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Radical Thoughts For A Bicentennial Year 

The woods are a freezing old witch 
a bush of wild worsted 
standing on end in stark horror 
she's at her wits' end: she croaks out her rattle and rap 
but all of it's lost on the big ear of the deaf mute: 
as far as he is concerned she is worsted. But busted. 

And the roots? the roots for her hair? 
They simply don't care 
they couldn't care less what's happening up there 
they're made to survive damnation and death 
they've voted for life and salvation. 

And they're going to win by god. 
Already they've set up a stir in their soft skins, according to plan: 
already some have set out, untangling their silk skeins 
inching down into the dark 
drawing the cold world along on their shoulders 
and now and again as they pause to climb crumbs in the way 
to negotiate with the real boulders and send their soft needles 
into the lazy good for nothing dinosaur bones 
urging with loving insistence that every split second 
brings us nearer the center where the big heart pumps 
blood 	water 	fire 	light 
that any minute now will be the day 
on the calendar and that even this minute 
if we but listen we can feel all of us 
bobbing on the waves of its deep throb throbbing — 

and that goes for the robin, too, the robbed robin: 
he too will recover his stolen goods and will soar into the air where 
in the sun the woods is shaking loose her green gold hair 
and rejoicing he will build his nest there. 

—Sister Mary Virginia Micka 
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PERU KALEIDOSCOPE 

Sister Marie Esterre McHale 

INDIAN SUMMER? or is it (for the voice of the Dove iS 
heard in our land) a second spring? A spring not all of 
a piece. Like a Minnesota spring: thaws and bliz-
zards, sunshine and ice storms, leaping about 
kaleidoscope fashion. Carrying us three steps for-
ward and two back. Still, that's one step to the good. 

THEN: 1962-1972 

. . my flesh longs for you like a dry and thirsty 
land without water." 

Our business in Lima finished, we reserve the three 
back seats of a colectivo 1  for the trip back to Arequipa. 
Arequipa, the White City. Arequipa, the Rome of 
Peru. Arequipa — as of the past six months — home! 
2 A.M. Pitch black under foggy Lima sky. Honk! 
Honk! he's here. Three white-habited sisters emerge 
with suitcases. Buenos dias to the driver and two 
drowsing front seat passengers. Chau, Lima! 

Through dark streets to the outskirts. South 
through the coastal desert. Full moon shining on 
sand. Making good time; it's relatively flat here. Sand 
and mountains to the left. Sand and sea to the right. 
Sand. Sand. Straight ahead nothing but sand. 

3 A.M. Through the sleeping streets of San An-
tonio. A rooster crows. 

5 A.M. Through the stirring streets of Chincha. A 
donkey brays. 

6 A.M. Sun rising over the sand dunes of Ica. 
People moving about. A naked child playing in sun 
and sand. 

8 A.M. Nazca. Breakfast stop. Men relieve them-
selves beside the bus. Women aren't supposed to 
travel? or aren't supposed to have needs? 

On our way again through the desert. Sand to the 
left. Sand to the right. Dry sand. Thirsty sand, suck-
ing at the edges of the narrow river traced in green. 
Sun on sand. 

Now west again toward the coast. Beach: grey sand 
outlined in blue. Up and down. More sand. Curves. 
Tunnel — as we emerge, sand dazzles the eyes. Blue 

1. colectivo — a taxi that makes regular runs between cities 
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sea to the right. Sand- and rock-covered Andes to the 
left. 'Round and 'round. Up, down. 

2 P.M. Chala-by-the-sea. We shake the sand out of 
our white habits, the kinks out of our legs. 

Ya vamos. 'Round and 'round, up and down. Cerro 
de arenas — "sand mountain." Yellow sand flows 
gently, persistently, perpetually down the mountain, 
over the road, down the cliff to the sea. The car slows 
down, plows through the sand, picks up speed. On 
and on. Up and down. 'Round and 'round the moun-
tains. 

Night. Leaving the ocean behind we swing east 
into the Andes. Paschal moon silvers the sands. 
Mountains on either side. Slower now. 'Round the 
mountains. Rocks. Boulders balancing on cliffs. 
Parched earth. Thirsty sand. 

Out of the hills onto the pampa: vast, flat, sandy 
desert flanked by distant peaks. Blacktop flowing 
straight out through this dry and thirsty land without 
water. A curve. Back into the mountains. Slower 
now. Up, up and around. From a curve, a sudden 
glimpse of a valley studded with stars (Thomas-
Edison-stars). Arequipa, the White City, lies exposed 
by the full moon. Arequipa, the Rome of Peru. 
Arequipa, home. 

Our principal apostolate: the university. Starting 
from zero. An unusual, perhaps impossible venture: 
a university that emphasizes learning. Students agree 
to "no strikes — no politics" on campus. Can it work? 

Father Morris estimates it will take five to ten years 
to judge if a university so conceived and so dedicated 
can endure. (He underestimates: it will last twelve.) 
English classes divided among the three Madres. In 
addition, Sister Marie Loyola in ciencias economicas. 
Sister Amelia and I in pedagogia. 

Important: to give the students the best possible 
preparation. Enable them to advance socially and 
economically. Inspire them as dedicated Christians to 
give their first years in their profession to people in 
the deprived areas of the mountain and the jungle. 
Help the middle class so they will help the poor. 

They all want to advance socially and economically. 
They all want a degree. Some want to learn. A few 
want to help the poor. 



A period of mutual adjustment. Different 
backgrounds. Different methods. Different expecta-
tions. 

If they weren't so lovable, we'd be completely frus-
trated. And vice-versa. "Dictar la clase" — that is what 
is expected of the professor. The student comes 
supplied with notebooks, black ballpoint, red 
ballpoint, ruler. Teacher dictates (don't ask questions 
— that throws them.) Students copy. Interval for un-
derlining in red or black. 

Three times a year students memorize what they 
have copied, spout it out before a jury — and pass. 
No matter if what I have expressed in faulty Span-
ish doesn't make sense to them. What matters is 
that they have/have not recited it perfectly: 

. . . whereas Luzuriaga contends that the upper 
social classes as well as religious groups tend to main-
tain the status quo, keeping the lower classes in a situ-
ation of ignorance . . " 

Kids, do you believe that? Do you accept that? Do 
you understand that? 

Prof, don't ask questions. Dictate. 
What would happen, I wonder, if I should dictate: 

" . . . institutional education, as you may have ob-
served, is, by its very nature — is your grandmother a 
monkey? — conservative, and only when . . ." 

Perhaps a quizzical movement of an eyebrow: 
underline "grandmother" in red or black? Outside of 
class they can discuss poetry, Marx, resignation ver-
sus rights. It's only in the hall of learning that they 
close the mental portholes. 0 the dry and thirsty 
land! 

Holy Week in the Rome of Peru. The processions. 
Tonight's starts out from Santa Martha Church. A 
traditional parish. A 3oo-year-old parish. Our 
parish. 

Images to be carried in procession tonight: the Lord 
of Great Power, gift (three centuries ago) of Charles V 
of Spain. The Nazarene, seated, his crowned and 
bloody head resting on his hand. The Crucified Lord 
in brocade skirt attended by 17th century nobility: his 
mother, Mary Magdalene, John. Then Cristo Yacente, 
laid out like Snow White in an illuminated glass 
coffin. 

Traffic police reroute the cars of the ignorant. 
Statues on platforms banked with flowers and can-
dles sway (on the shoulders of sixteen men) down the 
center of the street. The faithful (of the over-thirty 
and under-ten generations) — how many thousands 
of them? — lighted candles wavering in their hands,  

"accompany the Lord." Palpable faith. Prayers over a 
loud-speaker. Intervals of profound silence. Slaking 
their thirst. At the end of the procession, eleven 
blocks behind the Lord of Great Power, a priest carry-
ing the Blessed Sacrament. Around him a few people. 

Holy Thursday. Packed church. Pews removed to 
make room for people — black-clad people. Mourn-
ers. He is on his way to death. Let us accompany the 
Lord. 

We squirm our way in, tangling with arms, legs, 
elbows. People move aside — a tiny bit — for the 
white-robed Madres. Shoulder to shoulder. Chin to 
nape of neck. The Mystical Body. Sweaty, odorifer-
ous physical bodies. Accompanying the incarnate 
Lord. 

Unending lines at the confessionals. Until 5 o'clock. 
Then confessors come out, take their places in the 
sanctuary, leaving unending lines at the confes-
sionals. The penitents regroup. A man with whom 
I am rubbing elbows leans over to ask the Madre 
if he may receive now, confess later. He hasn't 
been to the sacraments since last year. 

"He who comes to me will never be hungry, he 
who believes in me will never thirst." 

Going home from Mass, a stop at the bakery. Fresh 
bread comes out at seven. Sister Marie Loyola runs 
in. Sister Amelia and I wait in the car. 

On the steps of the building near us lump together 
a man, woman, two children. All barefoot. No blan-
ket. By morning the temperature will be about 35°F. 

Man wears a multi-colored chullo 3  on his head. 
Woman, a derby over her black braids. Children nes-
tle in her heavy woolen polleras . 4  

Sister Marie Loyola is back. Hot rolls have melted 
the plastic bag. We reach to help. A roll falls into the 
gutter. Little boy hops up from the step, grabs the 
roll, glancing at us to see if we will reclaim it. Tears off 
half for his little sister. Puts the rest into his mouth. 
Curls up again in his mother's polleras. 

Her chicks under her wing. Have they ever heard, I 
wonder — or experienced — "the things that are to 
their peace?" 

May. Registration for catechism. Sister Amelia re-
turns home cross, flustered, laughing, all at the same 
time. 
3. chullo — a sort of stocking cap with ear flaps worn by Indian 

men 
4. pollera — here: the wide, striped skirt usually worn in the plural 

by Indian women. Pollen, also means "chicken house." 
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Ninety-three students — all ages — all in the same 
room! 

Can't you do something about it? It turns out she 
can. Padre Ventura, delighted to have a Madre-
catechist, hunts out holes and closets. Next time each 
class with its young catechist has its own locale. 

Sister Amelia herself takes on a group of Indian 
women who want to make their First Communion. 
They number eight. Ages: who can tell? When an 
Indian woman has passed eighteen, she looks forty. 

Background: Hunger. Deprivation. Complete lack 
of mental stimulation. 

Motivation: Hunger? 
Language: For the first several weeks they are all 

mute. An occasional giggle betrays — that someone 
has understood something? or is nervous? or finds 
the Madre's accent amusing? Eventually it becomes 
evident that some, at least, know a little Spanish, 
although Quechua comes more naturally. 

At the last scrutiny Sister Amelia discovers there is 
still considerable uncertainty about who is greatest: 
God or the sun (s-U-n). On the strength of their good 
will, Padre Ventura passes them. May they recognize 
their Lord in the breaking of bread! 

December 1972. Final exam with the students in 
my Sociologia de la Educacion seminar. It's been fun. 

Offered the option of joining a discussion group or 
attending the regular lecture, twelve of my 45o stu-
dents sign up for the Wednesday afternoon seminario. 

They know it will demand more of them. First, 
each student is expected to have a book — an outlay 
of money. Then, since the regular schedule runs from 
seven a.m. to noon, it means two trips on Wednes-
days — double carfare and four long hauls on the 
overcrowded bus (where daily we disprove the 
theory that two bodies can't occupy the same space at 
the same time). For Hilda, lame, it means two buses 
each way from her Pueblo Jovens at the northeast edge 
of the city to the university in the southwest zone. 
"But I wouldn't miss it for anything." 

Twelve sign up: eleven ranging from average to 
bright; one, brilliant. 

A revolutionary method: discussion questions pre-
suppose that students read the chapter before class. 
Second shock: we all sit in a circle, all educandos 6 . The 
young learners discuss. The elder learner tries to keep 
her mouth shut except for an occasional guiding in- 

5. Pueblo Jove,' — literally "young town." Euphemism officially 
adopted in Peru to replace the term barriada (slum). 

6. educando — learner  

tervention. ("Just like Paolo Freire says!" comments 
Hugo in amazement.) 

They argue excitedly: All these "reforms" — aren't 
they really communistic? You mean you seriously be-
live the landowners would voluntarily share with the 
poor? My grandmother says the poor should praCtice 
Christian resignation. But I don't know — What's so 
Christian about that kind of resignation? (We've come 
a long way, baby.) Final exam over. Expressions of 
appreciation. Appalling, though, the summation 
made by Lourdes, rich in thoughts, feelings, ideals: 
"Hermana, it was wonderful. You let us talk and you 
listened to us and we really learned." In 16 years of 
formal education, this brilliant young woman's first 
experience of being listened to. 

1973. After prolonged disturbances, the university falls 
to the bad guys. We feel a moral obligation to 
withdraw. 

NOW: 1974-1976 

"I will guide them to streams of water." 

June, 1974. We've found it! We've found a house 
for us to live in! 

I (poor me!) am stranded in the States for an 
eight-month interval, while my two companions back 
in Arequipa, Sisters Tomasa and Mary', job-hunt, 
parish-hunt, house-hunt. The jobs (one has to eat) 
are the easiest. Schools are looking for native speak-
ers of English. Sagrado CorazOn snaps up Tomasa. 
Mary is snared by the Jesuits. 

Parish-hunting, a little more difficult. Foreseeing 
the university's impending collapse we look for a pas-
toral apostolate in a Pueblo Joven. At the time I leave 
for the States in February, we have already seriously 
considered and rejected several areas. 

May — the letter comes: district of Mariano Melgar. 
On the northeast edge of the city. Composed of one 
urbanizacion 8  and ten Pueblos Jovenes. Parish team: 
three Spanish Redemptorist priests; five variegated 
Little Sisters of the Assumption. Plus three North 
American Sisters of St. Joseph of Carondelet. Popula-
tion: umpteen thousand. 

Now all we have to do is find a house. 
June — an apartment. We're sorry, it's in the ur-

banizacion, no one in the PP. JJ. is willing to rent, they 

7. Sister Marie Loyola had returned to the U.S. for surgery; Sister 
Amelia, to die. 

8. urbanizacion — middle class residential section 
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live in their houses, you know, but look at the bright 
side: we have water, electricity, and we're only one 
block from the "border" and we have two PP. JJ. 
assigned to us. And when will you be back? 

October — Home at last! Home in the White City, 
the Rome of Peru! Home in Mariano Melgar of 
Arequipa! 

(Thank you, God, for sparing me the wrench of 
moving out of our beautiful house on loth Century 
Avenue and for bringing me to this cozy little apart-
ment just one block from a P.J. And help us to find 
you in this district of Mariano Melgar with its ump-
teen thousand people and let us help you grow.) 

P.J. Santa Rosa. The area near us already moving 
up to lower middle class: small but substantial 
houses. Electricity, water, sewage. Hard-working 
parents. Darling children. The farther zone still very 
much a Pueblo Joven. Windowless huts clinging to 
hillsides (all of Arequipa is either up or down). Un-
employed men playing soccer. 

P.J. Atalaya: "Watch Tower." Well named. It's "at 
the top." At the top of a narrow, rocky road winding 
up a cliff at the top of the district which is already at 
the top of the city. No light. No water. But, perched 
on its Ande, it has more rain in the rainy season, 
more sun in the nine months of "eternal springtime" 
which is Arequipa. And a magnificent view. 

Atalaya, one of the youngest of the Young Towns. 
The adults: recently arrived from the mountains. 

Bewildered. So this is The City where everything was 
going to be better. Quechua-speaking, though a few 
of the women, most of the men, can communicate in 
heavily accented Spanish. 

The children: smiling through ring-worm sores. 
Bright-eyed. Hungry. 

December, 1975. End of the school year. Summer. 
First Communion at Santa Rosa. 
Parents flanking white-gloved girls in bridal 

gowns. (The eternal battle of the gowns. "But Madre, 
she's got to make it now. The dress won't fit her next 
year." Try to clarify values. We can't lick 'em. We 
don't want to jine 'em.) 

