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Feelings of Inferiority 
David R. Carlin | Column 

1/19/09 

hat an interesting coincidence that Barack 

Obama will be sworn in as president the 

day after we celebrate the birthday of 

Martin Luther King Jr. Will Obama finish King's work of 

equality -- which is also the unfinished work of Thomas 

Jefferson, Abraham Lincoln, and Lyndon Johnson? 

Many societies have been divided into a dominant 

group and a minority group. And by "minority group" 

here I don't mean a mere numerical minority (e.g., the 

Episcopalians). I mean a group that is sharply 

differentiated from the dominant group and 

systematically treated disdainfully and injuriously. 

Usually the minority group will be a numerical minority, 

but not always: think, for example, of blacks in South 

Africa during the apartheid era, and think of Catholics in 

Ireland during the age of the Protestant Ascendancy. A 

minority group is in a society, but it is not of that 

society. 

Now, whenever a society is divided into a dominant 

group and a minority group, it becomes necessary for 

the dominant group to "prove" that it is superior and 

the minority group inferior. For if this great difference is 

real, then the division of society into two very unequal 

groups is morally justified: The dominant group 

deserves to be on top, the minority group deserves to 

be on the bottom -- and a very lowly bottom at that. 

The dominant group, in other words, must develop 

what may be called an "ideology of difference" to justify 

its dominance. 

There are two audiences for this ideology. On the 

one hand, the minority group must be persuaded that it 

deserves to be treated in a radically unequal way; for if 

it is not persuaded, there is a danger that it may rebel 

against its bad treatment. On the other hand, the 

dominant group has to be persuaded that it deserves its 

many unequal privileges; for otherwise it might be 

troubled by a bad conscience, and it might not feel free 

to use the iron fist needed to retain its position of 

dominance. 

And so in medieval and early modern Europe, 

where Jews were a minority group and Christians the 

dominant group, Christians (not Christianity itself, but 

its adherents) developed an ideology that justified the 

inferior position of the Jews by accusing them of three 

great deficiencies: they stubbornly clung to a once-true 

religion that had been superseded by the ultimately 

true religion; they had killed Jesus Christ, the God-

man; and they loved money to such a degree that they 

had become an utterly unspiritual people. 

  

In the United States (and its colonial predecessor, 

British America), where for hundreds of years blacks 

were the minority group and whites the dominant 

group, whites developed a racist ideology that 

purported to prove that blacks were inferior by nature: 

lazy, imprudent, dishonest, over-sexualized, and prone 

to violence, not to mention just plain stupid. Clearly, it 

was held, society would work only if whites were 

supreme and blacks accepted this white supremacy 

with docility. 

The theory that blacks are radically inferior in 

many ways was drilled into white heads for centuries. 

Hence today, 40 or 50 years after the great successes 

of King and the civil rights movement, it's not 

surprising that there are whites who retain anti-black 

prejudices. But the lesson of black inferiority was for 

many centuries drilled into black heads, too. Thus it is 

also not surprising that even today many blacks -- 

despite the fact that the nation decided during the 

1960s, under the leadership of King and Lyndon 

Johnson, that America should be a truly equal-rights 

society -- continue to have strong feelings of 

inferiority. 
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And, of course, if you feel inferior, you will very 

probably behave in an inferior way; it is a self-fulfilling 

prophecy. This widespread feeling of inferiority among 

African Americans explains more than anything else, I 

would argue, the great and very disappointing 

underachievements of blacks. Their income is lower 

than that of whites, their poverty rates higher, their 

educational achievements less, their out-of-wedlock 

birth rates and crime rates much higher, etc. I am not 

blaming blacks for this; nor am I blaming today's whites; 

I am blaming a vicious ideology that was drilled into 

African Americans for centuries and cannot be 

discarded in a day. 

I have just said that I am not blaming blacks, but 

this is not entirely true, for I do blame many black 

leaders. Martin Luther King Jr. was truly a brilliant 

leader, one of the greatest of all American leaders, 

perhaps the only non-president who can be put in the 

same category with Washington and Lincoln and FDR. 

But since King's death, it has been the bad luck of 

African Americans to be cursed with demagogues who, 

doing very bad and out-of-date imitations of King, have 

taught blacks that they cannot make progress in the 

world without the neverending help of whites; in other 

words, that they are incapable of either group or 

individual self-reliance. But to teach this is nothing 

other than to reinforce the old idea that blacks are, by 

nature, inferior. 

Of course, in the years since the death of King, 

many have overcome their feelings of inferiority and 

made notable achievements that would have been 

impossible in the pre-King era. Yet many others -- 

millions of others -- remain burdened with these 

feelings. We all pay a price for this, for their 

underachievements are America's underachievements. 

Now Barack Obama is becoming president of the 

United States. Will his rise to the summit of American 

government and society finally free all blacks from their 

inherited feelings of inferiority? If you're African 

American and you believe at some level of your mind 

(perhaps an unconscious level) the old racist myth that 

your ancestry incapacitates you from effectively 

competing with whites, will you be able to hold on to 

that belief in the face of a daily awareness that a man 

of African descent is now the single most important 

person in the world's most important country? 

We'll have to wait and see. But what a marvelous 

thing it will be if the Obama presidency, whatever else 

it may do or fail to do, succeeds in liberating African 

Americans from their ancient feelings of inferiority. 

Then at last -- at long, long last -- the dreams of 

Jefferson, Lincoln, LBJ, and Martin Luther King Jr. will 

be realized. 

 

David Carlin is the author of Can a Catholic Be a 

Democrat? 

mailto:drcarlin@hotmail.com
http://www.amazon.com/Can-Catholic-Democrat-David-Carlin/dp/1933184191/ref=pd_bbs_sr_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1232336414&sr=8-1
http://www.amazon.com/Can-Catholic-Democrat-David-Carlin/dp/1933184191/ref=pd_bbs_sr_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1232336414&sr=8-1
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Joy, Golf, and a Life Well Lived 
Deal W. Hudson | Column 

1/19/09

he line of people began at the front door of St. 

Philip Neri Church in Lafayette Hill, Pennsylvania, 

and formed two complete loops around the 

sanctuary before it came to rest at the open coffin. 

Many who came to pay their respects stood for several 

hours before being greeted by the family of Paul 

Henkels. He had passed away a few days earlier, at the 

age of 84, after a protracted illness. Paul was a truly 

good man, one of the best I have ever known. 

The line moved slowly. No one was in a hurry -- they 

obviously wanted to pay tribute to a man, and a family, 

known throughout the nation and abroad for their 

generosity and kindness. In addition, there were more 

than a few Henkels to greet: Barbara, his wife of 51 

years, along with ten children and their spouses. Many 

of the 27 grandchildren were scattered about. The 

presidents of three Catholic colleges were standing in 

line, including Notre Dame and Ave Maria, along with 

representatives from over a dozen apostolates coming 

from as far away as Austria. Cardinal Bevilacqua 

celebrated the Requiem Mass and Cardinal Schonborn 

of Vienna sent a letter to be read from the pulpit.  

It says a lot about a man that his smile had a 

childlike innocence until the day he died. Paul's grin 

exuded delight in finding the good he always looked for 

in others. Yet there was nothing naive about the man 

who spent 60 years building Henkels & McCoy into one 

of the largest privately held engineering companies in 

the nation. 

I first met Paul when he was 70, but his energy was 

still that of a young man; it was a quality that would last 

until he began his struggle with cancer. On a golf trip 

with two of his sons and me, Paul walked 36 holes a day 

for four consecutive days without a hint of slowing 

down. But that was nothing compared to our trip to St. 

Andrews in 2005. 

That winter Paul started having severe back 

problems connected with some deteriorating discs in 

his spine. Our trip was a few months away, and he was 

worried he would not be able to make it. His surgery 

went well, but the recovery did not, and by the time of 

the trip he could barely walk. 

Paul made the decision to go on the trip 

nevertheless, if only to watch the rest of us -- including 

his son, Tim -- play St. Andrews. Paul had golfed it 

himself in 1946, just after his World War II service in 

France ended. He told me he would ride in a cart and 

"hit a few chips and putts," if he was able. All of us 

accepted the fact that Paul would be a spectator and 

cheerleader for our week in Scotland. 

Scotland was cold and rainy when we arrived, but 

the moment Paul saw the tightly wound greenness of 

those links by the sea, there was no holding him back. 

The sky opened up and the wind was blowing as we 

drove down the road toward the Royal & Ancient Golf 

Club that abuts the 1st tee and the 18th green. It took 

a while for Paul to get from the parking lot to the tee-

box, but when he arrived there was no mistaking his 

determination. 

Tim and I had never played the Old Course, but we 

overcame our nerves and kept our tee-shots on the 

wide fairway, while Paul hit a perfect drive with a full 

turn of his ailing back. Tim and I looked at Paul and 

each other with raised eyebrows, as if to say, "How did 

he do that?" 

Paul played 18 holes at St. Andrews that day, 

walking through the wind and rain. His caddy did not 

know until late in the round the story of the man 

whose bag he shouldered. When we told him, you 

could see the depth of respect break through the lines 

on his weathered face. The next time he handed Paul 

his club it was with an attitude that approached fealty. 

T 

http://www.philly.com/inquirer/obituaries/37400474.html
http://www.philly.com/inquirer/obituaries/37400474.html
http://www.henkels.com/Pages/default.aspx
http://www.randa.org/
http://www.randa.org/
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You see, the men at St. Andrews understand life 

and golf, and how the two become inextricably 

intertwined for men like Paul. His father, Paul once told 

me, was buried in his plus-fours, so the son came by his 

love of the game honestly. 

We doffed our caps and shook hands after putting 

out on the 18th green, and then paused to savor the 

moment. Everyone was smiling, even the usually dour 

caddies. But Paul's face was radiant. He had completed 

his second round at the Old Course, 59 years after the 

first, on a day when he had expected to ride in a cart 

without swinging a club. 

"Perseverance" was the word used again and again 

to describe Paul at his funeral Mass at Sts. Peter and 

Paul Cathedral in Philadelphia. That's true enough, but 

Paul's real secret was joy: his joy in life, in his family, his 

work, his faith, and the game he loved most. Joy lifted 

him beyond the obstacles that discourage most men, 

and radiated from him whenever he came across what 

the Jesuit poet Gerard Manley Hopkins called "the 

dearest freshness deep down things."  

The way that "freshness" shone on his face -- that is 

what I will always remember about my dear and 

departed friend. 

 

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.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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The Difference Two Days Makes 
Steve Skojec | Column 

1/19/09

s Washington D.C. geared up (or in my case, 

hunkered down) in preparation for the 

unprecedented influx of people expected to 

attend the inauguration of President Barack Obama 

today, a telling paradox came to light.  

