and were 

instructing the children of the parish entrusted to 

them and visiting families in their crowded tenements.  

It was the beginning of a vast enterprise that, in 

less than thirty years, would lead to the recruitment of 

more than a thousand sisters in 67 houses in the 

United States, Nicaragua, Panama, Argentina, Brazil, 

and Europe. They taught in schools, ran orphanages, 

and established hospitals. It was uphill work, often 

hampered by the opposition of Irish-American clergy, 

who looked down on Italians as poor, ill-clothed, 

ignorant, and unwilling to support the Church 

financially. Like Mother Teresa in a later day, however, 

Mother Cabrini refused to knuckle under to anyone. 

When Archbishop Corrigan of New York suggested, not 

long after her arrival, that she return to Italy, she told 

him to his face that this was out of the question. God 

had sent her and her sisters to the New World, and 

there they would stay.  

  

Mother Cabrini was constantly on the go, in her nun's 

garb, by transcontinental train and transatlantic 

steamship. From the start she urged her Italian sisters 

to obtain American citizenship, but she was not 
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naturalized herself until 1909, most likely because she 

never found time for the paperwork. 

She became an expert at real-estate deals and 

banking. One amusing account from 1915 involves her 

purchase of a Seattle hotel to use as a hospital. The 

agreed price was $190,000 -- the equivalent of several 

million today. When Mother Cabrini and two of her 

sisters met with the lawyers to close the purchase, they 

heard one of them whisper: "Will she have the money?" 

When Mother Cabrini produced a cashier's check for 

$90,000, with a guarantee from the benefactor she 

brought with her of a loan for the remaining $100,000, 

the lawyers were flabbergasted. "Poor things," Mother 

Cabrini whispered in Italian to her two companions. 

"They can't believe that we are able to do a little 

business." 

Inflamed with God's love, she longed to do ever 

more for her beloved Italian immigrants. "With God I 

can do great things," she wrote in her spiritual journal in 

November 1892. "Help me then, my Jesus. I feel 

consumed with love for you, and for me it is a great 

sorrow, a slow martyrdom, not to be able to do more 

for you." No less urgent was care for her own sisters. "I 

dedicate myself to the service of the Sisters," she wrote 

during a retreat in 1891. "I trust you, my Jesus. Speak in 

me and through me for the good of those whom you 

have entrusted to me."  

"How marvelous to witness Mother transact 

business," one of her sisters wrote.  

In struggles she remained tranquil and steady in her 

confidence in God. She would say: "We are obliged to 

do everything possible to defend our cause, which is the 

Lord's. In the end he will arrange things as he considers 

best." But she didn't stand idle. On the contrary, in 

difficult situations her strength of soul and courage 

would grow in proportion to the difficulty. 

Mother Cabrini's health was never good. In 

December 1917 she stopped off in Chicago, during one 

of her many train journeys, to visit her sisters at their 

Columbus Hospital. Though glad to see her, they were 

concerned to find her unusually tired and run down. At 

midday on December 22, as she sat alone in her room at 

the hospital, Mother Cabrini's heart stopped beating. 

Canonized in July 1946 by Pope Pius XII, she was the 

first American citizen to be so honored, and was 

declared to be Patroness of Immigrants by the same 

pope four years later. 

A novice in her society, one of the hundred 

American-born sisters at the time of Mother Cabrini's 

death, wrote what is perhaps her most fitting epitaph:  

Hers was a life lived for God alone. No task was too 

great, no labor was too hard, no journey too long 

and fatiguing, no sufferings were unbearable when 

saving souls and succoring humanity were in 

question. May God be forever thanked and praised 

for calling me to serve Him in the institute which 

she founded. 

Preaching in Munich on October 6, 1978, at a requiem 

Mass for the recently deceased Pope John Paul I, then-

Cardinal Ratzinger said: "The saints are the columns of 

light who show us the way, transforming it into the 

path of salvation while we pass through the darkness 

of earth." As we thank God for the light that shines 

from the life of St. Frances Xavier Cabrini, we need to 

remember that it is our responsibility to pass on this 

light to others.  