Parents flanking dark-suited boys with white rib-
bons on their sleeves. Hermana Tomasa, resplendent 
in her new green dress, pokes the children into place. 
Children's choir directed by catechist Martha. More 
enthusiasm than melody. Medical student, Ruben, 
head catechist, looking over horn-rimmed glasses (a  

mark of distinction), waiting for relative silence be-
fore beginning the reading. 

Young Padre Pepe. His third Mass today. Two 
more to go. A new generation receiving the Bread of 
Life. 

Mass over. Photographers swarm in. Each child 
must be snapped standing before the altar with his 
sponsors. Hold the candle up. Look at the camera. 
Next. Hermana, can I receive Holy Communion next 
week? Can I receive during this summer? 

"They who eat me will hunger for more, they who 
drink me will thirst for more." 

Hermana, when does catechism begin next year? 
Can we come even if we have made our First Com-
munion? 

Chau, Hermanas. See you in April! 
First Communion in Atalaya. 
Even here, parents revere custom. Little girls in 

bridal dresses. 
In the windowless brick chapel (constructed by the 

non-churchgoing men) the Holy Sacrifice com-
mences. In the vernacular. What a blessing! Well, it 
would be if everyone here knew Spanish. 

Hermana Mary, trim in beige suit, keeps an eye on 
the wrigglers. 

No, no. Naughty boy! (She pulls him away from 
the pillar.) You wouldn't urinate in your own house, 
would you? (It's a question.) 

Another First Communion. For some, the last. 
Hermanas, when are you coming back? In April? 

But that's so far away! 
And the Mothers' Club, Madre? Won't we meet till 

April either? 
It was fun learning to make Christmas decorations. 

In April can we learn to make bocaditos 9  to serve at a 
house-roofing? 

And maybe next year we could learn to read and 
write? 

March, 1976. School starts next week. What say we 
make one last trip to the beach? Lunch and bathing 
suits stashed away in the trunk of our nine-year old 
Peugeot, along with a gallon of water and a gallon of 
gas. You don't take chances in the desert. 

West on the "new" (1966) highway into the moun-
tains. Two-lane blacktop with white line down the 

9. bocaditos — hors d'oeuvres 
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middle. Road signs to boot. Wow, is this progress! 
Through the irrigation project, El Cural — look at 

all that green Alfalfa growing in the desert! 
And that house going up! And those piles of rocks 

for more houses! 
Then out between rock-covered, sand-covered 

peaks until we reach the pampa. The same old 
pampa. Flat, vast expanse of sand. Grey sand stretch-
ing out on both sides of the highway to the orange-
tinted mountains on the horizon. Green dunes rising 
crescent-shaped in response to the perpetual east 
wind. 

Look, a snow plow. They've knocked down some 
of the sand dunes. See where that greenish sand is 
scattered on top of the grey? 

It must be La Joya irrigation project is really taking 
shape. 

Imagine, some day we'll be riding across this 
pampa between fields of wheat and corn. 

Yes, some day. Mariana. 

Right now it's desert. Grey, sandy, dry, thirsty 
desert. We look out the car windows trying to im-
agine it otherwise. 

Hey, what's that? It can't be! But the Atacama 
desert is the driest in the world — what's that bush 
doing there? 

A lone, low, aspiring tuft of green pushing up 
through the sand. 

Through the parched ground. 
Through the thirsty sand. 
Through the sand clogging the irrigation ditch. 

Grey sand sucking up the stray drops of water. 
Transformation to verdant life. 

"Let the wilderness and the dry lands exult, let 
the wasteland rejoice and bloom, 

let it bring forth flowers like the jonquil, let it 
rejoice and sing for joy . . . 

for water gushes forth in the desert, streams in 
the wasteland." in  

THE HAPPY FARMER 

Sister Mary Jane Linn 

PLANT 	 COMPANION 	 TO REPEL 

asparagus 	 tomatoes 	 asparagus beetle 
beans 	 potatoes, marigolds, 	mexican bean beetle 

nasturtiums 
cabbage 	 tomatoes, mint 	cabbage butterfly 

cabbage maggot 
corn 	 larkspur 	 japanese beetle 
lettuce, peas, roses 	chives 	 aphids 
cucumbers 	 radishes 	 cuke beetle 
potatoes 	 horseradish 	 potato bug 
roses 	 garlic 	 mildew 
squash 	 radishes 	 squash bug 
any plant 	 onions 	 cutworm 
any plant 	 marigolds 	 nematodes 
any plant 	 radishes 	 root maggots 

Note: radishes attract root maggots. Plant them as a trap crop. One that really 
works: plant some chives here and there near the lettuce. 

10 	THE ARK 



POEMS AND PACKAGE CAKES 

Sister Mary Kraft 

FROM MY GRADE SCHOOL DAYS the name Sister Mans 
Stella has had warm associations for me. In high 
school that name took flesh as I'd see her make her 
way across the campus. My thoughts would follow 
her. Who was she? What was she like? Why did she 
write poetry? How was she able to notice such detail 
around the shrine of Mary near the outskirts of the 
woods? I kept up my side of the relationship over the 
years, but it wasn't until fall, 1973, that I contrived 
circumstances to have a chat with her: an article for 
Beginnings. It is a time I treasure. The transcript of 
that interview follows; by then she was Sister Alice. 

M: Sister Alice, I'd really like to start talking to you 
way back in Iowa. We drove through the Great Lakes 
region and someone said that was where you were 
from. You had been more or less on my mind because 
I had been trying to get a copy of Frost for St. Brigid. In 
your poems you mention the region, the geography 
of the area and also you mention your parents and 
your family. 
A: My father and mother, particularly, yes. 
M: Would you mind telling me the kind of influence 
your father and mother had on you? Your father, on 
the one hand, seems to have been a rather 
philosophical kind of man. The poem you wrote on 
"Where These Flowers Grew". . . . 
A: Oh, well, he was an ecologist long before there 
was such a word. He was always for the preservation 
of the natural world. He helped to form an associa-
tion that is still functioning today called Okoboji Pro-
tective Association. These men are now working at 
the same old subject, the corruption of the waters of 
the Great Lakes region. Trying to get people not to 
put all their sewage into this beautiful set of lakes. So 
I remember that day. He looked at me as much as to 
say, is this little vandal my child? Had he gotten after 
me, spanked me or something of that sort. But he 
didn't. He just looked in horror and said, "Now, 
now, now Alice, that's too bad. You and your little 
friend shouldn't pull flowers like that. You know, 
where these flowers grew, no flowers will ever grow 
again. You've taken them up by the bulbs." Of 
course, I could put an addendum to that. The real 

estate agents finished off what we did shortly after 
because Des Moines was growing. This happened in 
Des Moines which is a long way from the lake. I got 
all the flowers, they were May apple blossoms, I got 
them all into the basket we had brought home and I 
said to my little friend, Velma, "You take 'em home." 
She said, "Huh?" I said, "I don't ever want to see 
them again." I have never enjoyed picking wild flow-
ers because of that. 
M: How old were you? 
A: Oh, I don't even know. Ten, eleven. The children 
were always bringing these flowers to the teachers. 
M: Your mother. Did she have a gift of words? 
A: Oh, my mother was a natural born actress! She 
had a tremendous memory and a wonderful reper-
toire of songs. Everything you ever heard of: folk 
songs, songs out of Shakespeare and, well, even 
"Finnegan's Wake." I think she substituted a few 
words in that but . . 
M: Did they encourage you to read a lot? 
A: I can't say that they did. My father was a musi-
cian, an amateur musician. He encouraged me to play 
the piano and my mother did, too. My mother was 
full of fairy stories and that kind of thing. But, you 
know, the exploitation of childhood hadn't burst 
upon us yet. Thank God, they just let me be a normal 
child . . . let me play with my little friends . . . do 
the chores that they assigned. You see in those days 
there were chores around the house. I was the 
youngest in the family and I always got what I called, 
as I told my mother once, "You always give me the 
low-downdest jobs of all." Like washing rubbers and 
dusting steps, cleaning the kerosene lamps. You peo-
ple talk about the good ol' days but you never smelt 
your hands after cleaning kerosene lamps. You can't 
get the smell off. 
M: That's an experience I've never had. How about 
the area in which you lived? Is that something you 
appreciated more as you grew older or did you al-
ways enjoy the outside? 
A: I loved it. I suppose partly because my family did. 
They loved it there at the lake. They were really de-
voted to it. And most of their neighbors did likewise. 
So many of the people who came there for even a few 
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weeks in the summer thought it was the most beauti-
ful place in the world. 
M: When did you leave Iowa? 
A: Well, I never really did leave Iowa. But when I 
entered the convent I was no longer an Iowa citizen 
and that was 1920. I was twenty. You see I came up 
here to Derham Hall for junior and senior years. We 
had left Des Moines. We were living in a small town 
in Lyon county and there was not an accredited high 
school, though I learned a lot in those non-accredited 
eighth, ninth and tenth grades. I will never forget it 
because I learned so much about the American way of 
life. Most of the children were from farms and about 
ninety per cent of them came from non-English 
speaking homes. Mostly Low-German and Holland 
Dutch. There were a few Yankees in the town. Down 
east Yankees we called them. But mostly Hollanders 
and Low-Germans. Very nice people. My father was 
their country doctor. They loved him dearly. And 
their hearts broke when he left. But he said it wasn't 
fair that the other children had graduated from good 
high schools in Des Moines, and I should graduate 
from an accredited school. My brothers were at the 
University of Minnesota. St. Paul was more accessible 
than large towns in Iowa. So I came to St. Paul. 
M: When did you start writing poetry? 
A: I had written little things — summer camp con-
tests and that sort of thing. And my older sister found 
some things that I had written as a child in school that 
I never thought of as poems and which, thank God, 
no one ever pointed out to me as poems. But they 
were rather sweet. And she dug them up and copied 
them and sent them to me. But I wrote my first formal 
poem per se in Sister Rose Catherine's class. She had 
told us to write a parody on Milton's sonnet "On His 
Blindness." And the next time she told us to write a 
sonnet like one of Milton's, which was a large order 
to a bunch of high school girls. And so I had just a 
lovely time doing that. I sat down and did it. She 
didn't say too much to me about it, but when the 
college magazine came out that summer (there 
weren't many college girls, you understand) this 
poem was in it. And I showed it to my mother. I was at 
home. The magazine came at home. And I tore in and 
showed it to my mother. And my mother read it 
through very carefully and looked at me as much as 
to say the ugly duckling has turned into a swan. Then 
she said, "I don't know where you get this. Nobody 
in my family that I ever heard of wrote poetry and I'm 
sure you don't get it from any of your father's people." 

So there you are. That was that. 
M: So you gave her a problem. 
A: Yes. I gave her a problem. 
M: When did you really dig in in earnest? 
A: When I was a novice. That's when I dug in in 
earnest. I had done a little when I was a freshman in 
college but, oh lord, it was so awful and it got pub-
lished in Ariston which was worse. The sad thing was 
that they were anxious to get fourteen lines that 
rhymed and I could toss it off easily enough but I 
didn't have a thing to say. So I began being serious 
about it as a novice and a postulant. I took a course in 
versification when I was a postulant that was given 
by some professor from the university. If I thought 
long enough I could remember who it was but right 
now I can't remember his name. Isn't that terrible! 
The name will come to me tomorrow at prayer or 
sometime when I don't want it. 
M: Did anyone encourage you to do your writing? 
A: Well, Sister St. Helene of course encouraged me 
tremendously. And then I got ordered as a young 
sister here at CSC. I hadn't my degree yet. I got or-
dered to take a correspondence course in versification 
from the University of Chicago. I took two and got 
along beautifully. I was lucky in my professor who 
was an extremely talented young Ph. D. Games Hul-
bert) at the University of Chicago. He was working 
under Dr. Manley in the famous Chaucer project. He 
and his wife used to go over my papers and between 
them, criticize them. He encouraged me to try publi-
cation. And then I got encouragement from a very 
famous old lady, dead many, many years. She's the 
foundress of the most distinguished poetry magazine 
in English, without a doubt — Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, which was published in Chicago from about 
1914 — and she actually published some of my 
things, using my sister's name. You see, I always 
wanted it published under my secular name. I felt 
that people would come with a kind of mind fixation 
when they saw Sister Maris Stella. Where if they saw 
Alice G. Smith they'd say, "Well, this is just another 
person. But a nun, we don't want to read a nun's 
poetry." Or they would read it and be so surprised. I 
remember a critic once who said, "This is not pietry. 
It's poetry." You see the difference? 
M: You mentioned this was a correspondence 
course, yet you seem to have personally known the 
instructor. 
A: Yes. I went to see him once. I looked him up after 
the second course. I was in Chicago one summer and 
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I got someone to go with me to his house. 
M: When I look at this collection of poems they seem 
grouped in subject areas. Did you write them that 
way? 
A: No. Some things belong to a certain period of 
time, but there's not a great deal of relationship be-
tween the first ones. The first one is "Resurrection," 
isn't it? That one was in Poetry after the death of Miss 
Monroe. She was a funny old lady. I visited her once 
at the editorial offices in Chicago. She came in with a 
shawl huddled around her and her hair looked like a 
bird's nest. She was just a plain old dame but she had 
been the first one to publish T. S. Eliot in this country 
and Ezra Pound, all of these people. She knew them 
all personally. She even showed me, you won't be-
lieve this, but she even showed me the autographed 
manuscript of Joyce Kilmer's "Trees." She had it 
there and she thought as a nun I would be interested 
to see this poem by a Catholic. But she came in in this 
little shawl and saw Sister Antonine and me standing 
there. This must have been spring, 1936, and she said 
"Sister Maris Stella, I am delighted to meet you. But I 
can't say that I'm happy to see you in that garb." She 
said, "It isn't that I don't like the nuns, but I don't be-
lieve in it." She made that little spiel and then she 
took me in and showed me the little things she 
thought would interest me and wished me all kinds 
of good luck and, dearheart, she was so much nicer 
to me than the gentleman — oh, I don't think he was 
a gentleman — who was running the Catholic Poetry 
Society in New York. I still don't know why but he 
gave me a terrible lecture about the pride of nuns in 
their students' work. Don't you think that's a good 
thing to have pride in? I still don't know where he got 
that idea. That was 1936, and my girl hadn't won The 
Atlantic Monthly Poetry Prize yet — she would before 
the year was out. Another girl had won the Forum 
magazine poetry prize in 1934. Catholic World had 
published a lot of her things and Forum published a 
couple of her things, and she got the title of Poet 
Laureate of Undergraduate America. 
M: My goodness. 
A: She made all the syndicated newspapers. 
M: There's a poem in the book here that I think 
brings out very well your appreciation of your stu-
dents' work called "Lines After the Last Class." 
A: Yes. They quote that on me, my old students. 
M: You seem so enriched by your students. 
A: Well darling, I loved teaching. You see, here I am, 
an old woman in my seventy-third year, and very 