Officials estimate at least 1.5 million people are in 

town for the historic swearing-in of our nation's first 

black president. Security is tight, with some 25,000 

police officers on duty, all bridges into the city shut 

down to motor traffic, and enforced attendance cutoffs 

once parade routes reach capacity. The enterprising 

people of the D.C. metropolitan area capitalized on 

booked-solid hotels by renting out their homes for 

thousands of dollars a night to visitors with cash in 

hand. To be blunt, this city has never seen anything like 

what is unfolding today. 

Absent from all this anticipation is the fact that just 

two days later, another group of people will be arriving 

in D.C. They won't have money to spend on hotels, let 

alone privately rented accommodations, so many of 

them will get what sleep they can aboard charter buses, 

stay with friends, or sprawl out with sleeping bags on 

the hard concrete floor in the basement of the National 

Shrine of the Immaculate Conception. They are here for 

a far more important purpose than even this historic 

election, and in fact many (if not all) of them live in fear 

of how this 44th American president might worsen the 

crisis they are coming to protest.  

But their numbers will be comparatively small. A 

hundred, perhaps two hundred thousand will arrive, 

and even this head count will be underreported by the 

local media. There will be no celebratory galas, no lavish 

dinners or black-tie affairs. Metro won't offer free 

passes to ease the confusion of first-time subway-riders 

who will pack into its trains.  

And yet they come, because this Thursday marks 

the 36th anniversary of Roe v. Wade, the 1973 Supreme 

Court decision that legalized the murder of the unborn 

in the womb, and to do nothing about such a horror is 

not within their ability to accept. 

The contrast between these two national events 

couldn't be more stark. What is most frightening, 

perhaps, is that nearly ten times the number of people 

coming to protest abortion as the law of the land in 

America will be celebrating a president who has 

promised (whether or not he follows through) to 

expand abortion "rights" beyond those allowed by any 

of his predecessors.  

I disagree strongly with many of the views of our 

new president, but I appreciate the historic occasion 

his election represents. It is a shame that this moment 

of national pride in overcoming past wrongs is tainted 

with such surrender to the same vile aspect of our 

nature that made slavery, segregation, and racism 

possible in the first place. Too few are asking the 

essential question: How can we see the election of this 

president as true progress, when as a people we have 

merely traded one tradition of civil-rights abuse for 

another that's even worse?  

  

The irony of the inaugural attendance numbers runs 

deep. One and a half million people? If that figure 

sounds familiar, maybe it is because it is most often 

associated with the average number of innocents killed 

by abortion every year in this country. Washington, 

D.C. has been flooded with individuals from all walks of 

life, from every ethnicity and background, from every 

class and income level -- and in them we can see an 

authentic representation of the hidden blood on our 

hands. One point five million attendees; 1.5 million 

souls. 

I've written in the past about my belief that the 

March for Life fails as a political statement. My belief 

A 

http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=2372&Itemid=48
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hasn't changed, but I've begun to think that perhaps in 

contrast to this inauguration, the March may be more 

important than ever.  

Our new president has given his supporters advice 

that we defenders of the unborn should follow. Savvy 

politician that he is, he has recognized that the desire to 

be a part of something so important should not be 

limited to those who are able to come to Washington 

on Tuesday. In a recent video posting on YouTube, the 

Washington Post reports, President-elect Obama 

issued a low-key call to transform Inauguration Day 

from an elite Washington-based celebration of the 

transition of power in a democracy into a 

nationwide festival that individuals can participate 

in through new media technologies and hosting 

parties of their own, wherever they may be. 

If it sounds a bit like the Obama campaign writ large, 

that's because it is -- and, as such, it illustrates how the 

techniques of an unusually interactive campaign may be 

marshaled not only on behalf of a political agenda but 

on behalf of changing American civic culture in the 

years ahead. 

The pro-life movement should take note. For 36 

years, we've employed the same strategies, beat the 

same drum, walked the same pavement. For 36 years, 

we've been either ridiculed or ignored. We've never 

managed to garner enough numbers for the March to 

shut down Washington, though our numbers have been 

impressive. We need to organize, we need to innovate, 

and we need to make ourselves heard. We are 

empowered by technology, energized by youth, and 

committed to our cause. If we can't win elections, then 

we must hold those who have won the elections 

accountable.  

More importantly, we must get the truth to as 

many people as possible, no matter what their beliefs: 

Abortion is not a religious issue, it is a human-rights 

issue. It doesn't take eyes of faith to see the humanity 

of a child in the womb. We may be outnumbered, but 

we have the truth.  

 

Steve Skojec is a columnist and blogger for 

InsideCatholic.com. He writes from Northern Virginia. 

Visit his blog at www.steveskojec.com.  

http://voices.washingtonpost.com/44/2009/01/14/the_participatory_inaugural.html?hpid=topnews
http://www.steveskojec.com/
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Prophecy 

David Warren | Column 

1/20/09

 great and growing difficulty for the Catholic 

Church, and all her faithful, is the disintegration 

of modern languages. Words used through 

centuries to connote deep meanings -- not 

incomprehensible, but superficially complex -- come to 

mean less and less. The glib use of a word such as 

"prophecy," to mean only a prediction of the material 

future, is an example that has struck me recently with 

especial force. Catholics themselves tend to shy from 

the word, for fear of being misunderstood by their 

glibber neighbors. 

Any mention of "prophecy" in relation to religion, to 

those mesmerized by media-watching, is bound to 

summon images of tarot cards and astrological 

columns. To those not steeped in the Bible, the 

existence of "prophetic books" comes to seem a kind of 

embarrassment. 

To be clear, this phenomenon, which I characterize 

as the growth of mass idiocy, is very broad. For 

instance, while stage performances often still work, the 

text of Shakespeare has become incomprehensible, 

even among "the educated." And this, although the 

language has not changed structurally in any radical 

way in the last four centuries. Why? 

I think the chief reason is that, even when writing 

for a popular audience, Shakespeare could confidently 

use a vocabulary many times larger than that in use 

today. This allowed his characters to speak with much 

greater precision, and thus to make distinctions that are 

lost on most of us today. He was, and all other serious 

writers were until quite recently, able to use 

subordinate clauses, and develop a thought from one 

sentence to another. 

We think of his audience as illiterates, and many of 

them were. But an illiterate man with a vocabulary of 

several thousand words is vastly more intelligent, 

perceptive, and discerning of what is physically 

happening around him than a literate man with several 

hundred words and no firsthand experience of how 

food is grown. Spiritual realities are even harder to 

convey on a cruelly limited budget of terms and 

analogies. 

The postmodern man is a couch potato on many 

further levels. For it is not just their mastery of 

language, but their ability to draw, sing, dance, cook, 

work very hard, etc., that made our ancestors more 

alive to reality. 

  

Prophecy, I have found myself trying to explain, refers 

to revelation, not prediction. It may include 

foreknowledge but also, equally, knowledge of the 

unrecorded past, or of present events beyond the 

information of the prophet, or to any thing that is 

normally hidden from men. The prophet himself may 

not entirely understand his prophecy; and if there is a 

prediction of the temporal future, it may not seem to 

be a prediction until events come to pass and his 

words are remembered (see New Testament, passim). 

More often the prophet's revelation may be taken 

as a divine warning. In any event, his prophecy is 

necessarily "inspired," from an agency outside nature, 

but working upon the prophet's natural faculties, 

including the faculty of reason. There are many grades 

of prophecy, from the extreme of Jesus Christ down to 

events in which true motives are suddenly seen clearly, 

so action can be taken -- yet nothing can be said about 

"why." 

A non-predictive prophecy may be found, for 

example, in Isaiah 45: "For thus saith the Lord, God 

himself that formed the earth, the very maker of it: He 

did not make it pointlessly, He formed it to be 

inhabited." 

A 
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Quite apart from supporting the notion of 

Intelligent Design, the passage is remarkable because 

the Hebrew describes the planet as if it were an orb in 

space, and the same quality comes through each pre-

Copernican translation. That was not generally known in 

the eighth-century B.C. when Isaiah was writing -- 

centuries before even Hellenic science. 

Outside "conventional religion," the greatest poets 

and artists may be taken as prophetic, in the sense that 

they convey things that cannot be known empirically, 

nor tested empirically, but which are there nonetheless, 

and can be understood poetically and artistically -- as, 

for example, the still portrait that communicates not 

merely a face but a soul in motion, or one of Bach's 

fugues that display "the machinery of nature." (I 

grasped this once while portaging a canoe in Algonquin 

Park: The Fugue in A Minor was playing in my head, and 

I could see and hear the "growth principle" of the birch 

forest around me, just as the fugue "described.") 

Prophecy includes, in science, the revelation of how 

things work -- Newton's revelation of gravity, for 

instance. He doesn't come to it by a series of 

calculations but in a flash, or series of flashes. Later, the 

mathematics will prove an incredibly elaborate and 

beautiful architectonic -- as we would expect in a 

universe designed by God -- but in the first instance, it is 

a blindingly simple revelation of one isolated aspect of 

that universe. 

Everything human beings know that is significant 

has emerged from prophecy. I would say it is among the 

definitions of man: "the prophetic animal." Perhaps it is 

the key definition of what sets us apart from the nature 

that spawned us. Other animals have speech of a sort, 

as dolphins and bees in their several lines of work. But 

humans alone have prophetic speech, and the capacity 

to see into things, and see through things, by divine 

guidance. 

This is a notion communicated prophetically in the 

line about being "made in God's image." 

 

David Warren is a Canadian journalist who writes 

mostly on international affairs. His Web site is 

www.davidwarrenonline.com. 

http://www.davidwarrenonline.com/


 

in
si

d
e
ca

th
o
lic

.c
o
m

 

10 

 

The Most Heroic Thing I Have Ever Witnessed 

Mark P. Shea | Column 

1/21/09 

n January 11, my family went to noon Mass at 

Blessed Sacrament parish in Seattle. It was 

being celebrated by our visiting priest, but 

after he processed up to the altar, we were astonished 

to see that Father Tom Kraft had taken a seat beside 

him. 

Father Tom is one of the sweetest and holiest men I 

have ever known: a thoroughly priestly man with a 

profound sense of his vocation, a deep love for the 

poor, a beautiful humility, and a sheer radiant 

goodness. 

He is also dying of esophageal cancer that has 

metastasized. We've been praying for him for months, 

but God has made it clear that He picks the fruit when it 

is ripe. So Father Tom ended his chemotherapy some 

weeks back, went to Spokane to say goodbye to his 

loved ones, and returned to us at Blessed Sacrament to 

spend his last days surrounded by brother priests in the 

rectory -- and to say goodbye to all of us. 