 

John Jay Hughes is a priest of the St. Louis archdiocese 

and the author, most recently, of No Ordinary Fool: A 

Testimony to Grace(Tate Publishing). His recorded talks 

on 30 Remarkable Saints are available from Now You 

Know Media.  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1606041827/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1606041827/insidecatcom-20
http://www.nowyouknowmedia.com/products/Religion
http://www.nowyouknowmedia.com/products/Religion
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Birth Plans and Market Crashes 
Marjorie Campbell | Column 

11/14/08

he nurse approached my bed impatiently, 

extended her hand, and snapped, "Hand me your 

birth plan." 

I could only shake my head, as another contraction 

gripped me. "No," I sighed as the moment eased, "I 

didn't get to writing that down." 

My nurse broke into a smile. She took my hand -- 

the one without the IV -- offered me ice chips, and 

chimed, "Oh, that's fine, honey. It's much better 

without one. They don't work anyway." I had a new best 

friend.  

It was only later, when I was staring at my pudgy, 

red-haired newborn in neo-natal intensive care, that I 

recalled her initial aggression. The fact was that I had no 

birth plan by design; our detention in intensive care 

proved its likely futility, I reflected smugly. Who writes, 

"Spinal anesthesia; turn over before its effect; have 

baby with a holler" -- and then, as the final birthing joy 

preference, "Proceed with great alarm to neo-natal 

intensive care"?  

In the NICU -- which proved an unnecessary 

precaution for my fat, healthy boy - stretched a panting, 

purple child the size of a mayonnaise jar. His maze of 

tubes shrunk him even further, I noted, as post-birth 

hormones took over and tears spurted. 

I felt defensive, ridiculous even, sitting among birth 

plans gone dreadfully awry. In our case, my husband 

failed to show up for the first birthing class, where a 

chipper control freak introduced the class to the 

concept: "I will take you through the design of a birth 

plan over the next several classes and then you will 

have a chance for Mom to express her feelings and you 

can write your own birth plan together." 

I knew I had a problem. If my business-minded Bill 

got wind of the birth plan, I would be drafting, editing, 

rewriting, and revising the thing until my water broke. 

He would insist on short-term, long-term, and 

contingency versions. I'd be held accountable, 

evaluated. My bonus would depend on performance to 

plan. There would be a post-birth debriefing, maybe an 

audit. Departure from plan might have to go to the 

Board.  

And so I hatched a distraction. "The classes," I told 

Bill, "are aimed more at mothers. The fathers are just 

sort of observing." While I had his attention, I 

reported, "I think I can handle this for us, dear."  

"Oh, break my arm," he crowed, making quick 

deletions in his Palm Pilot. "You can tell me what 

happens." 

Relieved, I duly proceeded to the hospital for each 

birth-plan class -- but I went instead to the cafeteria 

and ate grilled cheese sandwiches with extra dill 

pickles and brown mustard. The subject of "birth 

plans" did not come up in the Campbell household, 

and I dodged the issue without a single sinful lie to 

confess to Father. 

  

The recent crash of the stock market brought birth 

planning back to mind, as Bill and I pore over our best-

laid financial projections to assess the damage. We 

seem to be down a breathtaking 40 percent in value 

due to a "once-in-a-century credit tsunami" that the 

most capable guy-in-charge, Mr. Alan Greenspan, 

failed to see washing in upon us Baby Boomers.  

Now what -- financial intensive care? Why does 

the human order so often defy our time-consuming 

exercises in ordering by well-paid smart people? Why 

can't things just go along with us? Bill and I scratch our 

heads and wonder aloud, "Should we have anticipated 

a world-wide, historical economic meltdown?" That's 
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just not an economic preference we were likely to 

express in our financial plan.  