close to the end of it. People say to me, "How can 
you, at your age, live on a dorm floor with forty-six 
girls?" The only answer is, "First of all, I have no 
responsibility for them. I'm here if they want me. 
Second of all, I happen to love them. I've lived with 
them all my life." And they say, "But the young 
people nowadays!" And I say, "The young people 
nowadays are pretty much what we've made them. 
And I find them just as lovable as ever!" Some of 
them are terribly mixed up, but so were some girls 
thirty years ago, forty years ago. Good lord, they 
weren't pre-sanctified angels in those days. I tell you, 
I just think they're darling! I know there are girls up 
here with terrific problems but they're simply won-
derful girls and so sweet, some of them. And so good! 
I can't tell you how good. And, oh, you know, some 
you think are so silly and they turn out doing some-
thing that's positively heroic — in putting up with 
people or something of that sort. 
M: Their virtues don't make the headlines. 
A: No! No! Read a book like Private Faces, Public 
Places if you want heroism. Abigail McCarthy was on 
the Mike Douglas Show on Wednesday afternoon at 
3:3o. I was so proud of her. You could see these men 
had such tremendous respect for her! 
M: Did any of your students, besides Ellen Murphy 
and Abigail, go on in the field of writing? 
A: Quite a few have. Some of them I don't hear 
much about. For example, there's a girl by the name 
of Jane Williams Pagel who lives in Seattle and she 
was a very promising writer, I thought. Well, now, 
what does she do? She gets married and has eight 
children in a row. How much time will she have to 
write? But the children began to get bigger and Jane 
started to write again and she's managed to pay the 
way of one or two of the girls through a private high 
school in Seattle through little humorous essays and 
short stories and stories for children's magazines. I 
kept waiting for the day, after two or three years of 
comparative freedom, when the youngest child 
would be in school, when she had number nine! And 
then she wrote an essay about the trials and tribula-
tions of this addition to the family though she loves 
the baby dearly! Now Jane's doing quite a lot of writ-
ing. Not in magnificent publications, but I'm looking 
for the day when she will do some quality writing. 
And a girl by the name of Mary Hoffman has done a 
great deal of free-lance writing, but apparently it's 
just free-lance writing. And there's a girl down in 
Wisconsin who does a lot of free-lance writing along 
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with running a kennel and also stables for riding 
horses. She does quite a bit of writing in this line but 
mostly in professional journals of her sort. Now, 
there are quite a few people like that. And one of the 
best writers I ever had is Mrs. Miles Hubbard, here 
in town, who has done so much for the St. Paul As-
sociation for Retarded Children. But she does her 
writing describing projects for government funding. 
M: That isn't Elizabeth Hubbard, is it? 
A: Yes, dear. She's the mother of eight children. 
M: Going back to poetry. What's it like for you to 
write a poem? 
A: Oh, I don't think I can tell you that because it's 
different each time. I haven't written a poem for a 
long time. 
M: You haven't? 
A: No, I haven't. You know, for one thing, when 
poems don't get published you think, so what? No-
body's going to read them anyhow, you see. Because 
it is a communication and, I can assure you, you don't 
get too much encouragement. So many people say, 
"Oh, poetry. I don't understand it. I skip the poetry 
in the magazine." This kind of thing. Well, if you 
hear enough of that. . . . Or if they come cooing at 
you saying, "Oh, your poetry's just wonderful but I 
don't understand it." You'd really like to tell them 
what a terrible thing that is to say: They don't under-
stand it. Oh, of course, what you can't say to them is, 
"You didn't put your mind to it, honey." 
M: Your comment that poetry is a communication 
really interests me because many poets say they write 
because they need to, for themselves. 
A: You need to communicate, don't you? 
M: Well, I suppose you can't have one without the 
other but isn't a lot of writing for personal release of 
some feeling, some emotion that a person wants to 
clear for herself? 
A: I think there's something to that. Certainly you 
have a feeling of great release when you're finished. 
But I don't picture myself writing just as a matter of 
self-expression. I don't talk to myself normally, un-
less I'm awfully upset. It's a good habit to get out of 
because you'll do it someday when somebody's 
around. No, I feel that I want somebody to receive the 
thing that I've tossed off. You wouldn't want to stand 
up in front of a room full of children and teach them 
if they turned their backs and went to sleep. You'd 
say, "Well, I might as well shut my mouth." And you 
see, this publishing business. . . . I've had so many 
calls for this book but it's out of print. Anyhow, I am 

probably more of an intellectual poet than an emo-
tional poet, though there's plenty of emotion if you 
look. 
M: That comment surprises me because I would have 
thought of you as just the opposite. There's one set of 
your poems that really interests me — "The Reed," 
"The Voice." Can I ask what was going on with you? 
A: What was going on with me? I was trying to learn 
how to pray, I was trying to achieve some type of 
touch with Christ, you see? "I am afraid of si-
lence . . ." Think of all the things that keep you 
from prayer. The radio's turned on. Better to turn the 
radio on than to be alone with your own thoughts. 
You see? It gets you down if you start thinking what 
you ought to be and what you aren't. 

I am afraid of silence. I am afraid 
of my own soul. I am afraid of hearing 
a voice — one voice above all voices . . . 

you see, this is the kind of thing: 

to which, did I but listen, I should be 
afraid of nothing. Nothing could frighten me. 

You see? What torture, incarceration, war, hell. If 
you're really sold on the idea that He is here, you're 
never alone. I wrote quite a few of those when I was a 
patient in St. Joseph's Hospital. I had written the key 
poems before that, "Riddles" — that's the key poem. 
I wrote that under a certain intellectual stress. I 
started it during a time when I was watching some-
thing happen that was really a kind of intellectual 
joke and I'd rather not describe what it was. Now this 
one, "Here Only a Dove": "Everything one sees or 
feels or hears in this world is an illusion" — I began 
that one night when I listened to some speeches from 
off-stage that I thought were absolutely hollow. And 
they were all beating the air and they were talking 
about something which, it seemed to me, they didn't 
even mean, and if they meant it they didn't know 
what they were saying. And I was really thoroughly 
annoyed intellectually at what I considered to be a 
fiasco; I might write it down sometime and they can 
read it sometime after I'm dead:That's when I started 
"Here Only a Dove"; it all suddenly came to me, 
when a man was talking on the stage and more or less 
beating the air, that everything we see is a kind of 
illusion, vanishing out of our sight, dissolving into air 
or dying away in silence. And then it skips from the 
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intellectual idea to the places I had been. There was a 
church with sea birds crying out continually their dis-
consolate cry, circling the windy spire. That was in 
Devonshire, in England, right by the sea: "Here only 
a dove rings its monotonous bell." A mourning dove. 
There are still a few mourning doves around. You 
know what it sounds like . . . tadee . . . tadoo 

. . tad000 . . . tadoo. It's very mournful. 

Here only a dove 
rings its monotonous bell. Soon it will fly 
away as all things fly except the mind's 
question and the immortal answer it finds. 

But you see, that is communication. It isn't just get-
ting a feeling out of my system. It's wrestling with an 
idea and at least I'm communicating with myself and 
trying to communicate it with love. And so all these 
others really have a great deal of connection. Now 
"Riddles," on the next page, is the same sort of thing. 
That's finding the key again. 
M: You said you wrote this one under some stress. 
A: Ah, yes. 
M: When I read this — maybe it's where it is placed, I 
don't know — I thought you had resolved the conflict 
that came before. 
A: Well, in "Riddles" I think there is a resolution. 
Yes. The really stressful one, other than the one 
called "Here Only a Dove," is "The Voice": "I am 
afraid of silence. I am afraid of my own soul." Here is 
the real fighting off. You don't want to pray. There 
was a retreat master here this summer who ap-
proached mental prayer as if it were a new discovery 
he had just made. At least that's the way I thought 
about it and I felt that many people were responding 
to it as if it were a totally new idea. I don't understand 
that. Where have they been all these years? But it's 
not an easy thing. It's tough. You read St. Teresa. It 
wasn't easy to pray the way Teresa prayed and she 
told the Lord so. "You have so few friends because 
you're not very nice to the ones you have." You see? 
She persevered nevertheless. And she probably has 
written some of the most remarkable things that ever 
have been written on prayer. She and the English 
mystics of the fourteenth century. And I was reading 
those people at the time I was writing these. I was 
introduced to the fourteenth century English mystics 
at Oxford by people, some of them not Catholic, but 
reading the mystics and loving it. Now, which of 
them is it who tells you not to be afraid of the dark, 

this dark in your own soul? Just press down and go 
through it! "For within this dark is Jesus hidden in his 
joy!" Now, that's Walter Hilton, The Scale of Perfection. 
And that's why it really grieves me when I find so 
many young Catholics who think if you want mysti-
cism you must turn to some guru from the orient. 
M: Your last poem here. I think it is "The Veil and 
the Rock." 
A: Yes. That's the one Dr. Fetler set to music, and 
the students performed it with the St. Paul Chamber 
Orchestra at the Guthrie. Oh! He did a beautiful job! 
And you know, he went through the book and picked 
that himself. I picked things I thought he might use 
but he would have none of them. And this he picked. 
He left out just a little. Nothing that had anything to 
do with the structure, just some amplification of the 
natural description. You see, that is an actual account 
of leaving home. And I did go on a boat, an old-
fashioned steam boat, from one end of Okoboji to the 
other. My father went with me. The train stopped at 
the other end. My mother was standing there on the 
porch of our house. It was awful. She was a semi-
invalid. It was awful to leave her. 
M: Why did he choose this poem? Was there a spe-
cial reason? 
A: Because it had a variety of emotional appeal so as 
to give the music a variety. And he gave it great va-
riety. 
M: I wish I had heard that. 
A: Oh, I wish you had and I wish they had made a 
tape of it but they didn't. There's something about 
the musicians' union. You can't tape anything with-
out their permission and they didn't give it. But I'm 
hoping they will perform it again, only they'll never 
have such a soloist. 
M: I hope if they do it again it will be advertised. 
What reactions have you had to your poetry? Do 
people talk to you about your poetry? 
A: Well, I can't say that I'm very encouraging to 
people to talk to me about my poetry because it em-
barrasses me some. Especially people who come as if 
you were some kind of curiosity, you know, or some 
kind of paragon. After all, you are just a normal 
human being and you like to be treated as such. I like 
to be thought of as a person rather than a poet, you 
see. I'd just as soon be thought of as an ex-English 
teacher or a faculty-in-residence on the dorm floor or 
somebody who tries to make cakes out of a package. I 
have seen some people become almost unapproach- 
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able because they were "poets" — spoken with a cer-
tain accent, don't you know? 
M: From some of your comments poetry seems to be 
having a crisis. Why? 

A: Well, I'll tell you. If you're a big enough name, 
you can get into print. There does remain this notion, 
let's call it a little prejudice, against poetry by reli-
gious people. It's a prejudice that I can perfectly well 
understand because I have read so much drivel that 
was supposedly pious poetry. This is a reaction I have 
sometimes had from perfect strangers who got hold 
of my book by accident and got reading it and sat 
down to write me. They were so surprised, happily 
surprised. I don't know, but maybe the day will come 
when I'm writing again. I doubt it. I think I'm getting 
very lazy. And I think I've said the thing I had to say. 
I think the thing I had to say was said pretty much in 
those sonnets. But I've written quite a bit of poetry 
that isn't in this book. And most of that has biblical 
background because I'm very fond of the Bible. I dis-
covered the Bible pretty much on my own because I 
taught a course in Old Testament here for years. And 
it grew on me and I loved it dearly. 

M: Just one or two more things. You mentioned 
some people who had an influence on your life. What 
about poets? 
A: Well, shall we say that when I started out I was 
totally under the influence of people like Shakespeare 
and Milton. That very first poem in Ariston , I think it 
must be summer 1917 — you can tell that though it's 
just a teenage girl and has no depth to it, it's pretty 
descriptive; she had been reading Milton's "L'Al-
legro," "Il Penseroso," "Lycidas." And I loved those 
things! I memorized reams and reams of it! And it's a 
very far cry, but the Miltonic diction is at least 
present. You see, artifically, this wasn't mine. This is 
trying, trying it out. And you have to try all different 

styles. And, of course, because I grew up close to 
nature and in the woods, by the lake, and all the rest 
of it, because my father was the kind of father he was, 
we loved nature. One of my brothers was an or-
nithologist for quite a while. I naturally turned to 
poems of nature. And so to people like Wordsworth 
and to some of the American poets. But as time goes 
on you have to develop your own way. I suppose 
even Eliot had a little bit of influence somewhere 
along the way, but much later. And you see by the 
time I knew Eliot, I was pretty well formed. Hopkins 
had a tiny bit of influence that comes out in — well 
there's a poem called "Bright Day" which some 
people think shows the influence of Hopkins. I don't 
think it shows that much. I really don't. I've tried 
always to find my own way of saying a thing rather 
than trying to imitate what the contemporaries are 
doing or what somebody way back in the nineties did 
or way back in the eighteenth century. That's not 
natural for me. 
M: Like Neil Diamond, folk singer, "I Gotta Be Me." 
A: I've heard of him. Well, that's what I've always 
tried to tell my students. Find out your own style. 
When they run from one style to another, I'm al-
ways suspicious that they're not doing it themselves. 
M: Maybe it's something they have to work through. 
A: Oh, that's the hardest thing, you see. But once 
you've found your style then you can say what you 
have to say; before that you can't. But of course, 
you've got to have something to say. 
M: Is there a poem you wouldn't mind submitting to 
Beginnings? 
A: Well, there isn't anything really lately 
M: What do you mean lately? 
A: Nothing in the seventies. Maybe in the late six-
ties. Sure, I can probably scratch something up. 

(Ed. note: She did.) 
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I, Daniel 

I, Daniel, catapulted into the den 
of starving lions, landed on my two feet, then 
bruised, shaken, but all in one piece, had 
a look around me, wondering at the time how, mad 
with hunger, the beasts would spring — 
how would I be divided or would the king- 
lion, the one with the heaviest mane and the mightiest jaw, 
reserve me for himself making a raw 
meal of me? — 0, the meal was made 
in my prophet's mind: a prophet can be afraid, 
and no one could envy the seconds, followed by 
minutes, followed by hours. . . . But then, incredibly, 
it appeared these lions were peaceful as housecats. They lay 
curled on the rocks at my feet all that terrible day . . . . 
Was the sound I heard purring? Was the king-lion nuzzling 
my hand when he should have been guzzling 
red blood of a prophet — mine — Daniel's? — but look! 
God sent me pottage by strange Habacuc 
caught up by an angel and dragged by the hair . . . . 
At dawn came Darius, the king, full of royal despair 
for dead Daniel buried inside the live beast — 
found me, alive. Grown fearless, he sent down a feast 
of all my old foes to my starved feline friends 
who gorged now like lions. And here the tale ends 
with a moral: prophets are rarely so cherished 
as I was. By more usual patterns I should have perished: 
remember the hunted Elijah; remember John — 
his head on a platter — or strange Jonah drawn 
into the whale's smothering belly, then flung on a beach 
half dead, but sent, notwithstanding, to preach 
to the lost souls in Nineveh now to be found 
by as reluctant a prophet as ever trod ground. 

— Sister Alice Smith 
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I WENT TO THE WOODS 

Sister Jean Funk, Sister Therese Sherlock and Sister Bernie Topel 

OUTWARD BOUND - what's it all about? Three CSJ's 
can tell you — Sisters Therese Sherlock, Jean Funk 
and I, Bernie Topel. We went through that program, 
Therese and Jean in Colorado in '74 and '75, and I in 
Minnesota in '74, proof enough that contrary to popu-
lar opinion, Outward Bound does not require 
superhuman strength — any normal adult can do it if 
she wants to. The program was originally set up dur-
ing World War II to train young British merchant 
seamen in the survival skills necessary in case of 
enemy attack. During German torpedo attacks these 
men were sent into lifeboats. The older men lived 
while the younger men died, apparently because the 
younger men, before going to sea, had never felt the 
harder challenges of life — modern society had given 
them little opportunity to deal with difficult experi-
ences. This was not true of the older men: because 
they had been through it, they hung on, while the 
younger men let go; they lived, while the younger 
men died. Outward Bound was set up to help people 
"hang on," to save and extend human life. 

There are now several Outward Bound schools 
across the United States. The program in each school 
is a crash course which allows people to discover their 
true physical and mental limits and then to use these 
new discoveries to help themselves and others. The 
stress in Outward Bound is on coming to terms with 
oneself rather than on learning particular skills, 
though skills are taught and at times are necessary for 
survival. 

The program lasts twenty-four days, although it 
sometimes seems like twenty-four years, and there is 
no easing into it; the push begins with the first step 
off the bus and continues through the remainder of 
the program, an intensely physical, mental and emo-
tional experience throughout. Upon arrival each per-
son is assigned to a patrol or brigade of eight people, 
who will share as a group in the difficulties, the chal-
lenges, the frustrations and the exhilaration that 
make up the program. The first few days are spent in 
learning skills and in intense physical conditioning. 
The experiences vary from school to school but the 
intensity does not. Whether one is running for two 
hours through tangled, swampy woods or scrambling  

up crumbly rock, the shock of the first day is impossi-
ble to anticipate. In many ways it is like what our 
brothers have told us of boot camp. Those first days 
are extremely difficult but necessary to present the 
challenge and to begin building trust within the 
group. 