After the homily, Father Daniel Syverstad, our 

pastor, had to give a brief report on financial matters, 

but then he gave (as he had done at all the previous 

Masses) a report on Father Tom. He was as astonished 

and moved as the rest of us to see Father Tom there, so 

much so that his normally dry and imperturbable 

Norwegian demeanor was shaken, as were we all. His 

voice trembled a couple of times and he said the 

beautiful truth about Father Tom: that he was one of 

the finest and most beloved priests Blessed Sacrament 

has ever had (which is saying a lot, because we've been 

blessed with extraordinary men, some of whom I 

believe will be canonized someday). Father Tom, with 

typical humility, cried as the people spontaneously 

applauded him. Well done, thou good and faithful! 

But that was not all. This supremely loving man who 

could barely sit up through the Mass actually stood and 

assisted at the consecration. You could barely hear his 

voice -- a thin, papery whisper that demanded 

everything of him (the cancer has spread to his lungs). 

But he did it, gripping a chair to keep his balance and 

then leaning on the altar itself.  

"Through Him, with Him, in Him." I've never seen 

the meaning of the priesthood so clearly incarnated 

before my eyes. Alter Christus. Priest. Victim. Sacrifice. 

This man and his Lord were standing so close together 

it was hard to tell them apart, especially from my seat 

up in the Nosebleed Section of the Human Race, so 

very far from that kind of sanctity. 

They made it through the consecration and 

someone hurried to Father Tom's side to help him. I 

thought to myself, "For the love of God, go sit down, 

Father Tom. You've done enough." 

But instead, this great man insisted on coming 

down with the Body of his Lord and distributing the 

Eucharist to us. He gave every last bit of himself out of 

love for God and for us. I was very tempted to change 

communion lines and receive from him (and I know 

others who actually did), because I knew I was looking 

at a saint. But instead, I just went up in my line, 

bawling, grieving, moved, and grateful beyond words 

for what I was witnessing.  

After it was all over, Father Tom processed out and 

even stood on the steps of the church in the January 

cold, greeting people, blessing them, giving (as much 

as any soldier at Gettysburg or Normandy) "the last full 

measure of devotion." I had the great honor of shaking 

his hand and squeezing his bony arm, thanking him 

(and telling him he should really go lie down and rest). 

He said, "This gives me energy." Later, I'm told, he 

asked the Dominicans to take him for a car ride around 

town. They marveled -- and complied. 

My eyes blur with tears as I write this. My wife said 

afterwards that she thought of Henry V's speech, "We 

O 

http://www.caringbridge.org/visit/frtomkraftop
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few, we happy few, we band of brothers." I felt so 

privileged and honored to be able to witness what I saw 

that day. A friend of mine said, "I have been to Mass at 

the Garden of Gethsemane. I have prayed at the tomb 

of Christ and celebrated Holy Week in Jerusalem. But I 

have never been as moved by a Mass as I was by what I 

saw today." 

Father, thanks be to God for your holy servant, 

Tom. We know he has to go soon, but we also know he 

will be happy with you. Grant him the grace of a happy 

death through out Lord Jesus Christ. 

God bless you, Father Tom, for your beautiful gift of 

your heart and your life. We love you. 

 

Mark P. Shea is a senior editor for 

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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How Beauty Can Renew the Catholic Church 

Deal W. Hudson | Column 

1/22/09

he criticism of a recent column, "My New Year's 

Wish for the Church," forced me to think more 

deeply about the road to renewal in the Catholic 

Church. Several readers argued I was forcing Evangelical 

habits on a Catholic parish.  

Of course, I would still insist that Catholics need to 

be more welcoming to each other and to parish visitors. 

But the key to Catholic renewal is found elsewhere, at 

the heart of what it means to practice the Faith. 

In my earlier column, I spoke about the lack of 

"connectedness" that many non-practicing Catholics 

report when they are asked why they have stopped 

attending Mass. I limited my interpretation of this to 

their sense of rapport with other worshippers -- that is, I 

think, what elicited the criticism. It gave the impression 

that Catholics should primarily nurture an emotional 

connection among the members of the parish 

community to evangelize. Personal recognition is a good 

thing, but it is not the primary thing, at least among 

Catholics.  

So what makes Catholics distinctive among other 

Christian groups? Certainly papal primacy, the authority 

of bishops and priests, the universality of the Church, 

and the meaning of sacraments are among the most 

important. Of the sacraments, our belief in the "real 

presence" of Jesus Christ in the Eucharist not only 

distinguishes us doctrinally but liturgically as well. When 

a Catholic comes to Mass, his expectation -- the one 

foremost in his mind -- should be this real encounter 

with Christ in the Eucharist. If this encounter with His 

presence lacks vibrancy -- if it has the ho-hum quality of 

required ritual -- then renewal is the antidote. 

How is this vitality recovered? This is where I think 

the "logic" of being Catholic sends us on a different 

course than that followed by other faith groups. There 

is the tendency to assume this renewal should be 

summoned up from within, based upon prayer, rosaries, 

or some sort of spiritual exercises. These are all good to 

do, of course, but that leaves aside the most obvious 

place to look for renewal: the liturgy itself. 

Let me offer the following example: Have you ever 

prayed in a great cathedral when the organ was playing 

or the choir was singing a Gregorian chant, a Mass by 

one of the Renaissance greats -- Palestrina, Victoria, 

Tallis, or Byrd -- or some form of music that moved 

you? Did you find it easier to pray? Did you find 

yourself going deeper, praying longer, and rising to 

leave with a rare sense of joy at having been on your 

knees? 

I know that the local parish is rarely a great 

cathedral, or even a building of architectural 

distinction, and I know that most parish choirs are not 

schooled in either chant or Renaissance polyphony. 

But, I would ask, how much effort are we, both laity 

and religious, putting into the beauty of our liturgy? 

After all, isn't it the beauty of the music, architecture, 

stained glass, images, homily, and the liturgical 

gestures that engage our senses and focus our minds 

on divine things? 

In 2oo2, Joseph Cardinal Ratzinger delivered a 

sermon, "The Feeling of Things, the Contemplation of 

Beauty," where he said: 

[T]he most convincing demonstration of [faith's] 

truth against every denial, are the saints, and the 

beauty that the faith has generated. Today, for faith to 

grow, we must lead ourselves and the persons we 

meet to encounter the saints and to enter into contact 

with the Beautiful. 

How much lost "connectedness" would be 

recovered if more attention were paid to encounters 

with "the Beautiful" in the liturgy, so that it was never 

perfunctory, listless, or offensive to the ear and eye?  

T 

http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=5163&Itemid=48
http://www.crossroadsinitiative.com/library_article/601/Contemplation_of_Beauty_Cardinal_Joseph_Ratzinger.html
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Don't misunderstand me. Beauty in the liturgy isn't 

just a matter of better music and homilies; it requires its 

proper form (i.e., rubrics) as prescribed by the Church.  

In a later column, I will argue that the beauty of 

liturgy, emanating from the Eucharistic sacrifice, has 

been marred by misguided liturgical improvisation. 

Dumbed-down liturgies have only increased the 

distance many Catholics feel from their Church, 

whatever their good intentions.  

 

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.newadvent.org/cathen/13216a.htm
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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A New Game: Shifting the Pro-Life Strategy 
Eric Pavlat | Column 

1/22/09

ro-lifers have become used to having an ally in 

Washington, D.C. But now that we are faced 

with a pro-choice House, Senate, and 

presidency, with a nearly filibuster-proof majority in the 

Senate, the facts demand a new path of action. 

Many pro-lifers are already engaged in some form 

of activism beyond voting, whether it's donating money, 

writing letters, joining volunteer groups, or staffing 

crisis pregnancy centers. But the new political reality 

demands that we all pitch in. The landscape has 

changed, and unless the pro-life faithful change with it, 

we can expect continued defeats in the future.  

With that in mind, here are five ways we can face 

the new challenges ahead. 

  

1. Pray. As the Baltimore Catechism tells us, our 

purpose on earth is "to know God, to love Him, and to 

serve Him in this world, and to be happy with Him 

forever in Heaven." Nowhere does it say we are called 

to succeed in our earthly endeavors; the point is to be 

holy. 

In that spirit, any pro-life apostolate must be 

accompanied by prayer. It helps guard against 

frustration, pride, rudeness, sloth, and ebbing 

enthusiasm. More than simply praying for success, or 

for one's enemies, praying for oneself is vital. Being 

faithful in an apostolate is a great way to grow in 

holiness.  

  

2. Think outside the political realm. Our new approach 

needs to communicate our pro-life beliefs in ways that 

don't involve voting or lobbying. We need to wear more 

pro-life T-shirts (here's another vendor) and put more 

pro-life bumper stickers (yet another vendor) on our 

cars. We need to be polite, loving, and firm when 

discussing pro-life issues with pro-choicers (here are 

some ways to do just that). We need to write letters to 

our local newspapers and engage others charitably on 

blogs and in comboxes. We need to volunteer more at 

our local crisis pregnancy centers and picket more at 

our local abortuaries. We need to give money to 

projects that buy pro-life billboards and TV ads. 

In short, we need to be so loud in our pro-life 

convictions that the media's efforts to marginalize us 

will fall flat in the face of our omnipresence. And 

besides, who knows where we might find converts?  

  

3. Communicate. President Obama's margin of victory 

in many states came partially from his effective use of 

the Internet and Web-based technology. From the 

volunteer-organizing power of his Web site to the 

personalized feel of text-messaged announcements, 

his harnessing of technology helped him win. 

The good news here is that technology is neutral 

and can be used just as effectively for our own cause. 

We should take President Obama up on his invitation 

to post a message to his transition team. Some 

possibilities:  

¶ Do not sign FOCA. 

¶ Promote and sign the Pregnant Women's 

Support Act (created by Democrats for Life of 

America, and promoted by the USCCB). 

¶ Do not fund embryonic stem cell research. 

¶ Stimulate our biotech industry by funding 

adult stem cell research and induced 

pluripotent stem cell research.  

P 

http://www.amazon.com/Soul-Apostolate-Jean-Baptiste-Chautard/dp/0895550318/ref=pd_bbs_sr_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1229272862&sr=8-1
http://www.christianshirts.net/prolife1.php
http://shop.cafepress.com/prolife
http://www.childrenoftherosary.org/bumpmain.htm
http://stellamarisbooks.com/shop/list_categories_and_products.asp?idcategory=142
http://insidecatholic.com/Joomla/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=146&Itemid=12&limit=1&limitstart=4
http://www.prolifeacrossamerica.org/
http://www.vitaecaringfoundation.org/
http://www.conversiondiary.com/2008/01/how-i-became-pro-life.html
http://www.change.gov/page/s/yourvision
http://www.usccb.org/sdwp/projects/2008PWSA.pdf
http://www.usccb.org/sdwp/projects/2008PWSA.pdf
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Induced_pluripotent_stem_cell
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Induced_pluripotent_stem_cell
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Note that not all of these proposals are negative; they 

should ideally be balanced with positive suggestions. 