Back in that NICU, sitting with a baby I knew would 

live -- watching a baby I knew would not -- it had 

occurred to me that every birth in that hospital wing 

had gone according to some order, just not the order 

we wanted. So too, I thought, our balance sheet today. 

There is an "order" here -- but what is it? Will we live 

long enough to see it back into compliance with our 

plan?  

In these failures of human ordering -- when that 

thing we dreaded and planned against happens, when 

results disappoint expectations to the point of despair -- 

we glimpse an order we do not want to see. There, in 

the gap between our ordered wants and the dynamite 

of reality, we get a blessed, fleeting glimpse of some 

order so far beyond us, so independent of our puny 

planning, that, often, we dismiss it like a buzzing fly.  

Yet there is something there -- in the buzzing fly and 

the unwanted trip to the NICU and the small, purple 

baby who can't make it, no matter what his parents will, 

and the balance sheet shredded to nonsense by news 

no one ever dreamed. There -- in the annoyance, 

despair, and wonder of human plans laid to waste -- 

something whispers an order we cannot capture, don't 

even want.  

There is only one way to explore that unknown. "By 

faith we perceive that the systems of things were put in 

order by God's word, so that what is beheld has come 

to be out of things that do not appear" (Heb 11:3). 

Sometimes it's best to toss our plans and ponder the 

glimpse of something greater. There, maybe, by the 

grace of God, I will find the order to which I am called.  

 

Marjorie Campbell is an attorney and speaker on social 

issues from a Catholic perspective. She lives in San 

Francisco with her family and blogs at 

www.dealwhudson.typepad.com. 

http://www.dealwhudson.typepad.com/


 

in
si

d
e
ca

th
o
lic

.c
o
m

 

24 

 

The Ten Greatest Musical Recordings 
Robert R. Reilly | Review 

11/8/08 
n the recent Gramophone magazine awards issue, 

their critics undertake the "hunt for the Gold Disc: 

the greatest recording since CDs began." They have 

narrowed it down to ten. Okay, I thought, I can do that 

too. Therefore, I offer my very eclectic list of what I 

think are the ten greatest recordings. I warn beforehand 

that I am not an audiophile. I enjoy good sound, to be 

sure, but I am mainly a content man, not a medium 

maven. I also confess that these recordings had an 

enormous personal impact on me at some point in my 

long listening career.  

1. Of course, we have to begin with Bach. I pass 

reluctantly by the B Minor Mass and the St. Matthew 

Passion, and choose the Sonatas and Partitas for Solo 

Violin, as sublime and concentrated a meditation for 

one instrument as has ever been written. On LP, my 

favorite version was by the great Henryk Szeryng. The 

transfer to CD by Columbia Masterworks gave it a steely 

sound, so I now prefer the version by Nathan Milstein 

on Deutsche Grammophon. These two CDs in DG's 

"Originals" series (at budget price) are the desert island 

discs.  

2. Herbert von Karajan was a controversial and 

much idolized conductor. He made four recorded 

traversals of the Beethoven Nine Symphonies. I am not 

going to cheat by selecting a complete set. Rather, I 

choose his 1963 recording of the Seventh Symphony 

with Berlin Philharmonic as one of the greats. Wagner 

said the Seventh was "the apotheosis of the dance." I 

find it to be rather an outpouring of unmitigated, 

almost terrifying power. Von Karajan captures and 

exults in this energy. It turns out this recording is 

available on an SACD paired with his Eighth Symphony; 

since you can buy all Seven symphonies new for under 

$20, think of what else you will be getting. (Really, I'm 

not cheating.)  