After the first few days, the group leaves camp to 
begin a series of expeditions during which skills will 
be tested and improved. These days, too, are very 
difficult. The great unspoken question is: "What am I 
doing here???" Eventually, however, usually less 
than halfway through the course, a person realizes 
she will make it, for even though the course con-
tinues to be painful, one's mind and body do adjust 
and accept the real challenge of Outward Bound. At 
that point the experience begins to be pleasurable: 
surface difficulties (sore muscles, bruises, fatigue, 
sunburn, mosquitoes, wet clothes, etc.) cease to be 
the primary concern as one realizes that what she is 
really confronting is not external but is her inmost 
self. 

You may wonder why someone would voluntarily 
subject herself to this type of training. We three went 
to different schools for different reasons. I myself 
went for the physical challenge, for the enjoyment of 
being outdoors and to be able to say I had done it. 
And here is Therese: "I went to Outward Bound be-
cause I wanted to have a vacation in the mountains. 
Given a $40 a month budget, an Outward Bound 
scholarship was the only way to get there." And Jean: 
"I went to Outward Bound because I wanted a totally 
different experience from my everyday life. I wanted 
to experience total physical involvement, to face chal-
lenge in a clean sort of way, to have the Outward 
Bound experience carry over in facing other chal-
lenges. I saw Outward Bound as a lab experience in 
challenge." 

Our goals were met during the program but not 
always in ways we had expected. Read these ac-
counts, the first one, mine: "The setting for the Min-
nesota school is the wilderness of the Boundary 
Water Canoe Area, which makes the program very 
appealing to most canoeists. I had been on several 
canoe trips and knew many of the difficulties that 
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might arise on a trip (long portages, rough water, 
etc.) could be avoided by taking other routes or by 
waiting for rough water to calm. Outward Bound 
didn't agree. It seemed to me that Outward Bound 
always presented difficult rather than reasonable so-
lutions to challenges: We always took the long, 
muddy portages, crossed rough water when ten 
minutes of hard paddling would move us one foot, 
carried packs and canoes so heavy that once they 
were on, it was impossible to walk without pain and 
the fear that if I slipped or tripped I would fall in the 
mud and not be able to get up until the next person 
came along to help me. Sometimes we would do a 
crash (portaging through the woods where there is no 
trail) rather than take a portage trail. These and other 
experiences built up such extreme frustration and 
anger in me that I could hardly bear it. I realized later 
that the reason for my strong, sometimes overpower-
ing, feelings was that for the first time in my life I 
could not choose my challenge, I could not manipu-
late my situation. Nature was a stronger adversary 
than I had expected or was prepared to face. The only 
way I could make it physically and psychologically 
was to manipulate myself, to move my mind to accept 
the task and to let go inside. I realized I was too 
possessive of myself, too careful of not getting hurt, 
too hesitant to put myself in situations I couldn't 
handle. Outward Bound helped me see that being 
'safe' in that way didn't really help me to know my-
self or to grow and thus forced me to look at myself in 
a way I had never done before. I realized personal 
strengths in doing things I didn't think I could do, but 
I also realized weaknesses and need of help from 
others. It became clear to me in the situations I ex-
perienced that I was very connected to others, that 
there were some things I could do only with the help 
of the others in my brigade. These realizations came 
as quite a shock to someone accustomed to seeing 
herself as independent and self-sufficient." 

What Therese and Jean experienced goes some-
thing like this: "The Colorado Outward Bound school 
is headquartered just outside the deserted mining 
town of Marble, near the Snowmass and Aspen ski 
areas. Many of us in the 1974 and 1975 sessions had 
seen the television special depicting a typical twenty-
four day Colorado program, so we had come ready 
for heady climbs and death-defying rope feats. What 
we were not ready for were twelve-hour hikes and 
blisters, but, in the main, that was what we got. As in 
the Minnesota school, getting there was not what  

counted but how one stood up along the way. As we 
had both enrolled in teacher courses, the age range in 
our patrols was from twenty-four to sixty, so we did 
not even have the satisfaction of being beaten out by 
younger, fitter persons. It is a great motivation to 
keep on moving when the person about to pass you 
up is thirty years older! But the competition to get 
there first or freshest did not remain an incentive for 
long. Braving the common hazards of rain-slicked 
boulders and falling rocks and enduring the common 
experiences of fear and fatigue forged a group solidar-
ity which became a sustaining force to each of us, no 
mere coincidence but an integral part of the Outward 
Bound philosophy, carefully fostered through all the 
activities of the program. One could not take mem-
bership in the group lightly because it was necessary 
for safety in many of the activities we undertook. 
Though mountain climbing sounds dangerous, par-
ticularly to us people from the plains, it can be done 
with very little risk if one is careful and observes the 
rules. (And when the nearest medical help is many 
miles away and the only way to transport an injured 
person is an improvised stretcher, one tends to be 
careful.) Dependence on the group and trusting them 
to watch out for you as you watched out for them, all 
the while not tempting the mountain, led to a self-
confidence that is hard to match in the rather more 
complicated daily activities we face at home and on 
our jobs. We learned to give each day's tasks all we 
had and not to count the cost, and to greet tomorrow 
as a new day. We sometimes had thoughts of our 
'other lives,' like this reflection Sister Jean noted in 
her journal: 

Falling through the air with ropes holding. 
Climbing a mountain, fear in my stomach. 
What does this mean when September comes 
And school starts and we try to live together? 

But it doesn't do to dwell on school in the shadow of a 
mountain, and for the most part we put such 
thoughts aside in favor of the thrills and quiet 
beauties of meadows filled with a dozen varieties of 
wild flowers, gray-blue icy lakes that seem to have 
lain forever in their rocky beds, summits rising 
thousands of feet above us — summits we would 
reach, or never reach, or reach some other day. It 
didn't matter much. What mattered was the sense of 
peace and strength and oneness with the persons and 
the elements around us. As has been said of Mt. 
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Everest, 'Here there are no victors, only survivors.' 
Our time in Colorado gave us some of this same 
humility." 

At some point during the second half of the course, 
when the intense pace and great physical exertion 
have made their impressions, comes the time to go on 
"solo." Solo, anticipated with both eagerness and 
hesitation, is three days and three nights of being 
alone in a wilderness area with minimum gear. In 
Minnesota "minimum gear" means raingear, a tarp 
and Cutters bug repellant; in Colorado it is a sleeping 
bag and a poncho. Food is to be taken from the land. 
Many people choose to fast for the three days, con-
suming nothing but water, a practice that often 
causes or makes one receptive to uncommon experi-
ences. Some people had dreams and "visions" remi-
niscent of those described by the desert fathers and 
the American Indians. Most experienced a sensation 
of freedom from the body. The quality of the solo 
experience varied greatly. For some it was an integrat-
ing experience like a retreat; for others it was yet more 
endurance. 

The final "push" of the program is the marathon. 
In Colorado it is a distance of fourteen miles where 
the first three miles are straight uphill and walked 
quickly. The remainder of the distance is run. The 
Minnesota marathon is a variety of activities: canoe-
ing, portaging, orienteering, running, climbing and 
wading through swamps. In both schools the compe-
tition is with oneself. Some people are glad just to 
complete the marathon, others push themselves the 
entire way. As with all Outward Bound activities, an 
individual's experience of the marathon depends on 
that person's goals and on what she needs to do at 
that time. The only experience we were not allowed 
to have was to give up. 

Outward Bound gave the three of us immediate 
and continuing realizations. We all grew more in 
touch with our bodies and felt more alive and free as a 
result of the program. We became more self-
confident and more aware of our connectedness to 
others. We found that many of our limitations are 
self-imposed. 

But beyond these common realizations we each 
had individual insights. Here are some of mine: "The 
second day of the program our brigade did the 'ropes 
course,' which consisted of several activities requiring 
strength, agility, balance and no fear. One activity 
involved climbing a rope ladder to a height equal to  

the tree tops, crossing two logs and a Burma (rope) 
bridge and finally connecting oneself to a zip-wire 
and jumping off a platform, all at the height of the 
tree tops. The task looked difficult but I was sure I 
could do it. I began to climb. I had never been on a 
rope ladder before and had no idea how difficult it 
was to climb — there is no support on a rope ladder 
as there is on a wooden or metal one, and it swings 
back and forth as the climber shifts her weight. I was 
able to ascend less than halfway before my body 
began to shake uncontrollably from fear and physical 
weakness. I could not continue. Since my body was 
shaking so, it was difficult to come down the ladder, 
but even more difficult was having to admit to myself 
that I had failed. Everyone else in my brigade had 
been able to do this climb but me. Since I had per-
ceived myself as a physically active person, this fail-
ure was especially hard to take. I had always been 
impatient with others who couldn't do things as well 
as I could. Now I was the one who was unable to do 
the task and was holding back the group. I was em-
barrassed, ashamed and near tears. I wanted to quit 
and made excuses about why it happened; anything 
was better than being seen by myself and others as 
inadequate. 

At the end of the program we did the ropes course 
again. This time I was able to do the climb. My body 
and mind were stronger, but more important, I had 
learned through the course to deal with personal fail-
ure, to put my pride in perspective. Though I didn't 
realize it at the time, this experience with failure was 
one of the most important things Outward Bound 
could have done for me. 

During the MOBS program I found that I usually 
wanted to get from A to C without going through B, 
to get from the start to the finish without the difficulty 
involved in getting there. Outward Bound helped me 
realize that the frustration of B is C, the way is the 
goal, the process is what it's about. I learned the truth 
of John Gardner's statement that 'we are not at our 
best perched at the summit, we are climbers at our 
best when the way is steep.' I realized, too, that it is 
not enough just to live in the present. One must 
create the present, put oneself in many situations, 
comfortable and uncomfortable, rather than avoid the 
unpleasant areas of life. It is the experiences that 
push us to our limits that can most help us to grow." 

Jean writes thus: "At the beginning of the course I 
was one of the 'last' people in just about every experi-
ence. That changed gradually as I became more con- 
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ditioned physically and grew in confidence in myself. 
To go through experiences that will allow you to say 'I 
can do anything I want to do' or to know that our 
limits are only those that we impose on ourselves is 
the part of Outward Bound that I will carry with me 
for a long time. 

"During the course, the greatest challenges for me 
were the situations that involved relying on my own 
abilities, situations like balancing on a ledge, crossing 
a stream, anything that demanded trusting myself. 
Towards the end of the course, we were hiking along 
a beautiful mountain trail. Our patrol leader and I had 
been walking and talking. She was telling me how 
well I had done during the course, how I had grown 
in confidence and ability. I was lapping it up and 
feeling really good. At this point we came to a river 
with a log going over it as the only means of getting to 
the other side. I panicked and immediately thought, 
'I can't do it.' But then I thought, 'Hey, you were just 
talking about how well you were doing — you can do 
this!' I stood on the log with a thirty-five pound pack 
on my back and thought, 'Yes, I can do it.' I slowly 
began walking across. At one point I hesitated. Judy, 
the instructor, called to me and said 'Use your power, 
Jean.' I continued across the log and reached the 
other side filled with a terrific feeling of 'I did it!' 
There were many small and tremendous accom-
plishments like this, including some failures and 
tears. However, to be able to face challenge and fear, 
to do what I set out to do, and to know that I can do 
this in all aspects of my life is what Outward Bound 
did for me and is continuing to do." 

And Therese: "One of the most important things I 
learned on Outward Bound was to finish things. I 
was not conscious the lesson had 'taken' until the day 
of the Marathon, almost at the end of the twenty-four 
day course. I had just finished walking, running and 
limping the fourteen-mile trail and was looking for 
the lunch that had been promised at the end. When I 
learned that it was another mile and a half up (and I 
do mean up) the road, I considered throwing a tan-
trum, insisting that I had gone as far and done as 
much as I had bargained for. But ultimately the only 
way I was going to get the lunch was to climb that 
extra mile and a half, and so I did. It sounds silly and 
even petty, but this simple situation brought me up 
short and made me face myself. Related to that was 
coming to see a goal in terms of logical and inevitable  

steps. The mountain peak was there but between it 
and me were steep passes, loose rock, snow fields 
and boulder fields, and very little oxygen. I learned, 
and gradually, that the only way for me to get from 
here to there was one step at a time. This grew to be a 
great comfort for me because I tend to despair about 
the possibility of accomplishing a big and long-range 
project and so never get started on it. Breaking the 
problem down into its component parts — cross this 
creek, climb this pass, hang on to this outcropping to 
negotiate a tricky ledge — knowing that I could do 
each of these, not the best or fastest or bravest, but 
still do it, was tremendously satisfying. I also learned 
that being foolishly attached to my own way of doing 
things was futile when faced with a mountain. Swear-
ing at the mountain, for instance, served no good 
purpose. Nor did insisting on taking an obviously 
shorter way when the steepness of the incline de-
manded a tedious zig-zag route. I slowed down and 
learned to respect the mountain for what it was and 
myself for what I was and could do. Some days a lot 
of terrain was covered. Other days not so much. It 
depended on the weather, the hills, the rocks, the 
group. I began to become peaceful. I knew that I was 
in tune with my immediate environment and that I 
was beginning to accept myself. When I remember 
August 1974, some of the same peace and self-
assurance that I felt then comes back. I know that I 
learned to live with myself more during that short 
vacation than at any other time in my life. I think it 
has made me a stronger, happier and more tolerant 
person." 

So that's what it's all about. We would strongly 
urge those readers who may want to participate in an 
Outward Bound program to do so. We would be very 
glad to talk further about our experiences and to give 
information about how to apply. In the process, we 
may even quote Thoreau: 

I went to the woods because I wished to live delib-
erately, to front only the essential facts of life, and 
see if I could not learn what it had to teach, and 
not, when I came to die, discover that I had not 
lived. . . . I wanted to live deep and Spartan-
like . . . to drive life into a corner, and reduce it 
to its lowest terms, and, if it proved to be mean, 
why then to get the whole and genuine meanness 
of it . . . or, if it were sublime to know it by ex-
perience. al  
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GRANOLA 

Sister Kathy Ryan 

Mix dry ingredients: 
3/4 c sunflower seeds 
1 c wheat germ 
2 c coconut 
4 c old fashioned rolled oats 
1 c whole wheat flour 

Mix wet ingredients and raisins and heat slightly: 
1 c honey 
1 c vegetable oil 
2 c raisins 
1/2 c water 
1 tsp vanilla 

Mix wet and dry ingredients until all is moist. Spread mixture in a large flat pan 
or two. Bake at 250° or 275° for 1 1/2 to 2 hours. Stir every 20 minutes or so. 
Granola is ready to eat when it dries out a bit and looks toasted. Add peanuts or 
roasted, salted soynuts. Co-op buying cuts the price of grains, soynuts and 
sunflower seeds; the more expensive ingredients like honey, raisins and coconut 
you are better off buying elsewhere. 
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HOMECOMING 

Sister Mary Virginia Micka 

To EACH HER OWN — her images of life and love. Of a 
green morning, I stand in the doorway of the pow-
erhouse looking out across the novitiate yard toward 
the apple trees and Bethany; and there, sure enough, 
at the corner of the garage is Sister Edwina Raymond 
— "Mom" Edwina to me and not a few of the others 
she guided through their novitiate years. Who shall 
find a valiant woman? Here she comes, out for her 
almost daily walk over the fair ways that spread from 
Cleveland to Fairview, from school girl to Bethany's 
oldest. She doesn't see me yet, but I'd know her 
anywhere. She moves easily through sun-dappled 
spaces, her black habit and veil a rich cloud in the air. 
Now and again she flicks the veil away from her face; 
and now, catching sight of me, she changes her route 
and moves faster. As I move forward, too, to pay my 
homage, she raises both arms and calls out in a voice 
full of laughter, "Well, I say now, it took me a minute 
to recognize you. Where have you been keeping 
yourself?" 