And as always, it's important to be polite. 

These messages would be just as effective sent to 

our new senators and representatives. It's worth noting, 

however, that letters are no longer the best way to 

contact national officials, as they can be held up more 

than a month in the system. For specific pieces of 

legislation requiring quick action, e-mails are best, 

followed by phone calls. 

Communication with our elected officials is vital if 

they are to realize just how many of us are out there. If 

all they hear are pro-choice voices, those are the voices 

they'll heed. 

Also, consider signing up for legislative alerts from 

pro-life groups. Some of these include National Right to 

Life, the American Life League, the USCCB, the American 

Family Association, Lifenews, and Democrats for 

Life. They provide great information about current 

issues that require action (and when they ask you to 

contact your legislator, be sure to do so).  

Finally, Facebook and other networking sites can be 

quite effective at organizing people and disseminating 

information quickly. It's a great way to hook up with 

other pro-lifers, provide ads or links to pro-life 

resources on your page, join pro-life online groups, and 

more. 

  

4. Focus on Main Street. Tip O'Neill's old argument that 

"all politics is local" may seem clichéd, but it is vital to 

the future of the pro-life movement.  

First, we should treat every election like a 

presidential election. If pro-life voters were to show up 

to the polls for every election, as they already do for the 

presidential races, we could have a huge impact on the 

number of pro-life delegates, state senators, and U.S. 

representatives. These positions are often stepping 

stones to higher offices, like governor and U.S. senator. 

In this way, we can feed new pro-life junior officers into 

the system, encouraging them to work their way up. 

Remember, Maryland Gov. Martin O'Malley was once 

Mayor O'Malley, who was once City Council Member 

O'Malley, who was once "Hey, Marty, get me some 

coffee." 

Although there isn't a way to vote more than once, 

there is a way to magnify your vote: Volunteer for pro-

life campaigns. It may sound intimidating at first, but 

mostly what campaigns need are people to stuff 

envelopes, knock on doors, offer yard signs -- and, yes, 

fetch coffee for the candidate. While running for office 

isn't for everyone, volunteering for someone else's 

campaign is a great way to test the waters. 

Another way to get involved locally is to fight for 

pro-life, pro-family legislation in the state house. 

Generally, contacting a delegate or state senator has 

far more impact than contacting a U.S. representative 

or senator, since the districts are so much smaller. 

Legislation can filter up from the bottom, too. 

National legislation doesn't always materialize out of 

the ether; instead, it's often modeled on successful 

state legislation. If a good pro-life bill has been 

successful in a few states, for example, it has a better 

shot on the national stage. Similarly, if new pro-choice 

bills are blocked at the state level, it will be more 

difficult for them to succeed nationally.  

Finally, if your state doesn't yet have a State 

Catholic Conference (like this one), contact your 

archdiocese to try to make it happen. 

Here are some important contacts on local politics: 

¶ Pro-life offices for every Catholic diocese and 

archdiocese 

¶ National Right to Life's offices for every state  

¶ Blogs about local politics for every state  

¶ Information about county politics for every 

U.S. county  

¶ Official state and local government Web sites  

http://www.senate.gov/reference/common/faq/How_to_contact_senators.htm
https://writerep.house.gov/writerep/welcome.shtml
http://capwiz.com/nrlc/mlm/signup/
http://capwiz.com/nrlc/mlm/signup/
http://www.all.org/newsroom_newsletters.php
http://www.usccb.org/sdwp/takeaction102208.shtml
https://secure.afa.net/afa/activism/subscribers/signup.aspx
https://secure.afa.net/afa/activism/subscribers/signup.aspx
http://www.lifenews.com/weekly
http://www.democratsforlife.org/index.php?option=com_frontpage&Itemid=1
http://www.democratsforlife.org/index.php?option=com_frontpage&Itemid=1
http://www.facebook.com/
http://www.mdcathcon.org/
http://www.usccb.org/prolife/getinvolved.shtml
http://www.usccb.org/prolife/getinvolved.shtml
http://www.nrlc.org/states/index.html
http://blog.washingtonpost.com/thefix/2008/04/democrats_to_embed_bloggers_at.html#more
http://www.naco.org/Template.cfm?Section=Find_a_County&Template=/cffiles/counties/usamap.cfm
http://www.naco.org/Template.cfm?Section=Find_a_County&Template=/cffiles/counties/usamap.cfm
http://www.statelocalgov.net/index.cfm
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¶ Political party contact information for every 

state and many counties  

¶ Ratings for many locally elected officials  

¶ Political resources for those interested in 

running for office in the future  

 

5. Volunteer.It goes without saying that spending time 

volunteering at your local crisis pregnancy center may 

be more important now than ever. Combox frequenter 

Adriana suggests volunteering at sites that serve the 

poor as well: "When Hispanics need help," she writes, 

"they can find it in places staffed or sponsored by 

Democrats, while Republicans come to them only when 

there is an election. Come election time they choose 

what is recommended by people they have come to 

know and trust, rather than complete strangers."  

A fair point. Jesus asks us to clothe Him, feed Him, 

visit Him, and welcome Him (Mt 25:31-46), and we need 

to do so in a plurality of ways. In the current political 

climate, it's not enough to continue business-as-usual. A 

new game requires a new strategy. Let's get started. 

 

Eric Pavlat is a board member of Democrats for Life of 

Maryland, Inc., and a columnist and blogger for 

InsideCatholic.com. 

http://www.politicalresources.com/PoliticalParties/Start-chairs.htm
http://www.politicalresources.com/PoliticalParties/Start-chairs.htm
http://www.votesmart.org/mystate_summary.php
http://www.politicalresources.com/
http://www.politicalresources.com/
http://www.abortionfacts.com/help/cpc_links.asp
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Why Vatican II? 
Russell Shaw | Column 

1/23/09

ne of the many peculiarities of contemporary 

Catholicism resides in the fact that so many 

people on the extreme left and extreme right 

of the Church are in basic agreement about the Second 

Vatican Council. In fundamental ways, they insist, 

Vatican II was a sharp break with the Catholic past. 

People on the left generally applaud that; people on the 

right deplore it. That it's so is an item of faith for them 

all. 

This surprising consensus among people otherwise 

often at one another's throats deserves a fresh look as 

the 50th anniversary of Pope John XXIII's 

announcement that he was convening Vatican II draws 

near. On January 25, 1959, Good Pope John shook up a 

small group of cardinals and others gathered at a 

Roman basilica by disclosing that he intended to call 

together the bishops of the world to do . . . what? There 

was no agreement then, and there's surprisingly little 

now. 

Start by dismissing the idea that the heart of the 

council's achievement was to put the Mass in English, 

turn altars around so priests face the congregation, and 

let lay people distribute communion. These things may 

or may not have their roots in Vatican II (although you 

won't find them in the council documents), but they're 

small potatoes compared with the larger things at 

stake. 

As it happens, John XXIII gave a clear account of 

those larger things when he opened Vatican II on 

October 11, 1962. To the extent that his talk is 

remembered at all today, it's for his criticism of 

"prophets of gloom" in the Roman Curia. But he said 

much more than that. Specifically, he explained exactly 

why he'd called the council. 

John XXIII began by insisting that the "great 

problem" of the modern world was rejection of Christ. 

Back in 1962, that was a reference to the spread of 

secularism then well underway in the West and to the 

rule of atheistic communism in the Soviet Union, China, 

and other areas of the world. Even then, furthermore, 

the farsighted pope may have discerned a resurgence of 

fundamentalist Islam taking shape just over the horizon. 

So, in view of all this, why Vatican II? "The greatest 

concern of this ecumenical council," he said, "is . . . 

that the sacred deposit of Christian doctrine should be 

guarded and taught more efficaciously." Here, after all, 

was the heart of the message Christ had entrusted to 

his followers to be spread. But to bring about that 

revival of evangelization, the structures and methods 

of the Church needed updating and renewal that 

would make them more effective tools. There you had 

it: aggiornamento for the sake of the Good News. 

  

If you doubt this interpretation, go back and read 

what Pope John said. You'll see it's correct. Still, it isn't 

good enough for people on the far left, who usually 

profess to be great admirers of John XXIII, or those on 

the far right, who, truth to tell, are leery of him even 

now.  

For the ideologues of the right, Pope John's council 

was a betrayal of the tradition on matters like freedom 

of conscience, ecumenism, and what it means to say 

Christ's Church "subsists in" the Catholic Church. So, 

for that matter, were the changes in the liturgy that 

came after Vatican II, though these often seemed to 

have little to do with what the council itself said. One 

way or another, it added up to a sharp departure from 

centuries of Catholic faith and practice. 

Although the far left wing of today's Catholicism 

agrees that the council broke with the past, its position 

is more audacious and, perversely, more interesting 

than the view on the right. A crucial figure of the 

ecclesiastical left is the late Giuseppe Alberigo, a 
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leader in the "Bologna school" of Vatican II interpreters 

and chief editor of a massive five-volume history of the 

council (published in the United States by Orbis) 

designed to shape understanding of the council for 

decades -- even centuries -- to come. 

Alberigo sums it all up at the conclusion of his 2006 

A Brief History of Vatican II (also from Orbis), a less 

scholarly, more impassioned, and generally more candid 

account of his intentions than the five-volume work. 

What's really important about the council, he says, is 

not what it said and did, but the process it supposedly 

began. "In the long term," he writes, "what 

characterizes the shift begun by the Council is the 

abandonment of the Counter-Reformation and the 

Constantinian age. This is necessarily a complex and 

gradual transition, and the Council's contribution was to 

create a foundation for this and to signal its 

beginnings." As for looking for the meaning of the 

council in the 16 documents that contain its teaching, 

that is "fatal to the image" of Vatican II.  

But, as Alberigo knew perfectly well, that's exactly 

where Joseph Cardinal Ratzinger, now better known as 

Pope Benedict XVI, has for years insisted on finding the 

meaning of the council. In doing so, Benedict XVI 

contrasts the hermeneutic of "rupture" -- advocated by 

Alberigo and his colleagues -- with the approach to 

Vatican II that he calls a hermeneutic of continuity.  

It hardly needs saying that the fathers of the Second 

Vatican Council would have been horrified by the 

suggestion that they were cutting the Church loose 

from its roots in the Tradition. For them, the council's 

teaching on even contested points -- freedom of 

conscience is a good example -- was a doctrinal 

development, not a break with the past. Pretty clearly, 

Benedict XVI has got Vatican II straight. 