3. Günter Wand's recording of Anton Bruckner's 

Ninth Symphony, captured live on June 24, 1979, with 

the Stuttgart Radio Symphony Orchestra, is an 

exhilarating, titanic, visionary interpretation of this 

work (Profil PH 04058). Wand, one of the great 

Bruckner interpreters, called the concert "one of the 

most memorable in my life." When you listen to this, 

you will know why. Very few things have ever been 

recorded that capture the kind of profound spiritual 

communion that is achieved here. This is art serving its 

highest hieratic purpose -- to make the transcendent 

perceptible. This is, in many ways, a shattering 

experience. Few things I have heard or experienced in 

my life have brought me closer to the awesome sense 

that God in all His majesty and power is near.  

4. I have some very simple but sound advice. When 

seeking out recordings of Edward Elgar's music, go first 

to Sir John Barbirolli. No one understood Elgar's music 

better. I am tempted to choose his sublime recording 

of Gerontius as one of my ten, but I turn instead to his 

glorious performance of the Cello Concerto, with 

Jacqueline du Pré. This is generally acknowledged to 

be one of the greatest concerto recordings ever made. 

Du Pré's playing is exquisite, and the emotive warmth 

of Barbirolli's accompaniment is nonpareil.  

Also on the disc is one of the finest vocal 

recordings: Janet Baker singing the Sea Pictures. If her 

singing does not send chills down your spine, you 

probably do not have one. The 1965 sound with 

London Symphony Orchestra leaves nothing to be 

desired. Believe it or not, you can buy a 30-CD EMI box 

of Elgar, with many of Barbirolli's definitive 

interpretations, including this one (and Gerontius), for 

around $50 on Amazon.  

5. If you want to hear blood pulsing in the veins of 

music with an unquenchable passion for life, listen to 

the wild music of Leos Janácek, the greatest Czech 

composer of the 20th century, and perhaps of any 

other. On the title page of his Missa Glagolitica, 

Janácek wrote "God is gone up with a shout." He said, 

I 

http://www2.deutschegrammophon.com/webseries/?ID=theoriginals&PRODUCT_NR=4577012
http://www.amazon.com/Beethoven-Symphonies-Nos-Hybrid-SACD/dp/B00029CX04/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=music&qid=1226077953&sr=8-1
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B0009SQCBY/reillycolumn-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B000002RX7/reillycolumn-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B000UNBQW8/reillycolumn-20
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"I depict in it, to a certain extent, the legend which says 

that when Christ was hanged on the cross, the heaven 

was torn asunder. Well, I am making both roar and 

lightening."  

The result is a volcanic masterpiece of choral music. 

If there is divine madness in music, this is it. The finest 

interpreter of Janácek was undoubtedly Karel Ancerl, 

with the Czech Philharmonic. His galvanizing recording 

of the Missa, with the Czech Philharmonic Choir and 

Orchestra, won the 1964 Grand Prix de l'Académie 

Charles Cros. It was initially issued by Supraphon and 

has since been licensed to other labels. Snatch it if you 

can find it. 

6. Mozart was a composer of preternatural gifts. It 

is extremely hard to narrow down the field of great 

Mozart pieces to a single recording of a single work. 

Perhaps because I have just seen a Mozart opera, I am 

going to select Don Giovanni -- certainly on anyone's 

short list of greatest operas ever written -- in the 1936 

recording of the Glyndebourne production, conducted 

by Fritz Busch. I am not being deliberately antiquarian 

here, and I am not an especial fan of historical 

recordings. However, Busch, with John Brownlee as the 

Don and Salvatore Baccaloni as Leporello, magnificently 

captured what is most important in a Mozart 

performance -- his spirit. The sound on this re-mastered 

recording on Naxos is startlingly good. This is one of the 

great opera recordings.  

7. In his Symphony No. 4, "The Inextinguishable," 

Carl Nielsen captured the human spirit rising against all 

odds to prevail. This work is a towering masterpiece of 

symphonic drama, visionary music of apocalyptic 

power. Nielsen wrote: "In case all the world was 

devastated . . . then nature would still begin to breed 

new life again, begin to push forward . . . . These forces, 

which are 'inextinguishable,' I have tried to represent." 