In the air-raid shelter, I might have said, feeling 
more or less bombed and willing enough to leave it at 
that, but as those dark eyes search my face, I find 
myself beginning to pour out the week's story — how 
I feel, how I think, where I've been and why. It's a bit 
like coming home. 

That is the way it should be, she used to tell us: 
"These are your sisters and the novitiate is your 
home. You are always welcome here as long as I'm 
around." But today as we talk, her fingers explore the 
air, aquiver, as if urging her body along, so I let her 
go. But it's time, I say to myself as she moves off 
across the bright grass, it's time I write her down. 

Three days later we sat together in her room at 
Bethany. Apparently familiar with interviews, she 
had cleared a little table for me and tipped the 
lampshade; but I sat where I wanted to, on a stool, 
with a full view of her face. 

"Well, what are your questions? You ask and I'll 
answer — but if I don't want to, I just won't." Thus 
spake the liberated woman. But before I could take a 
breath, she said, "I'll begin with Canada. The Ameri-
can sisters came up ever year to visit the parishes, 
and one year Bertha, Alma, St. Roche and Eustace  

and three others went back down with them. That 
made quite an impression on me; we spoke English at 
home, and in our Canadian novitiates everyone 
spoke French. I thought about it for a couple of years 
and then told my mother that the next time the sisters 
came up, I wanted to go back with them, too." 

So she did, on four days' notice. Her mother made 
a black dress both of them considered appropriate, 
and thus outfitted, she hopped the south-bound train 
at four a.m. and arrived with the American sisters at 
St. Agatha's on August 14, 1907, the summer of her 
fourteenth birthday. Next day, all set to join the fun, 
she got out the black dress, only to be told it would 
never do — too childish. What they found for her 
instead were a skirt and blouse, the former much too 
big and the latter, in consequence of the large free-
doms afforded it at the waist, undisciplined in the 
extreme. "So I had to go around clutching the two 
parts together in the back, like this." (Demonstra-
tion.) 

In this manner she began her postulate under Sis-
ter Hilda at St. Joseph's Academy, along with eight 
other girls. She kept reminding everyone that she'd 
be fifteen in November but after a year was consid-
ered still too young for the novitiate and so was trans-
ferred to the "school side" to finish high school as an 
"aspirant" under the wing of Sister Edwin. "That 
woman saved my life more than once. I learned so 
much from her!" — raising her black eyes upward 
and sucking in her breath at the remembrance. 
"When I was copying those nature studies, she said 
simply, 'Put that away!' " 

Nature studies? Thus, apparently, does age dis-
pense with transitions. Given sufficient retrospect, all 
vistas contract, and the peak moments of a lifetime, 
by the force of feeling alone, draw together into an 
intense and immediate now. One wonders whether it 
is a prospect our muddled middle years can count on 
— that in time our assorted loves and pains, our re-
sentments and gratitudes will seem one sorrow, or 
one love, or one loving sorrow and that this will be 
our meaning. 

"Yes, nature studies. I had received the habit in 
August of 1910 (at six in the morning, mind you) and 
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since there was no canonical novitiate, I was told I'd 
be teaching fifth and sixth at Cathedral the next 
month. I had no idea how to get ready, of course, but 
someone along the way said it'd be good to copy out 
nature studies. Which I was doing when Sister Edwin 
came on me about a week before school opened. She 
took one look and said, 'Put that away. We'll make 
out a program you can use.' " 

So began for her a series of teaching assignments 
which we tried half the morning to put in proper 
order. A few things only did she remember of those 
first two years at Cathedral, when she and Sister 
Aquin, who taught seventh and eighth, took their 
decorous way down the hill, when they lived at the 
novitiate, then up the hill when after first profession, 
they moved to St. Agatha's. She remembered being 
dogged by the rain and the cold — only in the 
meanest weather were they encouraged to fish from 
their deep pockets a nickel for carfare — and dogged 
also by a newly formed and briefly conscientious 
Board of Studies made up of five leading priests of 
the diocese who visited the school to determine how 
well the fifth graders could read and the eighth grad-
ers, "scan Evangeline!" 

"Then next after Cathedral, I went to St. Michael's 
for two years. My first experience with boys." Here 
she flashed me a deep, deep look. "The pastor, when 
he heard I was coming to teach those fellows, said to 
the provincial, 'Does she know her algebra?' Algebra! 
That was the last thing I needed to know!" Why did I 
remember just then a story she'd told on herself as a 
child, about peeling off her black shoes and stockings 
to run barefoot across the cool wood of the desktops 
in the schoolroom back home? 

Two years, then, at St. Michael's. Or five? or four? It 
was hard to say, but "then one day they remembered 
I was a French Canadian, so I was sent to St. Louis 
school. But they'd forgotten I didn't speak French. I 
lasted a year." 

Then where? Final vows in '17, then Waverly? then 
St. Michael's again or was it Our Lady of Lourdes? 
Confusions aplenty — "I know I went four times to 
St. Michael's" — and frowns and retractions, but all 
richly overlaid with delicious and spirited anecdote I 
had to swear not to remember. Until finally she 
sighed as the bell rang, "We'll have to get Emerita in 
here after dinner; she keeps all this straight for me." 

That was fine, but I could not stay for dinner. I, in 
my bicentennial Saturday grubs, could not go into the 
Bethany dining-room, I certainly could not! Oh yes, I  

certainly could! Wasn't Bethany, after all, my home, 
too? — and she went to insure a seat at table for me. 

She was gone just long enough for me to case her 
little place: the usual chair, goose-neck lamp, institu-
tional bedspread, plus three small banners — "Bloom 
where you're planted," on the door screen; over the 
bed, "It's always spring in a heart full of love," and 
on her desk in the most prominent place of all, "His 
will is our peace." 

"Hm," I said to myself, as off we then went to the 
dining room. 

After dinner, with Sister Emerita perched on the 
stool like a wren, we worked out a vita of sorts. In 
1918, a year after final vows, she went to Waverly as 
superior and principal of the high school to teach 
Latin and physics to students preparing for state 
boards. "Mind you, I'd had no physics and only two 
years of high school Latin. Mother Antonia saved me 
that time. I went crying to her and she said, 'Don't 
worry, Sister, I'll give you teachers.' And she did, the 
best. Every Friday night that year, I took the seven 
o'clock train in from Waverly to the college, where 
Sister Mary John and Sister Anna Margaret taught me 
enough physics and Latin to get me through the next 
week. I'd go home to Waverly on the seven o'clock 
train on Sunday night. After that, and a summer's 
study at the college, I went back to Waverly in the fall 
all set for my second year. I was back one day, I 
remember, when the phone rang and I was told to go 
to St. Michael's again — on the night train." That 
moment and none other, apparently, was the mo-
ment politic because, as it leaked out in our conversa-
tion, there had arisen a critical need at St. Michael's 
for someone who could handle the boys. This second 
stay at St. Michael's lasted until 1931, and what I 
know of her work there is that in the forties, when I 
was at the novitiate, those boys flocked to her service 
as firemen, bus drivers, brothers, seminarians, doc-
tors, lawyers, and a couple of police chiefs. 

Then another six years ('31–'37) as superior and 
principal at Our Lady of Lourdes in Minneapolis: 
"Still that French. At the first parents' meeting one 
father came up to me with, 'You no speak French!' I 
tried to make him understand that he and Sister 
Leontine could make up for what I couldn't do and 
we'd all just have to make the best of it." She stayed 
there speaking English until her term was up and 
then went back to St. Michael's for the third time. It 
was there in 1940 that "they caught up with me. The 
phone rang one day in the lunchroom; it was the 
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provincial. She wanted me to be in charge of the 
novices." 

"Did you say goody?" 
"I told her I hadn't set foot inside the novitiate 

since I'd left the place. She told me to go to St. Louis 
and take a course — and to keep quiet about it." Even 
in retrospect the disruptive effect of this phone 
call on the world of peanut-butter lunches and 
playground-patrol left her gasping. Small wonder 
that at the end of the school year and in the hope of a 
little consolation, she put the matter to the retreat 
master in confession. "What he said was, 'Try. Do 
what you're told and trust in holy obedience.' 

"A lot of help that was. I went to St. Louis and like 
a fish out of water began looking for some kind of 
'course,' but there was nothing. And I had to be so 
vague about being there in the first place. Finally, 
when I couldn't stand it any longer, I decided to try 
another confessor. I remember going into the Gesu, 
my fingers crossed, and down the dark aisle and into 
the box to tell my story all over again. It was quiet for 
a minute after I finished. Then I heard a familiar voice 
say, 'Go. In God's name and holy obedience.' That 
settled me. At the end of the summer I went to the 
novitiate and stayed there fourteen years — I know 
that for sure." 

I had my own clear and grateful impressions of the 
kind of novice mistress she turned out to be — firm, 
sometimes sharp (I did not like those eyes to frown at 
me), but with unshakeable patience and faith. It must 
have been hard for her to deal with those who came, 
not as fourteen year-olds, but as successful profes-
sional women; there were five such in my group, 
though not, perhaps, professional in the way she 
was. We could tell that this woman was strong and 
that she drew her strength and serenity from springs 
we knew not of. She was, besides, so beautiful in that 
strength and, above all, so wisely loving, that we will-
ingly trusted ourselves to her. That was the way I 
saw, and see, it. But today I had a chance to hear her 
side of the story. 

"Was it hard?" 
"It would have been impossible if I'd had to do it 

alone. But I had Sister Cyril Clare, first of all. I went 
to her classes, and what she didn't teach me! Father 
McCarthy, Monsignor Wolfe, Archbishop Byrne —
he got me out of many a scrape, especially when a girl 
was having trouble with her parents. And dear old 
Monsignor Guillot, with his onion soup." The 
hardest thing? "Well," thoughtfully, "possibly the  

feeling that I couldn't always run things the way I 
wanted to." 

"Oh? You surely acted as though it was all going 
your way." 

"Once in a while I had to fight. I went on strike 
once." 

"You don't say?" 
"Yes, I do say. I thought the novitiate should be 

home. There had to be regulations, of course, but I 
thought we had too many. Too much rigidity, not 
enough chance to do things for fun once in a while —
and everyone always having to be together. So I went 
to work for swimming and skating and the gym on 
Saturdays, and folk dancing." 

Here she leaned forward and the eyes shone as she 
told how her programs grew — an orchestra, an herb 
garden, colored tray-cloths and flowered china for 
the sick, "and some man from International House 
came and taught us music and dance, and the novices 
made a booklet they were later able to use in the 
schools. We had a big program; (not, obviously, the 
kind I remembered, with sheets mostly and candles) 
"Sister Victoria set up a sidewalk cafe in Fontbonne, 
Rita Joseph and John Ellen made the costumes, and 
Marlene Barghini! — her stockings kept falling 
down!" 

"Is that when you went on strike?" 
"No. That happened during gas rationing. Many of 

the novices were from out of town so I told them to 
write their families to save their gas and simply come 
whenever they had enough. Well, one day — a 
weekday, and in Lent — Mother Provincial was ex-
pecting the archbishop and so came down the main 
hall just in time to see one of the novices welcoming 
her family. She came right into my office and said, 
'They'll have to be sent away. It's Lent. What will the 
archbishop think?' Well, we had it out then and 
there." 

"What did you say?" 
"I said, 'Mother, your home is in Minneapolis. 

From now on, I'll just send them all up to you for 
their permissions. In conscience I can't handle this 
kind of thing any longer!" 

"Who won?" 
"The parents stayed." 
"I didn't know you were such a rebel. Where did 

you expect to get your support? Convent life wasn't 
very homelike anywhere in those days, was it?" 

"No, in many places it wasn't. We lived through 
some hard times. We were poor, we went hungry 
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sometimes, and sometimes we froze. Superiors were 
hard — they meant well, I suppose, but for one thing, 
we had a strange money arrangement: each local 
house had to contribute to the support of the provin-
cialate, and you know how those things go — the 
more you contribute, the more stars in your crown, or 
something like that. Not a very good system, really; 
when it changed, I said good riddance. And we were 
punished for some strange reasons. When I was in 
Waverly, I wrote inviting Emerita to come out from 
Ascension and breathe the fresh air for a couple of 
days. She was kept at home and put to scraping off 
the wallpaper instead." 

Emerita, who had been on silent alert, spoke up 
then, "Tell about Mother Frances Clare asking you to 
stay and help clean at St. Catherine's after summer 
school. Edwina got punished by having to clean the 
music rooms at St. Agatha's, and no one was allowed 
to help her." 

I looked up and met Edwina's eye, and we covered 
a lot of territory without a word. Then she said, "Yes, 
I do wonder how I got through all that. But I never 
wanted to give up. I never once thought of going 
home. It's something, isn't it, to realize how strong 
your vocation is by how much you're willing to pay 
for it? I think I realized, too, a little of what our poor 
parents had sacrificed, and I figured if they could do 
it, so could I." (How often had I myself hoisted my 
small bag of troubles back onto my shoulders because 
she had said this to me.) "And God always seems to 
supply us with good friends." 

"Well, that's what I mean. With all that behind you 
and around you, where did you get your ideas?" 
Ideas that lay now in bits and pieces in my memory as 
saving graces during my novitiate — her concern that 
we have enough to eat and blankets enough to allow 
us to sleep through the night, and fresh air and per-
sonal Christmas gifts for those whose families 
couldn't send them. But I needed no answer, really. 
Or I had been getting it all along, for this woman, I 
was beginning to see, was not only a woman of deci-
sion, but one in whom the memory of goodness and 
mercy had been more persuasive than the memory of 
ill and had led her whenever possible to counteract, 
or at least counterbalance, with kindness the unblest 
rigors of religious life. I recalled an observation of 
Henry James that the human spirit can, indeed, be-
come "coarsened, blurred, sterilized, by ignorance 
and pain"; but this, I now saw with wonder and joy, 
had not happened to her. She had been graced with  

the depth and resilience to absorb these shocks and 
had found her vocation to lie, in its cleanest, simplest 
form, in acting from other motive entirely. 

"At home, I suppose," was all she said, and then 
added, "the customs in Canada seemed to me very 
harsh. When I went home for my mother's funeral, 
we were scarcely able to have a visit with my niece, 
though she lived in the very convent where we 
stayed." 

Sister Emerita nodded. "I was in the novitiate here 
then and didn't even dream of going home myself." I 
dealt with this as I could, knowing full well that in my 
canonical year, Mother Edwina had persuaded the 
provincial to allow me to be at home with my mother 
for the last two weeks before my father's death. I had 
never known Emerita except as, with Sister Bertha, 
the beloved travelling companion when Mom made 
her annual escape from the novices to "sit on the 
banks of the Ottawa and look at the mountains" and 
(admittedly) "never once think" of those she'd left 
behind. 

"When did you come?" I asked her now. 
"Two years after Edwina. I made up my mind in 

three days. She didn't know anything about it until I 
rang the doorbell. She couldn't believe it when they 
told her. She said, 'Oh no, she's too young.' I was 
nineteen." 

"And you, of course, are one of her good friends?" 
"Oh, I'm not the only one. I just hope she dies 

before I do so I can see how many show up from St. 
Michael's." 

I gave her a look, and Edwina said, "She means a 
crowd of girls at St. Michael's. They're all grandmas 
now; we have a great time. You remember, I was 
there four times. I went back there after I left the 
novitiate, for six years." 

"That's where your firemen friends came from, 
isn't it?" On call from her they'd done a lot of crisis-
intervening: they flooded our skating rink two or 
three times a season, taught us to control and escape 
from fire and once, to the great relief of the novice 
who had slammed and locked the door shut, climbed 
through the window of the provincial's second-storey 
office and got the door unlocked. This was one of 
Mother Edwina's favorite stories, and she retold it 
now with relish. Truck without siren, hook and lad-
der, were sneaked in and shinnied up with all possi-
ble stealth while the community were at five o'clock 
prayer (sing ho! for the moment politic). The deed 
would have been accomplished unnoticed and the 

26 THE ARK 



novice's reputation as a level-headed cleaning 
woman saved, but that the fireman, trained since 
grade-school to be faithful to the duties of his state in 
life, insisted that he must exit as he had entered. 
Which he did, backing out the window and down the 
ladder, but this time in full view of the community, 
now prayed out and enroute with their astonished 
provincial along the windowed cloister to supper. 