  

But 50 years after Pope John XXIII's startling 

announcement, there are reasons for disappointment 

with the results of the council up to now -- reasons that 

have nothing to do with complaints emanating from 

either the far left or the far right. Follow-through on the 

decisions of Vatican II has been disturbingly spotty and 

incomplete. In some matters, we may actually have 

fallen back. Here the council's ecclesiology of 

communion -- the vision of the Church as a body whose 

hierarchical structure coexists with a fundamental 

equality of all the members in dignity, rights, and 

mission -- is especially relevant.  

Consider this from the dogmatic constitution on 

the Church:  

The laity should promptly accept in Christian 

obedience what is decided by the pastors . . . . The 

pastors . . . should recognize and promote the 

dignity and responsibility of the laity in the Church. 

They should willingly use their prudent advice and 

confidently assign duties to them . . . . They should 

give them the courage to undertake works on their 

own initiative . . . . Many benefits for the Church 

are to be expected from this familiar relationship 

between the laity and the pastors (Lumen 

Gentium, 37). 

There may be local churches where that describes 

what really happens. There certainly are local churches 

where it doesn't. Fifty years after Pope John XXIII said 

he was convening an ecumenical council to renew the 

Church for the work of evangelization, an enormous 

amount of work remains undone. 

 

Russell Shaw's 19th book is Nothing to Hide: Secrecy, 

Communication, and Communion in the Catholic 

Church (Ignatius Press, 2008). 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1570756384/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1586172182/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1586172182/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1586172182/insidecatcom-20
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On This Rock 
Danielle Bean | Column 

1/23/09

wo-year-old Daniel jabbed a small, pudgy finger 

at my face in the wedding photo. "Mama," he 

announced confidently, and then, "Papa," as he 

pointed to his father.  

"Yes," I told him. "That's Mama and Papa on the day 

we were married."  

He squinted at the photo for another moment 

before turning to me with an earnest question.  

"Where's Danny?"  

So began a conversation in which I told him for the 

first time about his beginnings. For the first time, this 

small boy attempted an understanding of the world that 

existed before he was.   

Some of my older kids have coined a phrase for the 

time "before you were born."  

"You wouldn't remember that," I hear them tell 

younger siblings, "Because back then you were No Such 

Thing." 

No Such Thing. It sounds terribly sad, and yet by 

contrast, what a lovely idea for each of them to realize 

that one day they did indeed become Some Thing. And 

that it was God's doing. 

That day, when I told Daniel that God made him, 

saw that he was good, and placed him inside of me to 

grow, his brown eyes glowed. When I told him that he 

stretched and moved and grew until at last he was big 

enough to come out of the darkness and meet us, he 

beamed. When I described what a joy it was for us to 

see him, kiss him, and hold him at last, he wriggled with 

delight. 

Every child likes to know how he began. And he 

especially likes to know that his beginnings were rooted 

in love. 

Five-year-old Gabrielle has a budding interest in the 

subject of love. When it comes to romance, she is the 

giggling girl of a thousand questions. 

"How did you know you and Papa were in love?" 

she asks with shining eyes. "Did he get hearts in his eyes 

when he looked at you, like what happens in 

cartoons?" 

And then she waits, breathless in anticipation of 

the wonders I am about to describe. So far, my 

descriptions of two awkward teenagers holding hands 

with sweaty palms, writing long letters, and talking on 

the phone for hours on end have not disappointed. 

One of Gabrielle's favorite objects is a small rock 

that is covered with worn, pink paint, tiny red hearts, 

and the words "I love you."  

She never tires of looking at and asking me about 

this gift I made and gave to her father almost 20 years 

ago. When I tell her how her father used to work late 

at night and I would stay up, waiting for his phone calls 

and doing things like painting and writing to keep 

myself busy, she turns the rock over in her hand and 

smiles with wonder.  

Back then, Gabby might have been No Such Thing, 

but the love that would make us a family was already 

there.  

For me, the "I love you" rock is a reminder of the 

sturdy foundation my marriage is meant to be for our 

family. Dan and I might not spend much time painting 

love notes on rocks these days, but we still do love. It's 

just a different kind of love that expresses itself in a 

different kind of way. 

As intoxicating as romance feels in the beginning 

of a relationship, as happy as an in-love couple can be 

when they are focused only on each other, ultimately 
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God means for them to give themselves to greater 

things. 

Back when I had time for rock painting, I might have 

had an inkling of what our "greater things" might be, 

but I did not yet know their names. 

Our eight "greater things" surround us today -- 

playing, laughing, crying, spilling, shouting, fighting, and 

making all manner of joyful noise. They groan and roll 

their eyes when they see me wrap my arms around 

their father's neck in the kitchen and plant a lipstick kiss 

on his cheek. 

And yet they see security in that kiss. They see their 

roots and their beginnings. They see the love that 

allowed them to be. I know what they see because, 

though they roll their eyes, they smile, too. Just a little 

bit, they smile. 

 

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. 

http://faithandfamilylive.com/
http://faithandfamilylive.com/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848379/insidecatcom-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819848379/insidecatcom-20
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Adoption: A Love Story 
Deal W. Hudson | Classic 

1/17/09

 was relaxing in my favorite armchair and watching 

golf when my daughter, Hannah, strode into the 

room. "Dad," she said, "we need to have a serious 

talk." 

"Okay," I replied, turning to her. 

She frowned. "You're going to have to turn the TV 

off." 

"Oh." I tapped the remote control. This was serious. 

Almost automatically, she began. "Dad, I don't really 

want to be an only child. I think we should adopt a baby 

brother." 

Silence. 

After picking my jaw up off the coffee table, I found 

my voice. "Where did this come from?" I asked. "It's 

kind of out-of-the-blue." 

She shook her head. "Not really. I just don't want to 

live the rest of my life without any brothers or sisters. 

What would happen to me if something bad happened 

to you and Mom? I'd be alone." 

Sure, I understood what she meant... intellectually. 

My own mother was an only child and had always 

warned me against letting Hannah become one. Still, 

here I was, approaching 50. Hannah was becoming a 

teenager, and I was thinking more about financing her 

college days than decorating a baby's room. I was 

comfortable, but I also felt stretched to the limit with 

running a magazine and trying to make a graceful trek 

through middle age. Another child just wasn't part of 

the plan. 

"Let me think about it," I said. It was the best I could 

do at the moment. 

 Hannah would not be turned away so easily. She 

moved her lobbying efforts to my wife, Theresa, who is 

not only younger but also wiser in these matters. I don't 

know that she was necessarily won over by Hannah -- in 

fact, I suspect she'd been thinking about adopting all 

along. She just hadn't told me. 

That soon changed. 

When they approached me together, I really felt 

the female pressure. Let me point out: My household 

is almost exclusively female. The only male soul mate I 

have is a white Bichon Frise named Willie who caves in 

instantly to anything our overstrung female standard 

poodle, Darcy, demands of him. And needless to say, 

Musette, the cat, isn't exactly in my camp either. 

I was standing against the full phalanx of female 

power -- my wife, my daughter, and several members 

of the animal kingdom. Hannah began the 

negotiations, "Dad, Mom and I have come to a 

decision: We want to adopt a baby brother." 

We? I turned to Theresa. She smiled weakly and 

nodded in agreement. 

This was going to be harder than I thought. 

I put on my toughest face and asked them if they 

were prepared for the demands of an adopted child. 

"Hannah, you know this will mean less for you; you've 

had everything to yourself for a long time -- all your 

parents' attention and your own time and space to do 

what you want. You'd have to share everything, 

including us." 

She didn't even flinch. "This is my brother we're 

talking about here. Of course I won't mind sharing." 

"You'd also have to split the inheritance," I offered, 

a little sheepishly. That got a serious eye-roll from 

Hannah. 

Fine. It was time for the big guns. I turned to my 

wife. "With Hannah going into seventh grade, you 
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were just starting to get a little freedom during the day 

to do what you wanted. Do you really want to give that 

up?" 

She paused for a moment, then shrugged. "I just 

always saw myself with more than one child. I don't feel 

like that's all there is for me as a parent. Besides, it's the 

best thing for Hannah." 

They didn't shrink from my questions, and frankly, I 

felt like a jerk asking them. But I know my family -- we 

have a habit of diving into projects before counting the 

cost. This time I was going to make sure everything was 

out on the table. 

So, with their arguments concluded and their eyes 

searching for my answer, it was time to render my 

decision: I said I'd think about it. 

The following week, as I was still "thinking about it," 

I walked past Hannah's room, peeking in as I passed. 

What I saw floored me. There, beside her bed, my 

daughter was praying the rosary -- for her brother! 

Now don't get me wrong: Hannah is a strong 

Catholic. She has gone to the local parish school since 

first grade and knows her faith. But she's never been 

outwardly pious. That's why her prayer stopped me 

cold. If she's praying for her brother, I thought, then her 

brother must really be out there. Somewhere. 

 I walked into the kitchen, told Theresa what I'd 

seen, and asked, "How do we get this adoption 

started?" 

She smiled. "The paperwork is on my desk." 

  

Finding the Other Hudson 

Theresa started her adoption inquiries immediately. She 

first called Bill Pearce, who was then the head of the 

National Adoption Council. He gave her some good 

leads, including an enthusiastic recommendation for the 

Small World adoption agency in Nashville, Tennessee. 

Two Baptists, Jim Savely and Jim Savely, Jr., run Small 

World, whose excellent services eventually helped us to 

find Hannah's unknown brother. 

Small World had been working in eastern Europe 

since the fall of the Berlin Wall in 1989. Because of our 

combined ages, Theresa and I had decided to look for 

an overseas adoption. We initially considered adopting 

in the tiny country of Moldavia because of its friendly 

attitude toward Christian couples looking for children. 

Later, we turned to Russia when we learned that more 

children were available and that things would move 

faster. 

The process of adopting overseas is arduous and 

expensive. After finding the agency and deciding on 

the place and age of the child, you must be 

fingerprinted by the Immigration and Naturalization 

Service (INS) and fill out an I600A form that opens a 

file at the INS. Then you start what's called a "home 

study." 

The home study -- conducted by a licensed agency 

-- is a state requirement that determines a parent's 

financial and psychological fitness to adopt a child. It 

costs about $1,800. Once this has been completed and 

approved -- about three months from start to finish -- 

the INS passes on an approval letter to the country 

from which you are adopting. Agency fees are about 

$7,000 for a foreign adoption, and the country fees for 

eastern Europe run between $10,000 and $12,000. the 

one-week trip adds another $5,000 to the total, plus 

what my wife calls the "a la carte charges," such as the 

cost of translating your documents into a foreign 

language. 

All told, this was going to be an expensive venture. 

Our INS letter, sent to Moscow in July 2000, was 

good for one year. But in August, we received some 

bad news: President Vladimir Putin stopped all 

international adoption until new regulations could be 

put in place to safeguard the children. Our adoption 

ground to a halt. For how long, we could only guess. 
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Cyprian 

After hearing nothing from Russia for months, Jim 

Savely called to tell us about Cyprian, a four-year-old up 

for adoption in Romania. It was mid-November. If we 

said yes, we would have him by March. 