No one has captured the enormous excitement and 

drama of this music as did Jean Martinon and the 

Chicago Symphony Orchestra in this RCA recording from 

1966. It is paired with an excellent performance of 

Symphony No. 2, conducted by Morton Gould. 

8. All ten selections of the greatest recordings could 

easily be made from Schubert's music alone. However, I 

choose the great German pianist Wilhelm Kempff's 

recording of Schubert's last Piano Sonata, D 960. I have 

this disc as part of Kempff's integral recordings of all of 

Shubert's sonatas -- one of the truly significant 

recording landmarks. You can buy Sonata D 960 

separately on DG for around $14, but the budget box ( 7 

CDs) containing all of the sonatas can be had for a mere 

$50, an astonishing bargain. Kempff's playing is 

completely unaffected and highly lyrical. He is a true 

artist whose humility allows him to enter the spirit of 

Schubert -- cor ad cor loquitor. This is heart-piercingly 

pure playing of the music of paradise lost.  

9. As he was composing his Fifth Symphony, Jean 

Sibelius wrote, "I begin to see the mountain that I shall 

surely ascend. God opens his door for a moment and 

His orchestra plays the Fifth Symphony." When I first 

heard Leonard Bernstein's recording of this work with 

the New York Philharmonic many years ago, that is 

what I thought I heard. It changed my life. It lifted me 

so far outside of myself, I would never be the same. I 

was staggered. I had not known human beings were 

capable of such things. Sibelius grasped the harmony 

of the spheres and played it for us. I wept for joy. I still 

can hardly contain myself when I listen to this 

performance on the re-mastered Sony release of the 

original 1961 recording. Bernstein never did anything 

finer than this; he really did not have to. (Do not 

confuse this with Bernstein's remake of the Fifth with 

the Vienna Philharmonic, made in the later years when 

he had become too emotionally self-indulgent.) 

10. I see that I do not have any chamber music 

here. That was not by design. And I am not 

recommending Sergey Taneyev's Piano Quintet in G 

Minor, Op. 30, simply to fill in an omission. It 

completes the list because it is a great piece of music -- 

as great, I would hazard to say, as Schubert's Piano 

Quintet. If you do not believe me, listen to the Taneyev 

Quartet, with pianist Tamara Fidler, play this 

supremely passionate work from 1911 on the Northern 

Flowers label. It comes in a two-CD pack with 

Taneyev's complete quintets. This is a Soviet-era 

http://www.arkivmusic.com/classical/album.jsp?album_id=60126
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B00005AYEF/reillycolumn-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B00005AYEF/reillycolumn-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B000EHQ8BO/reillycolumn-20
http://www2.deutschegrammophon.com/webseries/?ID=2CD&PRODUCT_NR=4594122
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B00004SA8A/reillycolumn-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B00000DRZS/reillycolumn-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B000R349VG/reillycolumn-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B000R349VG/reillycolumn-20
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recording from 1968 in perfectly good sound. I thought 

that I surely would be recommending the superstar DG 

recording with pianist Mikhail Pletnev, which has 

superb sound. However, the Russians on Northern 

Flowers won me over with the sweep, commitment, 

and tremendous character of their playing. This is an 

enormously exciting performance of a neglected 

masterpiece. 

This top-ten list exercise is somewhat ridiculous, but 

I hope it provokes in readers a response as to what they 

have on their list of greatest recordings. This is, after all, 

about sharing the treasures. 

 

Robert R. Reilly is the music critic for InsideCatholic.com. 

E-mail him at rrreilly@msn.com. 

mailto:rrreilly@msn.com
mailto:rrreilly@msn.com
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Jesus Discovered 
Matthew Lickona | Review 

11/14/08 

Redeemed: A Spiritual Misfit Stumbles Toward God, Marginal Sanity, and the Peace that Passes All Understanding 

Heather King, Viking Adult, 256 pages, $24.95 

 
here have been times, in the course of raising 

my little brood of Young Catholics, when I have 

sighed and wondered, "What does religion have 

to do with my children, with their experience of life? 