We'd come a long way. In and out and up and 
down, and light and dark; it was time to put things 
together. "How does it look to you now, after over 
sixty years as a Sister of St. Joseph? Are there things 
that still puzzle or discourage you? or frighten you?" 

She sat still a moment, looking down at her hands, 
her fingers vibrating delicately in her lap. "No. As I 
look back, I see that God prepared me for every duty 
He asked of me — and I see the spiritual good that 
came out of it for me and others, even though it may 
have been hard at the time. These three years at 
Bethany have helped me thank God for the grace to 
follow the way of obedience, even when it felt very 
strange." 

"Do you like being at Bethany now? You told me 
when you first came and I'd meet you walking in the 
yard that you weren't used to being caged, and the 
one redeeming feature was that for the first time in 
over sixty years, you and Sister Emerita were living 
together under the same roof." 

"One door away," corrected Emerita. 
"Well, it was hard at first. I was tired, and I'd 

scarcely learned where my room was when I was 
asked to train the candy-stripers. That's when I fled 
to the sewing room." 

"You in the sewing room? You always left that to 
Sister Rita Joseph." 

"Better that than corralling candy-stripers. But at 
that, it was wild. We'd been asked to make habits for 
The Sound of Music over at the college. We were 
very pious about it, thought we should help the good  

work, until suddenly everybody wanted habits for 
everything, and we decided we'd had enough, they'd 
have to get up their own costumes. I spend only one 
day a week there now." 

"Do you like it here?" I repeated. "Do you feel far 
removed from the young people?" 

"No." And then with another leap that must have 
taken in a good number of expeditions through the 
back yard, "Those in formation are just what they 
should have. They seem free to make a more home-
like place for the novices. But I hear they have to do 
their own cooking. That's too much. They need 
someone to fix good meals for them." 

Remembering our succulent meatballs together two 
hours earlier, I felt free to try again. "You do like it 
here, don't you? What do you like best?" 

"I won't use the word 'freedom' — it isn't quite 
what I mean. What I mean is, I can plan my own day, 
do what I want to be helping people. And I know 
myself well enough by now to know that if I weren't 
part of a community going to prayer at regular times, 
I'd probably fill up my time with something else. 
Here I have just about everything." 

"Are you afraid to die? When you visited patients 
at the hospital before you came to Bethany, you saw 
so much death —" 

"No. It did so much good for me when I saw how 
God had called me to help so many souls. I trust He 
will take care of me." 

"One last thing," I said. "And maybe I shouldn't 
ask this —" 

"Go ahead. If you shouldn't, I won't answer." 
"You are a joyous and gracious person. Have you 

always been like this?" 
Her eye took on a little glint. We waited a minute, 

Emerita and I. 
"You know very well I can be cranky at times. I'm 

working on it." 
And that's the way it is with Mom Edwina. cn 
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SORTING IT OUT, MULLING IT OVER 

Sister Mary L. O'Hara, OSC 

THAT ARTICLE ON TIME management I read last week 
in The Catholic Digest revolutionized my life. Now that 
I see the need for an efficient desk, I've set aside this 
morning to sort out all manner of memorabilia, 
weighing their pros and cons. 

For me, it's particularly hard to decide about books. 
I grew up in a home in which diligent search once 
turned up three different Dantes and two copies of 
the Little Office of the Blessed Virgin . The Dantes, two of 
them at any rate, were my father's and mother's 
school texts. As a child I was fascinated by the 
thought that they should both have been reading the 
same book long before they met. I myself was having 
very little luck with Dante at that time; it took Sister 
Helen Margaret's course in my freshman year in col-
lege to get me through it. Now, I can't bear to throw 
away the philosophical passages from the Commedia I 
once copied out for my classes. Even in translation 
they are a marvel of accuracy and succinctness. 

Here's an old Office book. As many as forty years 
ago I was sufficiently drawn to the beautifully printed 
Latin-English Office to take a few minutes occasionally 
to close the door on the rest of the family and say one 
of the Hours — how often or how regularly I am not 
sure after all these years; but when, five years later, I 
entered the Sisters of St. Joseph, I was happy to find 
the Office a familiar friend. Probably this little volume 
had been my mother's; the other, I suppose, had be-
longed to my father. My mother's sister was a Bene-
dictine nun. I remember visiting her as a very young 
child and being enchanted by the long corridors with 
their smooth floors, ideal to run in. My mother used 
to say, "I once thought of becoming a nun. I used to 
think I'd love to walk down the corridors in proces-
sion singing, 'Deus, Deus meus.' But of course once I 
met your father everything was different." I'd laugh 
at this remark, made, like so many of my mother's, in 
a half-comical way. It is only since entering the 
monastery that I have come to see the "processing" 
as somehow an integral, if small, part of the nun's 
life. 

The nuns at Atchison, Kansas, had instilled into 
my mother a most accurate sense of liturgy — at least 
I suppose that was where she had acquired it and why  

she had invested in this small book. Her unerring 
sense of the finest in liturgical celebration at times put 
her out of step with the average Catholic of her day. 
She saw, further, and before many of the professional 
liturgists began publishing the "social gospel," the 
close relationship between worship and practical 
charity. Her enthusiasm for Dorothy Day and the 
Catholic Worker were contagious: my sister Eileen 
and her friend Mary Lou Hennessey caught her spirit 
and decided to spend the summer following their 
graduation from college working at the House of 
Hospitality in New York. I found the prospect terrify-
ing. 

My books and my mother. My mother and her 
books. Here's another of her favorites from the time it 
was first published, the Short Breviary from St. John's. 
She loved its format and large clear type as much as 
its contents, and she used it daily for years. 

She had a marvelous rich, resonant voice and a flair 
for the dramatic that made listening to her read one of 
my favorite recreations. She would occasionally read 
from a children's book, but more often a few pages 
from whatever she happened to be reading at the 
time — here's her Kristin Lavransdatter.  . I recall her as a 
disciplined reader in a way that has never been easy 
for me. She would never think of sitting down to read 
until the house was clean, the family all content; yet 
she managed to read very widely and appreciatively, 
and some of her happiest hours were spent reading 
and discussing books. A faithful member of St. 
Mark's study club, she often came home with stories 
of the day's speakers — of Sister Antonine's talk on 
Mother Cornelia Connelly, of a talk by Mother An-
tonia, whom she greatly admired, of talks by Agnes 
Keenan, whose sense of humor she particularly en-
joyed. 

Well, let's get on with it: here's my Russian diction-
ary. I hope some day to study Russian or some 
Slavic language that will unlock for me the door to the 
world of my mother's ancestry. Almost every sum-
mer we went to her farm home in Kansas to visit our 
grandparents, numerous aunts and uncles and many 
cousins. Spending the summer thus gave me a sense 
of the importance of "living life rather than just read- 
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ing about it," as my mother put it; English books were 
few in that Slavic culture, and I recall giving a very 
thorough reading to the Columban Fathers' mission 
magazine in the evenings, by the light of a kerosene 
lamp. I keep some vivid memories of those times: of 
the black night with no city lights; of the din of the 
cicadas in contrast to the quiet of our city streets; of 
what seemed like thousands of shooting stars 
. . . though sleep came almost instantly after days 
spent out of doors. One of the most satisfying experi-
ences of my adult years was being able, three years 
ago, to stand on the hill outside the parish church 
there and see, just where I'd remembered it, the 
beautiful big square white house situated beyond the 
Union Pacific tracks, beyond a bridge over the 
"crick." In the thick woods near the edges of that 
creek my brother and I would sit for hours trying to 
fool the bob-whites into thinking we were birds. But 
while I have always felt close to that world, I have at 
the same time always felt excluded from it by not 
knowing the language. I am happy to think that my 
niece Catherine is studying Russian. 

Next here, there's this pile of loose papers and 
notebooks. Near the top lie two brittle, yellow news-
papers, the Galveston Times of 1884 and the Bunker 
Hill Press, 1886, published by my Grandfather 
O'Hara. When I was three, my father took me by 
train to visit his mother in Indiana, a journey that 
made me a confirmed train-traveller. I remember my 
thin, quiet little grandmother sitting in the kitchen 
preparing the evening meal with infinite care, and I 
was struck by the contrast with my mother's heartier 
approach. We two would sit and regard one another 
in silence, a position grandmothers seem to find ap-
propriate, and I felt her a most impressive person. 
Although the lady next door, editor of a neighbor-
hood newspaper, described my grandmother at the 
time of her death as an "avoracious reader," she 
never seemed to read a great deal in my presence. I 
remember her in later years as sitting on the front 
porch saying what seemed to me an endless succes-
sion of rosaries. But she was well-read, and it was she 
who, a half-century earlier, had written most of the 
copy and set the type for those newspapers her hus-
band published. 

I never knew my Grandfather O'Hara, but I gather 
he was a most enterprising man. After teaching for 
some years, he decided, as a married man with small 
children, to study law at the University of Michigan at 
Ann Arbor. There John, the future cardinal, was  

born, his first crib being, according to my father, an 
eye-witness, a clothes basket. Upon his return to In-
diana, Grandfather became a partner in the law office 
of "Reasoner and O'Hara" and edited a succession of 
these weekly newspapers. 

At the time of their marriage both my paternal 
grandparents taught at separate country schools. 
Lying deeper in the pile on my desk are a few pages 
my father copied from the diary his father kept in 
January, 1879, in the first year of his marriage. The 
remainder of the diary unfortunately disappeared in 
someone else's housecleaning, reason enough to take 
just a minute now to re-read a bit of what's left: 

Jan. 11, 1879: We arrived at Mr. M's just before 
supper, and after we were refreshed prepared to 
attend meeting held in my school house; held 
by the Dunkard denomination, and we had a 
good sleigh-ride and then heard the gospel 
preached; and we hope we were greatly bene-
fited. Rev. Mr. Keller preached, and talked 
upon the foundation of the Church, and also 
considered that there was but one church and 
that that was the one he represented. He also 
said that each denomination has their mark and 
that their mark might be plainly seen; intimated 
that their mode of dress might have something 
to do with their future existence. Now, I think 
that there will be no account taken of a man's 
clothing; whenever that becomes a custom, then 
many will wear such clothing for a mark, and 
not for respect to the Being whom we all wor-
ship. 

In another excerpt he reflects on the Lives of the Pres-
idents, which he was reading at the time: "John 
Adams, second president of the U  S  had a 
good wife, to whom I can credit quite a large per 
centum of his greatness. Only great men have great 
wives, and a good wife is a man's best dower." This 
was written on Jan. 13, 1879, two days before their 
first wedding anniversary; the previous day he had 
noted: 

I sometimes play [Authors], but not with that rel-
ish that some can play with, or that I used to 
play with. Nellie does not enjoy a game of any 
kind at all. I sometimes wish that she would 
play to entertain company, if nothing else. But 
yet I think it shows a high appreciation of some-
thing else, and something better. 
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I have Grandfather's Anabasis somewhere here, too, 
carrying what appears to be a youthful signature: 
John W. O'Hara, Peru, Indiana. I don't suppose he 
could read it, though perhaps he did; both my father 
and my brother after him showed themselves linguis-
tically unusually gifted. Aha, here it is! If a Greek 
scholar surfaces in the next generation, I'd like to pass 
this little book on to her/him. 

Grandfather O'Hara was active in Indiana politics 
when such involvement was looked at askance by 
some in the church; he was appointed by President 
Taft United States Consul in Montevideo, Uruguay, 
and later in Santos, Brazil. With his entire family, 
including eight children and a niece, he set sail for 
South America, where they were to live for four 
years. At Montevideo my father served as Vice-
Consul and John as Secretary. 

Here, now, at the bottom of the pile — I must have 
organized all this once before — is a copy of America 
for June 15, 1940, with an article by my father dealing 
with the effect of the declining birth rate of the thirties 
on the then-new social security system. I recall re-
turning from a visit to our Kansas relatives — one of 
the few times he had not accompanied us — to find 
him sitting at the kitchen table in a room stacked with 
a week's dishes, savoring his own cooking and the 
article that had appeared just that day. He had done 
the statistical research for the article evenings and 
weekends at the Hill Reference Library; and although 
the "baby-boom" of the war and post-war years 
fended off for a generation the situation of insolvency 
in the social security system he then foresaw, it seems 
possible that the even more precipitous decline in 
birth rates during the last few years may prove him 
prophet in the end. The Tablet of London copied part 
of the article, a fact which elicited from my mother the 
remark, spoken with a twinkle in the eye, that "Mr. 
O'Hara is well known to readers on both sides of the 
Atlantic." 

My father's books were many and varied. He read 
law with his father and passed the bar examination; 
but although he never practiced, preferring construc-
tion work, he enjoyed study. How I wish I had not 
allowed myself to be separated from the gift of his 
treasured English copy of the Foundations of St. 
Teresa! The great Teresa and Mary of Agreda were 
two of his favorites among Spanish writers. And long 
before Nordhoff and Hall, he was an expert on the 
topic of mutiny — on or off the Bounty. 

So it goes. All this sorting out and mulling over 

takes a lot of time, actually, but when I sit back, I can 
see that in terms of efficiency it's well worth it: Here 
and there I begin to get glimpses of blue desk blotter 
and space for my elbows. In a minute I'll start on my 
own stuff. If I had to put it into perspective, I wonder 
where I'd begin — with wonder, maybe . . . . 

My first real encounter with philosophy occurred in 
the novitiate, where questions I had puzzled over for 
many years finally received satisfying answers, or at 
least were formulated in a way that made me realize 
they were, indeed, respectable questions. There, too, 
I was given a mouth, a language in which to articulate 
what until then had been only disturbing awareness-
es. I remember very clearly my first college class in 
social philosophy held one rainy afternoon in 121 

Whitby Hall. To those classes, and to graduate 
courses later, I went with an almost dizzying feeling 
of excitement. 

The emphasis of the department of philosophy at 
Catholic University on science during the time I spent 
there was most unusual among similar institutions; 
but having had fine undergraduate work in mathe-
matics and science at CSC, I considered it a wise in-
vestment of my time, and I have never regretted it. It 
laid the groundwork for an interest that took me to a 
National Science Foundation Institute in philosophy 
of science at the American University in 1964 and 
continues to guide my principal research today. 

The master's thesis I wrote thirty years ago on St. 
Thomas Aquinas' theory of the social nature of man 
involved me in the study of G.H. Mead, who left me, 
generally, uninspired. Today I find his thought 
somewhat more congenial but still wanting, precisely 
in social philosophy. 

When I suggested the topic, "St. Thomas on 
Women," to my thesis director as a possible subject 
for a doctoral dissertation, he discouraged it, saying, 
"You won't find much." What I did find — on Wis-
dom — I am still trying to get to the bottom of. The 
central chapter in that dissertation, on wisdom in the 
wise man, deals with an aspect of the question that 
continues to intrigue me, and my first published 
philosophical article consisted of a short discussion of 
the thesis that "Today, wisdom is impossible," ad-
vanced by a French social philosopher of the existen-
tialist sort. The Oriental influence felt today in west-
ern thought bears out my rejection of his position; but 
I have to confess I can't yet point out the wise man to 
him. 

When I settled down one August afternoon in 1943 
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or so in an airy, empty classroom on third floor Men-
del Hall to read the corpus of the Greek tragic drama, 
I discovered a passion for theater that has deepened 
with the years. One of the notable extra-philosophical 
features of the year I spent at Yale — nearly ten years 
ago now — was the opportunity it afforded me to see 
plays like Albee's Tiny Alice and Joseph Heller's We 
Bombed in New Haven on its first run. Of course the 
outstanding remembrance of that year is the chance it 
gave me to study and reflect upon what philosophers 
call "analysis of ordinary language." The language-
shock Sister Annette and I had experienced at Lou-
vain fifteen years earlier had been a significant ex-
perience indeed: by Thanksgiving many of us for-
eigners were for all practical purposes deaf. Some-
thing analogous was happening to me, I think, with 
respect to the in many ways irrational ideas of exis-
tential thinkers I was hearing at the time. Fortunately 
for me, those philosophical absurdities had only a 
limited period of viability, and I have found the more 
recent structuralism propounded, for example, in 
Piaget more to my taste. 