We really hadn't planned on an older child; we'd 

been looking for a boy between one and two years old. 

From everything we'd read and heard, we knew that the 

younger the child, the less likely he was to have been 

hurt by his surroundings or lack of nutrition. And like 

everyone else, we knew the horror stories about 

Romanian orphanages. 

But by then, Jim had a good feeling for us and for 

what we wanted. He assured us that Cyprian was in 

excellent health and was a perfect fit for the Hudson 

family. Pictures would follow, he promised. 

In spite of our trust in Jim, we were skeptical. Think 

about our situation: We'd gone from considering an 

anonymous one-year-old boy in Russia to a specific 

four-year-old in Romania. It was all very sudden. 

That changed the next day when the photo arrived. 

We looked into the face of a smiling boy with 

remarkably big eyes -- Omar Sharif eyes, I called them at 

the time. Cyprian radiated well-being. Nothing about 

him seemed beaten-down or deprived. He looked 

extraordinarily alive, and we couldn't wait to get our 

arms around him. This was our boy, the one Hannah 

had been praying for. No doubt about it. 

The trip was set for March. We painted Cyprian's 

room blue and decorated it with an airplane motif -- 

he'd be seeing a lot of airplanes on his trip to America. 

Showers were held; clothes and toys collected. 

Everything was ready when word arrived that there 

would be yet another delay: The Romanian legislature 

had changed the rules regarding adoption, and our legal 

papers had to be returned to the judge for another 

signature. 

We waited again. The delay by the Russian 

government was disappointing, but we were glad the 

adoption procedures were being cleaned up and that 

the children would be safer as a result. But the delay by 

the Romanian legislature came as a blow. We kept 

looking at Cyprian's picture, trying to imagine what he'd 

really be like. And was he safe and being taken care of? 

We didn't know. 

As summer approached, we had no idea when we 

would be traveling. Airfares were getting higher, and 

seats, especially four in the same row, would be hard to 

book. Matt Wray, my associate publisher, tried to keep 

me cheered up by scouring the Internet and sending me 

cheap airfare rates to Bucharest. 

 In mid-May, the green light came: We had an 

appointment with the Romanian judge on June 21, and 

later that day, we would meet Cyprian. Theresa bought 

the tickets -- four in a row -- immediately. She also 

invested in a new digital videocamera, which I thought 

was a bit overboard. But what the heck! This was an 

event we'd want to remember. 

Shortly after our plane touched down, we heard 

that Romania, like Russia, was suspending 

international adoptions on that very day. We were 

there just under the wire! 

Our Romanian host, Tudose Diaconu -- a man I 

fondly nicknamed "the Deacon" -- met us at our hotel 

in Bucharest. He was an attorney and former 

government bureaucrat who made the wheels turn in 

the courts and agencies that control adoption. He 

spoke excellent English and dressed in impeccable 

European fashion. 

As we learned the next day, he also liked to drive 

fast. 

The road to Galati, where we were to meet the 

judge, was two lanes all the way. We passed at least a 

dozen horse-drawn gypsy carts. Our driver, urged on 

by the Deacon, drove the way I did when I was a 

college student trying to get from Austin to Lubbock 

for a Friday-night date. The countryside passed in a 

blur as we swerved between horses and cars, blazing 

our way. Thanks to much prayer, we arrived safely. 
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Happily, the judge who would decide the adoption 

didn't change his mind when he met me. Of course, he 

didn't smile at me either. No matter. He gave us 

Cyprian's passport. 

We were ready to meet my new son in Bucharest, 

but there was something I needed to do first. Galati is 

the town where Cyprian, we are told, had lived from 

birth with a foster family. I wanted to meet the family. 

The Deacon tried to talk me out of it, but I insisted. This 

was important. 

The apartment where he lived was pleasant 

enough, by Romanian standards. Still, it had a cell-block 

quality that made me sad. How remarkable it was that 

the smiling boy in the photograph could have spent so 

many days in such surroundings. He must be a pretty 

resilient character, I thought. 

From the foster mother, I got another bit of 

unexpected news: Cyprian had not lived with her for 

three and a half years, as we'd been told. Cyprian had 

only been with them for a year. He had actually been 

raised in a Galati orphanage. My stomach dropped out. 

Life as a Romanian orphan is a hard one, sure to leave 

long-term scars. I told the Deacon I wanted to see the 

orphanage. He said we couldn't because of all the bad 

publicity Romanian orphanages had been receiving 

from the media. It could be dangerous. 

But I wasn't leaving Galati without seeing the place 

where my son had spent the first three years of his life. 

Seeing that I was stubborn, the Deacon sighed and 

nodded his head. 

We arrived at what looked like a concrete bunker 

surrounded by a tall, gray fence. Behind a rusting iron 

gate, I could see an asphalt plaground -- consisting of 

nothing more than the asphalt. Really, it looked more 

like a prison than an orphanage. Visitors were obviously 

not welcome. 

Being impulsive, I jumped out with the videocamera 

and started filming the buildings. I was suddenly 

surrounded by a horde of curious children, crying to 

have their pictures taken. Their excited voices attracted 

the orphanage security guard, who started running 

toward me. The Deacon, a quick-thinking and sensible 

man, grabbed my elbow and pulled me back into the 

car. As we zoomed away, I wondered if anyone would 

ever be back to save all those beautiful children. 

  

Preparing for the Big Moment 

In Bucharest, Theresa and Hannah were ready for 

our meeting with Cyprian. A Bucharest physician and his 

wife had been kind enough to take care of our son for 

the past month. He welcomed us warmly and seated 

us in the living room of his upper-middle-class house. 

"I'll get him," he said. 

Sitting alone, Theresa, Hannah, and I looked at one 

another knowing life was about to change in a big way. 

Would Cyprian be ready to leave this place, never to 

return? We were excited... and nervous. There wasn't 

much talk. 

Cyprian was rubbing his eyes when he came in. 

He'd just been napping. I was surprised by how small 

he was -- the large personality I saw in the photograph 

had made me expect a bigger child. Theresa took the 

first turn trying to give Cyprian the stuffed bear we'd 

carried from home, but he wasn't interested and 

stayed close to his foster father, hiding his face behind 

the man's leg. Small talk didn't seem to work either; it 

was an emotional stalemate, and we all felt awkward. 

A green balloon lay nearby, and the foster father, 

seeing our discomfort, had the good idea of throwing it 

to Cyprian. He immediately tossed it back, and the ice 

was broken. His face went from a shy neutral into a 

laughing drive: Around the room he followed the 

balloon, from me to Theresa to Hannah. We all shared 

in the game and were a family from that moment on. 

As we were getting into the car, Cyprian grabbed 

my sunglasses and put them on his face, laughing and 

smiling, just like the big-eyed boy in the photo. We 

pulled the car onto the main drive and turned back to 

wave a last time to his foster father. The kind man had 

tears in his eyes. 
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We had one last appointment before things were 

made official: A doctor had to approve Cyprian's health. 

When we arrived for our meeting, I had one very simple 

task: to keep Cyprian from destroying the doctor's office 

while we waited. It was much harder than it sounds. 

Believe me. Still, chasing Cyprian around was great. I 

already loved him, and this made running around after 

him okay with me. Losing control and getting out of my 

comfort zone felt pretty good. I was smiling so hard my 

face hurt. 

After the physician examined Cyprian, she turned to 

me and said, "You have come in time for this one." I've 

often wondered what she meant. I can only assume 

that she'd seen other children who had suffered the 

ravages of Romanian orphanages and knew about the 

recent moratorium on adoptions. 

Cyprian kept up his fast pace as we returned to the 

hotel. I imagine it was highly entertaining for the staff to 

watch the American dad chase his four-year-old 

Romanian son across the lobby on the first day of their 

lives together. 

We spent another three days in Bucharest, and 

thanks to Archbishop Sohu, the leader of the Roman 

Catholic Church in Romania, we learned more about 

that remarkable country. Supplied with an introduction, 

I phoned the archbishop to ask for a meeting. I was 

excited to meet the man who, since becoming a bishop 

in 1984, had been such a strong leader of Romanian 

Catholics under communism. After an initial interview, 

he invited me and my family back for dinner. 

As we ate, the archbishop told us that Romania has 

about 2 million Catholics -- roughly 7 percent of the 

population. He oversees two thriving seminaries serving 

more than 300 students. Catholics maintain a friendly 

relationship with the dominant Orthodox faith in the 

country. In fact, he recalled that Orthodox leaders were 

shocked at the enthusiastic reception given to John Paul 

II during his 1999 visit. 

After dinner, the archbishop brought out gifts for 

our family, including a rosary for Cyprian. He put his 

arms around our son and prayed the Ave Maria in 

Romanian. Yes, we are very blessed, I thought. 

  

Home with Our Son 

We left Romania the next day, wishing we could bring a 

plane full of children like Cyprian home to the States. 

Romania is a beautiful country, with an attractive and 

charming people, but it will be many years before it 

recovers from decades of Soviet control and the 

corruption of the post-Soviet government. 

For my part, I'm grateful my family has taught me 

once again the lesson of the "gift of self" that our Holy 

Father has so often mentioned. It hasn't been all 

sweetness and light: Hannah feels the loss of 

attention, Theresa is often run ragged, and I'm learning 

every day how much harder it is to raise a boy than a 

girl. But it's worth it. All of it. 

Cyprian Joseph Hudson was baptized a few months 

later in Fairfax, Virginia. It was what's called a 

"conditional baptism" because there's no way to know 

whether he received the sacrament as a baby. His 

godfather, Tom Murray, had to do the honors of 

holding Cyprian over the baptismal font because his 

dad was recovering from an emergency 

appendectomy. 

"Chippy," as he calls himself, didn't flinch as the 

water rolled off his brow. He handled the baptism just 

like he has everything else: as if he had always been 

with us, as if being a Hudson had been in the cards all 

along. 

 

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). This article 

originally appeared in the February 2002 issue of Crisis 

Magazine. 
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What's So Great about Catholicism? 

H. W. Crocker III | Classic 

1/21/09 
ith its divine foundation, sanction, and 

mission, nothing could be more glorious 

than the Catholic Church. But, of course, 

many people -- even many baptized Catholics -- don't 

see it that way. 

Yet when the sins of men -- or secular material 

progress, or our own self-centeredness -- blind us to 

this, they blind us to everything. The Renaissance, a 

great Catholic moment, enlightened the world by seeing 

it afresh with both the light of faith and the light of 

classical civilization, which was Catholicism's seedbed. 

So, too, today, if we look on the world through truly 

Catholic eyes, we will find that the fog lifts, our 

perspectives grow deeper, and beauty and truth beckon 

above the puerility of mass popular culture. 