Christ came as a remedy for death. Christ came to give 

meaning to suffering. My kids don't suffer -- not much, 

anyway -- and they cannot really imagine death. How 

can I ask them to be grateful for a gift they don't really 

feel they need?" I know it's hardly a perfect argument, 

but the thought has crossed my mind. 

I think Heather King, author of the memoir 

Redeemed: A Spiritual Misfit Stumbles Toward God, 

Marginal Sanity, and the Peace that Passes All 

Understanding, might sympathize. She was born in a 

Christian home, but the meaning of her faith simply 

didn't register. Quite the opposite: As she writes, "My 

mother had made all eight of us kids attend Sunday 

school, so for years I'd been against God in general and 

all churches on principle [emphasis mine]." By the time 

she'd spent a couple of decades communing with a 

bottle, Christ wasn't even a memory. Redeemed is a 

story of Jesus discovered, not recovered. 

For King, conversion -- the great turning of the self 

toward Christ -- began with suffering, and with mercy: 

an alcoholic falling to her knees and praying in the 

woods outside a friend's house. "Some would call it 

coincidence that, shortly afterward, my family staged an 

intervention and shipped me off to rehab -- but that's 

never what I've called it." After that, "I was receiving so 

much freely given love trying to stay sober that I almost 

couldn't help coming to believe in some kind of God." 

Nor could she help but cling to Him. "Everybody's 

spiritually sick to one degree or another, of course, but 

what's interesting about alcoholism is that if I don't 

tend to my spiritual sickness, I'll die."  

That particular suffering is writ large, but she is 

careful not to make it special. King writes with awe 

about a Tutsi woman who had watched the Hutus 

"butcher all seven of her children, been gang-raped so 

many times she lost count," and who then named her 

next baby -- "the result of one of the genocide rapes -- 

Akimana: Child of God." But she also writes with 

careful solicitude about loneliness, anxiety, and fear in 

the most mundane social circumstances. She quotes 

Victor Frankl's argument that "suffering completely fills 

the human soul and conscious mind, no matter 

whether the suffering is great or little. Therefore the 

"size" of human suffering is absolutely relative." 

Redeemed is very much a book about ordinary life, 

lived under the extraordinary auspices of Christ and 

the Church -- the Psalms interwoven with the search 

for a new apartment. 

The intervention from her family was the 

beginning of conversion. What came next was gradual 

-- a turning, not an about face. It began with a sense 

that "something was desperately wrong, that 

something fundamental to reason, to my very purpose 

on earth, didn't add up." It progressed to "a tiny spark 

of light" that "it seemed to have something to do with 

other people, with the fact that they suffered, too . . . a 

distant, faint desire to perhaps share or participate in 

the burden . . . ." And it culminated, in a way, with the 

vision of Christ on the cross at noon Mass in a Catholic 

Church in Los Angeles. "I remember instinctively 

understanding that here was consecrated time, 

consecrated space; that the people who had come to 

worship . . . were part of a parallel universe that 

intersected with eternity." Looking up at the "beautiful 

fourteenth-century Tuscan crucifix . . . everything in 

me wanted to move to him: to comfort him, to touch 

him, to be near . . . . I saw that he'd come to address 

T 
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the deepest mystery of humankind -- the mystery of 

suffering."  

And, as she writes elsewhere, "to me, the most 

incredible and best possible news about the Incarnation 

is that it means God isn't out there, he's in here." The 

desire to "share or participate in the burden" of other 

suffering souls gained new clarity and meaning: "That, 

to me, is Christ: when everything in you longs to be 

comforted, soothed, held, to do those things for 

someone else." King doesn't say she's striving to put on 

Christ so that she can minister to "the least of these" -- 

she doesn't have to. Instead, she talks about "the fellow 

addicts and alcoholics into whose midst I stumbled 19 

years ago. . . . In community, I discover my task is to 

play my part, however small, in the ongoing drama of 

creation." As she learned from Flannery O'Connor: "We 

are not judged by what we are basically. We are judged 

by how hard we use what we have been given."  