I am sure that one of the reasons I work today from a 
monastery rather than a college is that I found the 
tremendous "input" of experience and information I 
was receiving to be finally more than I could readily 
absorb. When I could no longer remember where I'd 
seen the exhibit advertised as coming to the Walker 
and had to be informed by an artist friend that it must 
have been at the Museum of Modern Art in New York 
since that was the only place the exhibit had been  

mounted before, I came to realize that it was time to 
begin to settle my mind, to try to "possess my soul" 
in greater peace than had been possible for me up to 
this time. And even in this far simpler life I find my-
self with more to absorb than I can easily take in. 
People tell me something is taking place, at a level too 
deep to be perceived, within my consciousness; I 
suppose there is a greater differentiation than there 
was formerly. 

People ask, "What do you do in the monastery?" I 
pursue Wisdom. I seek the Face of God. Much of my 
time is spent actually following out the lines first 
suggested to me when I worked, a quarter of a cen-
tury ago, with Sister Annette on her Persons and Per-
sonality. Today I hope to read a little Galen. I "earn 
my keep," however, by celebrating each day with the 
other sisters in choir the liturgical Hours of the Office. 
I pray for the church, for my family and friends, for 
my former students and the college, for the world, for 
all the various intentions thousands of people ask us 
to join them in prayer for. 

Two cardinals and a blackbird share the space out-
side my window as I work . . . Where was I? Oh 
yes, housecleaning. I guess I'll keep them all — the 
Anabasis, the Seven Famous Greek Plays, my father's 
article, my mother's Kristin. Efficiency isn't every-
thing; I still mourn the lost Foundations — but then I 
hear a new, better edition is coming out . . . I'll 
keep it all, even though it means pushing aside my 
own notes for my own book. But I really must get on 
with that, too. CE) 
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Pieces of a Curriculum 

I. The dividend 	 The quotients are 
is the total 	 beautiful, 
to be sub-divided 	 with or without 
into equal sets. 	 remainders. 

The dividend 	 The quotients are 
is the focus, 	 lovely 
the reality piece 	 after the 
within the frame. 	 innumerable steps. 

How many times 	 (Banks give 
can the divisor 	 dividends . . . 
be contained . . 	 How does that 
What is the 	 fit in?) 
multiple? 	 Perhaps 

life is the dividend 
How many times 	 How does that 
must the steps 	 fit in?) 
be repeated? 
How many times? 	 II. How many 

conterminous 
There is Into 	 states are 
Times and 	 in 
Taken From 	 your continent? 
until there is 	 How many isolated 
nothing left. 	 or island states? 

All elemental geography 
One shouldn't 	 the teacher said. 
say there is 
nothing left 	 Location and place, 
because there 	 and learning will begin 
is the answer. 	 when 

you 
know 
your 
space. 

The notebooks closed. 
— Sister Charlotte Donais 

32 THE ARK 



THE ARTIST IN RELIGIOUS COMMUNITY: 
A CONVERSATION 
Sister Mary Gotz and Sister Ellen Catherine Palmer 

ONE EVENING IN APRIL, at the invitation of the edito-
rial staff of The Ark, five of the many artists in the 
community met at the Administration Center to talk 
about the artist in community. The conversation was 
taped and, except for minor editorial changes, is re-
produced here. 

PARTICIPANTS: Sister Marlene Barghini is a family 
therapist at the Bridge. Sister Celine Charpentier is 
teaching drawing in the art department at St. 
Catherine's. Sister Joanne Emmer teaches art at St. 
Mary's Junior College and makes drawings, paint-
ings, and prints whenever it seems appropriate. Sis-
ter Rosemary Hayes says, "Art in my life is one of the 
most humanly and spiritually satisfying of experi-
ences. It heals and integrates. Like prayer it helps me 
go into my deepest self. As a performing arts teacher 
my desire is to share this with as many people as I 
can." Sister Ellen Murphy for many years was known 
as Sister Agnes. After teaching at almost every level 
in various schools of the community, she now teaches 
courses that lead to kindergarten and preschool 
teacher certification at the College of St. Catherine. 
Her poetry has been published in America and Com-
monweal. 

FACILITATORS: Sisters Mary Gotz and Ellen Catherine 
Palmer. 

ELLEN: I think if you are a religious and an artist, it can 
change the expression of your art in the kinds of 
things you absorb; the things you think about change 
the way you express yourself. What about that? Is 
that true or is it just our common humanity that we 
express in art? 

ROSEMARY: I guess I feel that it's your deepest self. I 
see a great relationship between an artist and a per-
son of prayer because the artist has to go so deeply, 
has to contemplate at such a deep level. If you're 
really praying, you go deeper and deeper, getting in 
touch with your deepest self. It's true there are plenty 
of artists who are not people of prayer, but sometimes 
I feel they must touch their deep center. And I guess I 
feel that artists all through the centuries — I mean 

really great artists in poetry, painting, music — have 
wanted to express the highest aspirations of man. I 
see a real relationship between art and my life as reli-
gious, as a woman of prayer. 

ELLEN: Wasn't Merton writing on art and contempla-
tion when he was having his struggle with the need 
to be alone and, I suppose, quiet, absorbed in God 
and his need to express himself? He wrote several 
articles, one I remember keeping for a long time, in 
Commonweal called "Poetry and Contemplation" in 
which he tried to figure out just what his role was 
there at Gethsemani, and for a while he wrote quite a 
lot about art and the spiritual life. Have you read any 
of those articles? It seems to me they might throw 
some light on the role of the artist in community. 

MARY: It seems to me that the contemplative tend-
ency of the artist is not necessarily associated with the 
life of prayer. 

ROSEMARY: No, I just mentioned that in relationship 
to ourselves as people in religious life. No, the artist 
doesn't necessarily have to be a person of prayer at 
all. 

ELLEN: I think of it this way: You're an artist, maybe 
not first, but if that's your nature, you are the artist. 
Then, the kind of life you are leading, whether you 
are leading a life of prayer or whether you are travel-
ing all over the world contemplating its marvels or 
whatever you are doing is what feeds your con-
sciousness, gives you insights into life, into the reality 
you want to express — if that's what it is to be an 
artist. 

JOANNE: That's what we're going to come back to. 
What is it to be an artist? If you start out by assuming 
we're the artists in community we would all debate 
that. Are we the artists in community or are we just 
the ones who were trained because, as in my case, 
they needed an art teacher at the time I was ready to be 
trained for something? But we're talking about the 
artist as someone who is deeply contemplative, or a 
seer, or has to sort things out, or do the interpreting 
for the larger community. 
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MARY: It has happened that people who have shown 
gifts as artists are not among that group of makers. It 
doesn't mean they're not artists but they're not mak-
ing things — some of them by choice, by a change in 
the direction of their art; and I think Marlene is an 
example of that. I remember, Marlene, when you 
made things; now you're "making" people, but are 
convinced of the role of art in doing that. But there 
are people also who, not by their own choice, I think 
probably had a very frustrating experience of having 
been told that the community didn't need an art 
teacher — teach first grade or senior English or some-
thing else. 

ELLEN: Don't you think though — we'll set ourselves 
aside for a moment — that an artist is born mostly 
and if he's lucky he's also made? 

JOANNE: I think it's true that some people are more 
perceptive than others. 

ELLEN: You think anyone, though, can learn the skills 
of an artist? 

JOANNE: Well, if that's what art is — a skill — or if it's 
someone who is trained, as I mentioned. But I think 
when we came in here Mary Gotz said, "I'm a teacher 
and I consider teaching an art." I'm a teacher and I 
consider teaching an art. I study about art all the time 
because I'm an art teacher and somehow or other I 
have to convey some of these things. But the whole 
notion of what art is and what an artist is, is changing 
so fast. I agree, talent will out. Mozart is going to play 
when he's three years old. But that's a very narrow 
view of what art is at the present time. Marlene and I 
were talking on the way down — look around in the 
community and you'll see lots of people who are ar-
tists, and still it's a very difficult role to define. 

MARLENE: Each of us would have a different list. 

JOANNE: Yes, different lists and different reasons, but 
in a way we'd all know what we're talking about. You 
can't write the definition out and say, "Let's see who 
conforms to this definition"; the definition would 
have had to be very narrow if you wanted to get 
together only those of us who are practicing the skill. 

MARLENE: I've been thinking about it for a long time 
— how am I an artist? I don't make anything with my 

hands anymore. Today I did some sessions I think 
were works of art. Two of them were a real expres-
sion to me of process, of humanness, of person; and 
the form — the way everything flowed together, the 
people, myself in tune with a real human experience 
that can't be seen — that I can't tell you about. It's 
something I feel deeply within myself and the people 
who were in that room with me shared that. I look at 
therapy as an art, but I never would think of it as an 
art like the fine arts. 

MARY: I was thinking of when we were in the 
novitiate together, Marlene, and you were in that 
group called "artists." 

JOANNE: You were in the attic on laundry day . . 

MARY: While the rest of us were down there at the 
mangle, out cleaning vegetables — this elite were up 
in the attic, having lecture and De Profundis beads 
and creating those masterpieces to be sent out to the 
benefactors of the community. But I remember you 
after that as doing things, particularly wood 
sculpture. You did some beautiful things; but what I 
was interested in when I was at the Bridge was your 
talking about how much you felt the need of a 
humanities or art type of experience there to add the 
dimension of — what did you call it — "the tran-
scendent" and that you were looking at literature, art 
and music. You waxed eloquent on that as . . . 

MARLENE: Something beyond oneself, yes. 

MARY: You believed so intensely in the value of that; 
it seemed a natural outgrowth of your own belief. 

MARLENE: And of my own training and my whole life 
and, I think, life within the community. I do a lot of 
training of younger people, and I feel that we in 
community have been given a real education in some-
thing. 

MARY: In what? 

MARLENE: It's a richness of experience — as crazy as 
it was. I crawled through college and I loved it, choos-
ing my classes and taking my time. Working was my 
real life and then on the side I went to school, enjoy-
ing that learning. People learn now as if they have to 
learn and I don't know what they're doing. All the 
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people who have come into my life in the community 
have really mattered. You taught me about Hopkins, 
Mary, and I could go to different people who could 
tell me about all different things, about the arts, and I 
could go to the library. When I was supposed to be on 
retreat I'd be looking at all the picture books and hav-
ing the time to do that. I don't know if people have 
the time to do things like that anymore — listen to 
music and hear people read aloud. 

ELLEN: And this is what you want to provide? That is 
beautiful. 

MARLENE: I don't know. Because I still think that in a 
session in therapy it's like art somehow. There's a kid 
with a pheasant feather in his hair and you can't 
reach him but somehow you can relate to pheasants. 
And that's a contact. There's a piece of story. 

JOANNE: I think she's right. For me it's more than the 
idea of contemplation. I think of the artist as a see-er, 
somebody with open eyes; an interpreter, that is, 
somebody who can open eyes; and that's what Mar-
lene does or wants to do. She has had that happen to 
her in community and wants to do it for her people. I 
don't like the idea of therapy as art or a skill, but I like 
the idea of opening eyes and that's why the idea of 
teacher as artist is a marvelous thing. But what you 
open eyes upon is not the great beyond or the life of 
the spirit, but the pheasant feather or the stuff of the 
world, of the earth, of the bodies and, sure, the spirits 
— everything that there is, not just the spiritual. Ear-
lier in community we had a sort of bodiless orienta-
tion and then, because we were rich and vital and our 
eyes were becoming unglued, we began to see that 
there has to be some kind of return to the material, 
the honest kind and the reverent kind. That's what 
happens when you throw red on the canvas. You 
don't have to think of Pentecost. It's an awakening of 
the senses and so in the beginning the artist is the 
perceptive person. Nobody is going to argue that 
some people are more perceptive than others. 

ROSEMARY: Don't you think it has to be more than the 
senses, though? 

JOANNE: I don't see how it can help but be, but it has 
to start there. 

ELLEN: It keeps your imagination working because 
you are looking for something that will enable you to 

communicate and you see the pheasant feather. If 
you had no imagination you would never have 
caught on that the pheasant feather was a point of 
contact. 

MARLENE: Well, it's the whole cognitive stuff that 
goes on — that you have to put it all together. 

MARY: But someone else could deal with that situa-
tion in a very unimaginative way. You were talking 
about two things that identify a person as artist no 
matter what she does. She is able to imagine things 
other than they are, not only see but imagine what 
isn't there, and not everyone can do that. You were 
obviously very sensitive to the person, to the feather, 
to the form, to the interaction; that takes sensitivity 
and imagination and being rooted in what's really 
there, as you were saying — being rooted in the 
feather and the person. 

MARLENE: And it's really being there. I see so many 
people (and I myself) who can be so "spacey" and 
out of it. 

ELLEN: That's what happens. I don't know if it 
happens to the rest of you, but it happens to me in 
my work. My work keeps me from doing my 
reflecting and my imagining and it shouldn't, 
should it? It shouldn't but . . . 

JOANNE: I don't think we need to partition our-
selves like that, between work and reflection. There 
doesn't have to be that kind of division of labor. 

ELLEN: But that's the way it is. 

ROSEMARY: I don't see any dichotomy either. 

MARLENE: Did you ever go through that period 
when art was a bad thing? 

ELLEN: Oh, yes. 

MARLENE: I was so preoccupied struggling with the 
shoulds and the shouldn'ts. I unfortunately want to 
be perfect. Horrible! 

ELLEN: Fortunately, I achieved it at an early age 
and didn't have to think of it again. 

MARY: I think that brings up another point about the 
artist in community. I don't know if all artists strive 
for excellence, but I'd like to teach the best possible 
class and I strive towards that and I know to a cer-
tain extent I have succeeded. But I wonder if some-
times in community we have been told for years and 
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years to strive for excellence and then get the feeling 
that nobody knows quite what to do when that 
striving gets out of hand. I just wonder at what point 
one should stop trying to be excellent and start 
trying not to make waves. 

CELINE: When you say "excellence" I hear it as some-
thing outside yourself and something perhaps dif-
ferent from what you yourself might see as the best 
way. 

MARY: I guess I'm thinking of that kind of excellence. 

JOANNE: I'm thinking of Ellen Catherine when she 
called and said that the community has always pro-
moted the arts, like Mother Somebody sending Sister 
So-and-So over to copy the old masters. That's excel-
lence but it's somebody else's. Now if it happened at 
the same time, at the turn of the century or whenever 
it was, that that person had decided to find her own 
excellence — is that what you're referring to? How 
would the community have dealt with that? That's 
what I mean when I say the whole idea of art has 
changed so much. When you talk about art in the 
community you talk about a hundred years in the St. 
Paul Province. You have to talk about that earlier kind 
of approach and then you have to move on to where 
art is now in the past ten years. It's a whole different 
thing from picking out what's established and getting 
a few nuns to try to achieve that. 

MARY: But my question is do you think that today in 
community someone's inner desire for excellence, 
making that known, would be much better received 
than if a hundred years ago Sister So-and-So said, 
"But, Mother Superior, I don't want to copy Raphael; 
I want to paint pears and apples and oranges"? 

JOANNE: I just don't think it makes any difference 
whether her inner desire's well received — or 
whether it's received at all. What I mean is that if an 
artist is someone with open eyes . . . 

MARLENE: A person. The fact of the open eyes is the 
important thing, not whether the inner desire is re-
ceived as a value. Or that someone else gives a per-
mission. 

JOANNE: Yes, you don't need any of that. 

MARLENE: You don't need anyone to send you some-
place. You can be your own person and how you fit in 
is the conflict area . . . whether you get your mate-
rials or even do what you believe in. 

JOANNE: Look at any artists . . . they've never had 
all those things. 

MARY: If that's all true then is there any meaning in 
the topic "The Artist in Religious Life?" Are those 
completely dissociated terms? 