What's so great about Catholicism? Here are ten 

things -- in countdown order -- to which one could 

easily add hundreds of others. 

  

10. Hope 

Classical paganism, as we know, always ended in 

despair -- a noble despair sometimes, but despair 

nevertheless. Eastern religions don't offer much in the 

way of hope, as they are tied to doctrines of fate, cycles 

of history, and a nirvana of extinction. Reformation 

Protestantism is pretty despairing, too, with Calvin's 

belief that it would have been better for most people if 

they had never been born, predestined as they are for 

damnation. Secularism and materialism are no better, 

as wealthy secular societies tend to have the highest 

rates of suicide. 

But in the Catholic Church, there is hope. Salvation 

is open to every man willing to take it. And though Jesus 

warned His apostles that following His way meant 

enduring inevitable persecution and hatred, He also 

gave them this promise: The gates of hell would not 

prevail against the Church. Even outsiders recognize 

this. Who ever heard of a deathbed conversion to 

Methodism? Hope comes from the Real Thing. 

  

9. The Inquisition 

The Inquisition? Yes, let's not be shy. The Inquisition is 

every Catholic-basher's favorite tool of abuse -- though 

it is one that is very much not in the basher's favor. 

There were several Inquisitions. The first in order of 

importance in Catholic history was the Inquisition 

against the Albigensians -- a heresy that encouraged 

suicide, euthanasia, abortion, sodomy, fornication, and 

other modern ideas that were distasteful to the 

medieval mind. The struggle against the Albigensians 

erupted into war -- and a war that could not be 

carefully trammeled within crusading boundaries. So 

Pope Gregory IX entrusted the final excision of the 

Albigensian heresy to the scalpel of the Inquisition 

rather than the sword of the Crusader. 

Did the Inquisition of the 13th century strike fear 

into the people of western Europe? No. Its scope was 

limited; its trials and punishments more lenient to the 

accused than were those of its secular counterparts. 

Inquisitional punishment was often no more than the 

sort of penance -- charity, pilgrimage, mortification -- 

that one might be given by a priest in a confessional. If 

one were fortunate enough to live in England, 

northern France, Belgium, the Netherlands, 

Scandinavia, or, with the exception of Aragon, even, at 

this time, Spain, the risk that one might be called 

before an inquisition trial was virtually zero. The focus 

of the Inquisition was in the Albigensian districts of 

southern France; in Germany, where some of the 

worst abuses occurred; and in those parts of chaotic 

Italy rife with anticlerical heresy. In all cases, parts of 

chaotic Italy rife with anticlerical heresy. In all cases, 

inquisitional courts sat only where Church and state 

agreed that peace and security were threatened. 
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Nevertheless, the courts were abused. The Church 

could not modify an ironclad rule of life as true in the 

13th century as it is today: Every recourse to law and 

the courts is a calamity. But the Church then, and 

people today, seemed to assume it is better than 

vigilantes and war. There's no accounting for some 

tastes. 

More famous, certainly, is the Spanish Inquisition. 

The Spanish Inquisition was a state-run affair, where the 

Church's role was to act as a brake of responsibility, 

fairness, and justice on the royal court's ferreting out of 

quislings (who were defined, after centuries of war 

against the Muslims, as those who were not sincere and 

orthodox Catholics). Recent scholarship, which has 

actually examined the meticulous records kept by the 

Spanish Inquisition, has proven -- to take the title of a 

BBC documentary on the subject -- "The Myth of the 

Spanish Inquisition." We now know, beyond all doubt, 

that the Monty Python sketch of inquisitors holding an 

old lady in "the comfy chair" while they tickle her with 

feather dusters is closer to the truth than images of 

people impaled within iron maidens. (One of the 

standard works of scholarship is Henry Kamen's The 

Spanish Inquisition: A Historical Revision, Yale University 

Press.) In the course of an average year, the number of 

executions ordered by the Spanish Inquisition -- which 

covered not only Spain but its vast overseas empire -- 

was less than the number of people put to death 

annually by the state of Texas. And this at a time when 

heresy was universally considered a capital crime in 

Europe. The myth of the Spanish Inquisition comes from 

forged documents, propagandizing Protestant 

polemicists, and anti-Spanish Catholics, who were 

numerous. The fact is, far from being the bloodthirsty 

tribunals of myth, the courts of the Spanish Inquisition 

were probably the fairest, most lenient, and most 

progressive in Europe. 

The man who heads up the modern office of the 

Inquisition, the prefect of the Congregation for the 

Doctrine of the Faith, is Joseph Cardinal Ratzinger, the 

Panzer-Kardinal of the Vatican. Would that he would 

subject the hierarchy of the Catholic Church in America 

to an Inquisition. It needs it. Indeed, here's a new 

rallying cry that I'd like to see become popular: "Bring 

back the Inquisition!" 

  

8. The Crusades 

All right, I recognize that this is another problem area 

for some milquetoast Catholics, but let's be blunt: Do 

we believe in reclaiming the world for Christ and His 

Church, or don't we? Medieval knights took that 

responsibility seriously, wore the cross on their capes 

and tunics, and prayed and understood an 

incarnational faith that acted in the world. It was these 

knights' defensive war -- and the defensive war of the 

Church and its allies up through the 18th century, for a 

millennium of Western history -- that repelled Islamic 

aggression and kept western Europe free. For that we 

should be ashamed? No: It is one of the glories that 

was Christendom that in the Middle Ages the pope 

could wave his field marshal's baton and knights from 

as far away as Norway -- not to mention England, 

France, and Germany -- would come to serve. Men 

were Catholics first in those days. 

Today, because of Islamic terror groups, the West 

is again strapping on its armor. We shouldn't be 

ashamed of our predecessors who were compelled to 

do the same. 

  

7. The Swiss Guards and the French Foreign Legion 

Though only one of these institutions is under the 

direct supervision of the Vatican, both qualify as 

Catholic institutions that should warm the very cockles 

of our hearts. Indeed, next time you meet a Protestant 

who asks you why you are a Catholic, try telling him 

this: "I'm a Catholic because I believe in the one, holy, 

catholic, and apostolic Church as founded by Jesus and 

His disciples and as led through the power of the Holy 

Spirit by the pope in Rome who is himself guarded by 

the Swiss guards of the Vatican whose uniforms were 

designed, at least some believe, by Michelangelo." If 
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your interlocutor doesn't immediately seek instruction 

to convert, you know you've met a hard case. 

As for La Légion Étrangère, it seems to me that as 

the product of a Catholic culture, showcasing a Catholic 

militarism by accepting men of all nations and 

backgrounds, devoted to one common goal, and by 

bestowing a sort of secular forgiveness of sins via its 

traditional offer of anonymity for recruits, it is a good 

reflection of the Catholic spirit. Indeed, two anecdotes 

might help illustrate this fact. First, there is the spirit of 

Catholic realism, perhaps best told in a story from the 

devotional book, The Paratroopers of the French Foreign 

Legion: From Vietnam to Bosnia. Here one finds a 

Catholic chaplain in Bosnia handing out medallions of 

the Blessed Virgin Mother. He admonishes his 

legionnaires that the medallion "does not replace good 

cover and it does not replace armor. I don't do voodoo 

here. So be careful." Well said, Father. 

If that anecdote affirms Catholic realism and natural 

law, here's one that reminds us why fighting men have 

always respected Catholic chaplains above others. It 

comes from the morally offensive Catholic writer 

Christian Jennings, in A Mouthful of Rocks: Modern 

Adventures in the Foreign Legion: 

 This was the padre assigned to our unit. He wore 

full combat kit and a large silver crucifix on a chain, 

which matched his parachute wings. . . . A Spanish 

recruit I had been playing poker against suddenly 

started making faces and gesturing behind the 

Padre's back, when suddenly, without taking his 

eyes off the Frenchman to whom he had been 

talking, the priest jerked his elbow backwards into 

the Spaniard's face, slamming him against an oven. 

Charming, n'est-ce pas? And a reminder that for most 

people, the faith is best taught by action and example 

rather than by words. 

  

6. Art 

Certainly the famous literary Catholics of the English-

speaking world -- John Henry Cardinal Newman, Hilaire 

Belloc, G. K. Chesterton, Graham Greene, Evelyn 

Waugh, Siegfried Sassoon (who converted later in life), 

and Thomas Merton -- have all played an enormous 

part in my own conversion and continuing appreciation 

of the Faith. Even Catholics of an unorthodox stripe (like 

Greene) have had a powerfully orthodox influence on 

me. 

Writing, of course, is far from the only artistic 

testimony to the Faith. Catholicism has always 

surrounded itself with beauty, regarding it as the 

splendor of truth. In the words of the German priest, 

professor, and theologian Karl Adam, "Art is native to 

Catholicism, since reverence for the body and for 

nature is native to it." The Puritan influence is foreign 

to Catholicism -- just as the idea that smashing altars, 

defacing Madonnas, and breaking stained glass as a 

religious act is foreign, and indeed heretical, to 

Catholics. The Catholic Church leaves such Talibanism 

to the Protestants and iconoclastic heresies. The 

Catholic Church, instead, offers a celebration of 

beauty; and beauty, in our world of pierced faces, 

body tattoos, gangsta rap, and concrete tower blocks, 

is something we could use much more of. 

  

5. Freedom 

Yes, the good old reactionary, repressive Catholic 

Church has been the most ardent defender of freedom 

in the history of the world -- though it almost never 

gets credit for it. We live in an age of determinist 

ideologies -- with the fate of nations and individuals 

supposedly determined by race, economics, history, 

psychology, genetics, or even -- insofar as Protestants 

have any common doctrinal beliefs -- predestination. 

The Catholic Church stands alone in radical defense of 

man's free will. 

When the media, Protestants, and dissenters tell 

practicing Catholics that the impulse to sexual activity 

is overwhelmingly powerful and can't be controlled or 

renounced, Catholics alone say, "No, man is free. All 

Christians are called to chastity, and what they are 

called to do, they can do, and some can freely take on 
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celibacy as a sacrifice to better serve God and His 

Church." 

When Maximus in the movie Gladiator rallies his 

cavalrymen with the words, "What we do in this life 

echoes in eternity," he is speaking like a Catholic, not 

like a Reformed Protestant or a Muslim who believes 

that eternity is already written and that man has no free 

will. 

When skeptics complain that the evidence for God 

is not clear or that a God who allows suffering and evil is 

Himself sadistic and evil, the Catholic responds, "Our 

God has made us free men. True freedom always comes 

with costs and challenges. You see, ours is not a religion 

of make-believe where actions have no consequences. 

Ours is a religion of life as it really is. And life as it really 

is, is a life of original sin. Catholicism is a religion of 

pilgrimage, freely accepted, to grow in Christ, to 

overcome sin." 