  

This is one of Redeemed's strong points -- most of its 

theological flights are thoroughly tethered to reality (a 

reality that testifies, in its soul-scraping, unshowy 

honesty, to the author's humility). To illustrate her 

image of Christ as doing for others in the midst of your 

own need, she gives the example of a woman who, "as 

a way of making things right" after an affair with a 

married man, begins volunteering at a women's 

homeless shelter -- and who is still volunteering three 

years later. If King disappears down her own rabbit hole 

when exploring her somewhat tortured relationship 

with money, the exercise still gives her a vivid, 

grounded vision of Christianity's opposite:  

It would have been one thing to build my life 

around free concerts and the discount produce bin 

at the grocery store if I were supporting my sick 

mother . . . but my scrimping was all for me. And 

because it was all for me, I was creating my own 

private, ever more restricted and isolated hell. 

Such is King's devotion to reality, in fact, that there 

are whole stretches that barely mention theology at all, 

and these make for some of her best pure writing: 

getting a job in a law library after rehab, weathering a 

bout with breast cancer. The account of her family's 

vigil over her father during his last days achieves beauty 

through the modest description of what happens, plus 

the occasional flourish: "Then, over her shoulder, I spot 

the box of Depends, the walker, the IV pole huddled in 

the hallway, and the sight of these alien objects, 

invading the family abode like soldiers from an 

occupying army, takes my breath away." Together with 

work, family, and all the rest of it, being Catholic has 

become a part of King's life, even if it's the part that 

makes all the difference. 

What difference does it make? "The radical 

overhaul of one's entire viewpoint." "A kind of ongoing 

consent to the crucifixion of my ego." "A whole 

different way of seeing the world and being in the 

world: a consenting to be emptied." "Outside, I sit in 

traffic jams and buy groceries at Trader Joe's; inside, 

my soul thirsts for him, my flesh 'faints' for him, 'as in a 

dry and weary land where there is no water,' as the 

psalmist says." How is that difference brought about? 

Through struggle, through individual efforts and 

encounters. And through the Eucharist. King has Jesus 

saying, "In offering up my flesh, I'm going to transform 

the consciousness of all humanity, for all time." 

Ongoing. Consenting. Going to. These words bring 

me to my favorite part about Redeemed: It's a 

difference that is still coming into view. Again and 

again, King talks about conversion, the turn toward 

Christ, as a lifelong work. "When I started this book," 

she writes at the end, "I thought I'd arrived 

somewhere, but now I realize I've barely, barely begun 

-- as a human being, as a Catholic." 

Addendum: file under, "Orthodoxy Watch." Some 

readers may be tempted to scratch or even shake their 

heads at one or two of the theological views expressed 

in Redeemed. There is more than one "hm" scribbled in 

the margins of my copy. I chose not to address them, 

however, because they aren't quite the point here. 

More than anything, what came through in the 

memoir is that King is a thoughtful, grateful Catholic 
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who loves God, lives in the Spirit, and seeks to bring 

Christ to a suffering world.  

Doctrine matters, of course, and I think King agrees. 

My advice to the head-scratchers: Go easy. Have a 

conversation with the book, and see what you can 

glean. There's so much here that's good -- a serious 

effort at a kind of holistic Catholicism. An attempt to 

marry worship and service, the love of Christ and the 

love of neighbor, personal sanctity and the communion 

of saints. Heather King has found the Catholic Church, 

and she has found it beautiful, and she has proclaimed 

it to the world. Thank God. 

 

Matthew Lickona is a staff writer for the San Diego 
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