It is another oft-propounded myth that the Western 

world didn't taste of freedom until the Protestant revolt 

of Martin Luther, which led to the division and state 

subordination of churches in northern Europe and 

eventually led, in some countries, to the separation of 

church and state and the irrelevance of church to state. 

But who would blatantly say that the Renaissance -- 

against which Luther revolted -- was not free? Who 

would deny that the great check on state power 

throughout the entirety of European history, from the 

conversion of Constantine until the 20th century, was 

the Catholic Church? 

Think of the Roman Emperor Theodosius, 

commander of all Rome's legions, stripping himself of 

all imperial insignia to do penance before an unarmed 

cleric, St. Ambrose, bishop of Milan. It was the Catholic 

Church that brought a moral check to bear on the 

exercise and perquisites of power. 

Think of the martyrdom of Sir Thomas Beckett and 

Sire Thomas More. Think of the Protestant revolt, which 

argued that the power of the state was scriptural and 

the power of the papacy -- the power of Christ's Church 

against the demands of the state -- was not. 

Think of the Enlightenment, the French Revolution, 

the Kulturkampf of Bismarck, and later intellectual and 

political currents, including fascism, communism, and 

the liberalism of our own time, all of which saw -- or see 

-- the state as the essential thing, centralization of state 

authority as the central task, and state direction as the 

essential instrument of reform. And what was the 

roadblock to these "reformers"? The Catholic Church. It 

was the Church that asserted the independence of 

"subsidiarity institutions." It was the Church that 

defended the rights of the family against the state. It 

was the Church that protested, in the words of Pope 

Pius XI, against the "pagan worship of the state." 

The true Catholic is a natural Tory anarchist -- 

someone who believes in loyalty to persons, 

institutions, and the faith -- semper fidelis -- and in 

otherwise letting les bons temps rouler. 

  

4. The Saints 

The Catholic is never alone. God is always near. The 

Catholic remembers Mary. He remembers her saying 

yes to the Incarnation. He remembers those who have 

gone before him: the vast parade of saints whose 

personalities and attributes are so various, so free, and 

yet so devoted to the singular path that leads to 

holiness and union with God. 

Catholic women -- as I noted in my agnostic 

Anglican days, when I was dating them -- had stained-

glass minds: an awareness of the romance of the past 

and of the depth and color of Christian history, even if 

it was just a velleity, not captured in details or 

knowledge. Catholics aren't divorced from history. 

They are not alone with their Bibles and their 

consciences. Catholics live history. They are part of the 

continuum of 2,000 years (or with the Old Testament, 

even longer) of man's pilgrimage with God. 

In the Apostles' Creed, the earliest formulary of 

Christian belief that we have, the Bible is never 

mentioned. Individual conscience is never mentioned. 

What is mentioned is history: "born of the Virgin Mary, 

suffered under Pontius Pilate, was crucified, died, and 
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was buried." And what is affirmed is belief in God; in the 

life, resurrection, and coming judgment of Jesus; and 

then the final litany: "I believe in the Holy Spirit, the 

Holy Catholic Church, the communion of saints, the 

forgiveness of sins, the resurrection of the body, and life 

everlasting." 

To the Catholic, life is good; the body is good (which 

is why it will be resurrected); and it is good for man, if 

we remember Genesis, not to be alone. In the Catholic 

Church, he is never alone but lives within the body of 

Christ, the Church Militant, wherein he receives the 

sacraments of his earthly pilgrimage; in his prayers for 

the dead, he remains in prayerful connection with the 

Church Suffering; and in his emulation of the saints and 

prayers for their intercession, he looks ahead to the 

Church Triumphant in heaven. 

And what saints there are. "St. Michael the 

Archangel, defend us in battle"; the beloved St. Francis, 

"Lord, make me a channel of Your peace"; the "Dumb 

Ox" of logic and reason's call, St. Thomas Aquinas; St. 

Ignatius Loyola, who showed what miracles of 

conversion "the Pope's marines" could achieve when 

they were all devoted and orthodox (let us hope that 

they will be again); and on and on in endless panorama. 

All this belongs to the priceless Catholic heritage. 

Catholicism does not circumscribe and narrow the truth 

and practice of religion as all heresies do but celebrates 

the fullness of humanity and God's creation. 

The saints show us the way. Catholics do not 

presume that they are saved through faith alone -- as 

do Protestants. Salvation, of course, comes through 

God's grace. But as part of our free acceptance of that 

grace, we are called to become holy: to work, to act, to 

participate in that constant drama where we struggle to 

live the life of a saint -- to live, that is, the life of Christ. 

None of us is the elect, predestined to salvation, with 

the remainder (the majority) predestinedly condemned 

to hell, as Calvin taught. The Catholic believes he is 

called to acts of corporal and spiritual mercy and that 

these help him, by God's grace, to achieve expiation of 

sin. Our models and aides in our never-ending effort to 

achieve sanctity are Jesus, the apostles, and all the 

saints. 

  

3. Unity 

When we affirm the Nicene Creed, we affirm our belief 

in the "one, holy, catholic, and apostolic Church." The 

Creed does not say "many, reformed, anti-Catholic, 

Bible-based churches." Nor does it say, "several nation-

based, auto-cephalous, and selectively conciliar 

churches." The Church is called to be one -- one body of 

Christ, one bride of Christ. 

Over the course of 2,000 years, its unity has denied 

the law of entropy. That it has avoided the most 

common of temptations -- to embrace nationalism or 

solipsism as the essence of belief -- always and 

everywhere affirming the catholicity of the Church, is 

proof of its authentic teaching. It is indeed a glory of 

the Church that it encompasses all men and can use 

the talents of all nations. The "elasticity, freshness of 

mind, and sense of form of the Roman combine with 

the penetration, profundity, and inwardness of the 

German, and with the sobriety, discretion, and good 

sense of the Anglo-Saxon. The piety and modesty of 

the Chinese unite with the subtlety and depth of the 

Indian, and with the practicality and initiative of the 

American," as Karl Adam enumerates these qualities in 

The Spirit of Catholicism. 

Objective truth knows no borders. Surely when 

Paul preached "one Lord, one faith, one baptism," he 

did not envisage, and would not approve of, the 

20,000 or more varieties of Protestant experience. The 

story of the early Church is the story of the Catholic 

attempt to maintain Christian unity in accordance with 

the truth against a sea of heresies -- a sea that, as a 

working out of the Reformation, has now in the 

popular mind washed away the very idea of heresy. 

The Reformation marks the entrance of relativism into 

Christian life, and relativism denies unity. More 

important, it denies objective truth, and therefore 

relativism itself can't be true, however attractive it 

might be to those who, in the words of St. Irenaeus 

writing in the second century, are "heretics and evil-

thinkers, faction makers, swelled-headed, self-

pleasing." Our unity as the "one, holy, catholic, and 
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apostolic church" is one of the proofs of the verity of 

the Catholic faith. 

That unity is seen in another way, too: namely, in 

the way that the Church brings together reason and 

mystery, piety and beauty. It is seen in the way that the 

Church affirms all positive values -- as found anywhere 

in history or in the world -- that are in accordance with 

natural law and fidelity to the deposit of faith. And it is 

seen in the way that the Church truly accepts the unity 

of God's creation and Christ's teaching, refusing to let it 

be parceled up and delimited by nations, philosophers, 

or pedants who seek to shrink-wrap the faith to their 

own specifications. The true faith is universal, effulgent, 

and living. 

  

2. The Sacraments 

The sacraments and the visible Church are another 

proof and nurturer of the faith. I am among the least 

mystical of men, but I will gladly stump up and affirm 

the efficacy of the sacraments, sincerely and prayerfully 

entered into. With Pascal I would affirm that one 

actually learns the Catholic faith by doing -- which is 

why deracinated, prissy, critical philosophes standing 

outside will never "get it." The faith of the Catholic is a 

great drama unfolding before God, and we are the 

players in it. There is the awesome reality of the 

Eucharist, God made flesh at every Mass, and our 

responsibility before Him and in receiving Him. There is 

the visible alter Christus of the priesthood. Even those 

sacraments that many Catholics find painful -- such as 

penance -- are powerful reminders of the reality of God 

and of the necessity of both our faith and our good 

works. 

For me, Shakespeare captured this best in Henry V. 

Before the battle of Agincourt, Henry pleads with God 

to remember his works -- not his faith alone -- on behalf 

of the Church: 

Not today, O Lord, 

O, not today, think not upon the fault 

My father made in compassing the crown! 

I Richard's body have interred new, 

And on it have bestow'd more contrite tears 

Than from it issued forced drops of blood; 

Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 

Who twice a day their wither'd hands hold up 

Toward heaven, to pardon blood; and I have built 

Two chantries, where the sad and solemn priests 

Sing still for Richard's soul. More will I do; 

Though all that I can do is nothing worth, 

Since my penitence comes after all, 

Imploring pardon. 

It is extremely odd to me that Protestants should take 

pride in reducing the transmission of God's grace from 

the seven sacraments held by the apostolic Catholic 

Church and Orthodox churches to two. When 

Protestants say that the celibate priesthood and 

religious life show a lack of respect for marriage, it's 

worth reminding them that to Catholics marriage is a 

sacrament, an institution of divine grace -- something 

rather more elevated than it is for Protestants. And for 

Catholics, holy orders is a sacrament, making our 

priesthood rather more important than a Protestant 

ministry. For Catholics, religion is not all in the mind. It 

is tangible, present, and living. In short, it is real. 

  

1. Truth 

Nothing else would matter about Catholicism if it 

weren't true. But it is our firm belief as Catholics that it 

is true. And, indeed, I believe that the historical case 

for the Catholic Church is virtually irrefutable, as 

irrefutable as it was to Cardinal Newman. And there is 

something else. We know that the Church affirms that 

its members and servants are all subject to original sin. 

But while men might falter, the teaching of the Church 
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does not. That has been our rock, tested through the 

tempests of centuries and undiminished through time. 

Innumerable secular and other forces are against 

us. Even within our own midst we have been painfully 

reminded of the work that needs to be done to cleanse 

and purify our Church. Evil stalks the world. But then, it 

always has. And the Church has survived, and in the 

heat of persecution, it has grown in numbers and 

strength. Let us remember that fact. And let us always 

keep in mind the immortal words of Auberon Waugh: 

"There are countless horrible things happening all over 

the country, and horrible people prospering, but we 

must never allow them to disturb our equanimity or 

deflect us from our sacred duty to sabotage and annoy 

them whenever possible." 

Amen to that. Keep the faith, dear readers, and 

remember that our ultimate destination is heaven. 

 

H. W. Crocker III is the author most recently of The 

Politically Incorrect Guide to the Civil War (Regnery). 
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