ELLEN: Maybe religious life is an accident, an acciden-
tal. You know, it's a situation and doesn't much 
change the . . . 

CELINE: I came into community when I was thirty-
five and I thought the community would hold the 
same values as I, as an artist. Individuality and per-
sonal vision and doing your own thing were not 
anti-establishment or reactionary but were rather 
needing the community to have that vision fed and 
supported and hassled and nurtured. 

MARY: Did you find that to be true? 

CELINE: I was lucky, I think. I hear the history of 
people who shared something different. I've been in 
for about ten years. I came in when "spirituality" and 
"theology" were changing to "person" and "the mis-
sion of Christ" thing — modes of praying and reading 
scripture which were unheard of before — that you 
say what it says to you and that personal vision was 
flowering and coming into religious life in a way quite 
different from what it had been. It was a complete 
accident that I happened to come in at that time. I 
know people who as artists have not experienced 
community the way I did, but I find it correlated 
now — my work, with the direction the community is 
taking. 

MARY: Several people have said they would strike the 
word "religious" from the question. Now you have 
just voiced the experience you had of support and en-
couragement from community. Does the artist need 
that? If you belong to a community of religious 
women or a community of any kind, how much does 
their support mean? 

CELINE: I guess I anticipated clearly that they were 
creative individuals like myself. Maybe I did it in 
painting and they did it in the way they taught their 
classes, in the valuing of, developing of freedom and 
personal vision and their trying to help the person 
know who she was. That's why I thought I was at 
home, and I've seen this grow so I don't feel tensions. 

ELLEN: You do feel at home then? 
CELINE: Yes. 
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JOANNE: I think if you feel at home it's because 
you've struck the word "artist" and left in the "reli-
gious." There are all kinds of ways of being creative 
so you just can't set yourself up as an artist and ex-
pect support for that. Or have anyone else set you up 
like that and support you. Tolerance, sure, but there's 
no reason that you should be "special." 

MARLENE: The word "artist" to me would make me 
feel very special. 

JOANNE: I think that's what's happening, not just in 
community, but everywhere. But the artist wants 
back into the human community. She doesn't want to 
be out there on the mountain. 

ELLEN: Don't you think though, that (this group 
aside) there are people who are more artist than any-
thing else? 

MARLENE: More special? 

ELLEN: I don't know. 

ROSEMARY: You don't have to equate "artist" with 
"special." Scientists are pretty special, and inventors 
and — an artist is an artist. 

MARLENE: Sometimes people take the arts as being 
different and special and not for everyone, and they 
become an elite; whereas for me, the earthier the bet-
ter. Music belongs to everybody. It's not as if you 
have to spend so much hard time learning or even 
being exposed to Mozart — it's just that lots of people 
don't have that commonality of training and educa-
tion; the arts are not a part of their experience any 
more. 

ROSEMARY: Just in the last few years I've had an ex-
perience with Suzuki, whose philosophy of training 
is that everyone is an artist — and he proves it. For 
the past thirty years he's said that all children are 
talented and have superior ability, and he's devised a 
method by which they can achieve the highest. I've 
heard and seen this for the past two years at Suzuki 
Institutes and I'm attempting to use the same 
philosophy and methods in my own teaching. It's 
really exciting because it's true. With some children it 
takes longer but if you're patient and if they have the 
proper environment, that is, a lot of musical 
background, it can happen. 

MARLENE: You're talking about the artist as a seer, so 
I keep saying an artist is a person. Persons grow and 
develop their inner potential. It's like coming here 
tonight — the word "artist" gave me the heebie-
jeebies. I felt funny, uncomfortable and unworthy 
and I got into all kinds of insecurity about that. Think 
of the humanness . . . I do think of a Bruegel paint-
ing — of the peasants — there's a peasant artist or a 
peasant seer or someone in there who sees. It is a part 
of life. I meet so many people who haven't had the 
opportunity to learn that kind of thing or to be ex-
posed to it and are starving. Their own humanness is 
hurt. They don't get the opportunity to experience a 
really rich life, fullness of life. Their imaginations are 
not developed. They don't see the trees. They just 
miss it all. 

CELINE: Is that what the artist is about in religious 
life? 

MARY: I believe that every person is an artist in his 
own right but I'm also convinced that there are 
people who excel . . . 

JOANNE: So there are people who can run faster than 
others. 

ELLEN: You mean like Dominick Argento who 
worked hard, hard, hard, revised it, worked at it, 
shaped it? That's what I thought you were going to 
talk about. 

MARY: Again, teaching is what I know and I know 
that there are excellent teachers and good teachers 
and poor teachers, and you can tell one from the 
other. If you can't, then you're not a very good seer. 
And you are saying something about excellence and 
about the recognition of creativity that, I guess, in my 
heart, I don't believe. I'm not satisfied with saying 
everybody is an artist. 

JOANNE: I would never say everybody is an artist, 
because of the connotation of the word. I think as 
long as the word is understood that way, there's no 
point in saying everyone is an artist. Some of us make 
things better than others, whether they're sounds or 
whatever, according to some sort of criteria set up 
through our culture. We're much more skillful, we're 
much more sensitive to materials — no one is going to 
doubt that, and we can recognize it in what other 
people do. The only reason we can do it is because of 
our senses or the fact that we are open-eyed people 
who can make relationships. 
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ELLEN: You have to see relationships. I think that's 
the basic thing about an artist; she sees relationships 
and shapes. 

CELINE: But how much time does that take? I think 
that's one of our problems in community — if we 
affirm it. If we become very practical about it, it does 
take time, it does take commitment — a commitment 
of struggle. If someone chooses to go that way, 
should the community support them? Is it important 
that someone says this is where I am and is willing to 
make a gift of it and just take care of herself? I think 
there's a very practical level of committing ourselves 
to those values. 

MARLENE: There's a tension there. 

CELINE: Yes. 

MARLENE: Isn't that commitment somehow respect-
ing your own self, though, and being compassionate 
towards your own sense of your own growth? You've 
got to fight for it . . 

JOANNE: You're going to have resistance; you have to 
have resistance. 

MARLENE: No conflict, no growth. 

JOANNE: There's no reason it shouldn't come from 
your own community. They should be faithful 
enough to you to resist you. 

ROSEMARY: I think you can be an artist and work at 
something else too. I just read an article by Paul Fet-
ler, who has written an enormous amount of music; 
he teaches a pretty heavy schedule at the University 
of Minnesota, but he composes every morning and is 
apparently a very disciplined man. 

ELLEN: He teaches music, though, doesn't he? 

ROSEMARY: Yes, but . . 

ELLEN: He's teaching the thing that he knows and 
loves. 

ROSEMARY: He's teaching theory. 

MARY: Art teachers teach art and that's not the same 
as making it. 
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JOANNE: 	say it isn't. 

MARY: Or what about teaching early childhood edu-
cation and being a poet? Or what about teaching art 
and being an artist? 

CELINE: It's an input for me but not the same. 

ELLEN: I think it would be much easier if I were read-
ing poetry or teaching it. Then I wouldn't be so scat-
tered, but this way my whole day and every ounce of 
my energy I use in that education department. 

MARLENE: What would you rather do? Did you ever 
think of that? 

ELLEN: I'm not going to say anything! 

JOANNE: I didn't think anyone did anything she 
didn't like anymore! 

CELINE: Is it a matter of timing? Is that what you're 
saying? I know times when I don't seem to have 
something that needs to be expressed and I need a 
quiet time of teaching and new materials, new ex-
periences coming in. I don't find I have reached a 
point where I can say, "OK, twenty-eight per cent is 
all right for cooking, housekeeping, community, and 
thirty-three per cent for something else and I-don't-
know-what other per cent for job. It keeps changing, 
the patterns and the needs within myself, and maybe 
I'd reach a point where no working would really be 
the appropriate thing and other times it would be the 
dumbest decision in the whole world. 

ELLEN: I think that's very very very true. 

MARLENE: That's a real problem about tension and 
conflict. In my work I profess to try to help people 
resolve those kinds of things, and yet I know I can't 
take anybody on a journey that I don't go on myself. 
The things that help me learn the most are the 
conflicts. It's when it's comfortable that I get in a re-
ally crazy place. Somehow it seems to me it's the 
taking a stand and believing in something and doing 
something about it. 

ROSEMARY: It seems it's easier to do what you're 
doing at the Bridge, Marlene, and to justify it and 
have the community say, "That's OK. That's great." 
But it seems to be harder to suddenly take off a big 
block of time to contemplate or think or try to get 



something to germinate. Or for me to try to put on a 
concert. 

JOANNE: Look at the history of art, though. Any ar-
tist who's amounted to anything — the only time 
"well done" was ever said to him was after he was in 
the ground. MARLENE: Are you saying I would get more support 

than you, if you wanted to put on a concert? 

ROSEMARY: I would have to cut out a lot of my teach-
ing to do a concert and I guess — 

ELLEN: You wouldn't be bringing in the money. 

ROSEMARY: That's right. 

ELLEN: Yes, it's bringing in the money — it gets me to 
think, "Oh, I'm not bringing in money. . . ." 

MARLENE: Really? 

ROSEMARY: Yes, that's been one of the hard things 
about teaching. 

ELLEN: I feel I have to bring in ten times more than I 
use to be justified in just eating my meals. Maybe this 
is just a crazy notion I have. 

MARY: No, I don't think it is at all. 

ELLEN: I remember not being allowed to miss school 
when I was desperately ill because it meant hiring a 
substitute. That made such an impression on my very 
impressionable soul that I've never been able to re-
cover from it. 

ROSEMARY: I think many people are that way. 

MARY: This question keeps going through my mind. 
Yes, everyone needs conflict and challenge, but how 
much, before . . . ? 

MARLENE: You can't create if it's too much. 

MARY: And that's related to the question, "Can you 
be an artist without an audience, without a response 
of some kind? And I guess I wonder whether people 
are saying you don't necessarily have a right to that 
from community for the art thing you're doing; but, 
on the other hand, even a very independent person 
somewhere needs someone to say, someone who 
matters to say, "Well done" or "Beautiful" or "Do 
more, that's wonderful." 

MARLENE: Or it's something that person says to him-
self: "I believe in what I'm doing." 

JOANNE: I think a lot of support (and we're talking in 
degrees here) is bad for an artist. Since I've been at St. 
Mary's I've been painting a lot and doing a show 
every fall, and I really worry when people like it a lot 
because then I know I'm grinding out stuff they could 
get at the Southdale Art Fair. 

ELLEN: Is that necessarily true? 

JOANNE: I have that suspicion when a whole lot of 
people think my work would look swell above their 
piano. 

ELLEN: Couldn't that mean that the level of artistic 
literacy was higher — appreciation is getting higher? 

JOANNE: I could talk myself into that very easily. 

ELLEN: I don't think it's good either. I think adulation 
or even pampering or that kind of thing — no — but 
what I think is very very necessary for an artist is that 
she have time, that there isn't this bogging down. 
You can get so bogged down — all your psychic 
energy used up on something that's not your busi-
ness, so to speak. 

JOANNE: You've just got to get to the point where 
things relate to each other, you're right. Everything 
has to relate. An artist is an integrater, she ought to 
be able to relate these things. If we don't relate, I 
think we're really out of whack. 

ROSEMARY: You related with those people who 
wanted to buy your paintings. 

JOANNE: I related with them? 

ROSEMARY: I mean they tuned in to you. 

CELINE: You'd like maybe a hassle relationship? 
Joanne is in the prophet's class. She is not exactly for 
being patted on the back and stroked and all those 
nice things. 
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JOANNE: It kills people! At any level I think it kills 
them. Sure. What you're saying is "I like you. You're 
just like me. We're very similar. We have a lot in 
common. Nothing has to change." 

MARY: I think, though, it makes a great deal of dif-
ference from whom it comes. 

JOANNE: Oh, sure. I don't want to stand out and get 
persecuted either, but it's just that we don't need an 
awful lot of art, you know. If I do forty paintings in a 
summer, I don't think the world is really lying in wait 
for that. I tell the students, "Why all this art? What 
are we in here for? Are we some kind of factory add-
ing to the pollution problem?" That's not it — mak-
ing more of this stuff. What we're supposed to be 
doing is opening eyes. Human beings should be 
changed because of what we're doing. 

CELINE: Joanne, you're bringing out something Ma-
ritain refers to when he gets into the moral question. 
He talks about idolaters of artists; you yourself are in 
that kind of situation with the public today, or maybe 
it isn't your art work but because you're getting this 
likeness. I've seen this in New York — much more of 
an idolatry towards the fine arts. That's the "in" 
thing. People are moving more towards it. They're 
willing to talk about it more; they're willing to . . . 

ROSEMARY: Invest in it! That's right. It's a good wise 
investment. 

MARLENE: That's not saying that the static isn't there. 

MARY: What do students take art for? When they 
come to an art class in painting, sculpture or creative 
writing, what is their objective? Is it to produce some-
thing or does it depend upon what the artist-teacher 
does with them initially? 

CELINE: I had the shocking experience of being away 
from kids for two years and coming back and finding 
job-orientation. Now almost every one wants to 
know what kind of job she can get. Their parents are 
asking; they pay for them. I don't know what to do 
with that. I say we're not a vocational school. 

JOANNE: I'd love to know what you answered, be-
cause I don't think there's any answer to that. There 
certainly aren't any jobs. 

CELINE: No. I try to talk about a liberal arts approach, 
talk about schools they can go to if that's what they 
want. 

MARY: IS it that you do something to bring in the 
bread and butter and once you've taken care of stock-
ing the refrigerator or putting shoes on the kids, then 
you do art? 

ROSEMARY: I think we teach art mainly so that stu-
dents can have more joy in life. 

MARLENE: I teach communication skills. For two days 
we talked about the reality of death. I was across from 
Mary Davida who was playing all the music I love. I 
am so aware of the music. And I keep thinking of 
people I come in contact with — people with a science 
background or a social science background — but 
who, I am aware, don't read fairy tales or use the 
imagination. It's so rigid and stifling. It's like families 
in pain. Somehow with them it's not okay to experi-
ence the broadness of life — of life is rotten, life is 
beautiful; of life is and yet right now there is this 
death, there is this suicide, there is this good meal. 
There are all these different kinds of experience. 

JOANNE: I find that about religion, you know. I find 
that with the students I teach. The most "religious" 
ones are the hardest ones to teach art to. Because 
they're much narrower and they want lots of joy in 
the stuff and if they can't see the joy right 
away. . . . They want it to be "beautiful." Do they 
think that if it's not "beautiful" it can't lead them to 
God? 

MARLENE: It's like the drug and alcohol experience, 
getting out of the reality of the here and now. To me 
it's the opposite of the artist and it's the opposite of 
the therapy of the teacher who is to help free a person 
to become more aware of the here and now. 

ELLEN: Pain and sorrow are so important. 

CELINE: The idealism of wanting the end-product —
something to idealize, to reassure, to cling to . . . 

ROSEMARY: I agree with you. They don't seem to want 
any experience of getting from where they are 
to . . . 

MARLENE: Life is a struggle. I don't appreciate people 
unless they struggle. 
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ELLEN: Well, the martyrology used to give the strug-
gle. Life really seemed quite livable after reading the 
martyrology. It's very mysterious, isn't it? I think the 
more you try to say what it is the less you can know. 

made it in mystery. But I can't name what it is I've 
made. But it's some kind of presence, and being 
tuned in on the right thing. 

MARY: That really goes along with the desire to see. 
One thing the artist does is to develop the ability both 
to see and to accept that which he cannot see — that 
is, the mystery. It's not like the struggle to see the 
answer to a mathematics problem. What you want to 
do is to find the solution, finish the puzzle, and have 
that kind of satisfaction. But that acceptance of mys-
tery is part of the terrible suffering. 

CELINE: I think it's part of the experience. You give up 
the outside authority. I find it really doesn't matter 
whether I make it or don't make it. Somehow I've 

MARLENE: Another dimension. 

CELINE: Yes. 

ELLEN: It seems to me you cannot really measure 
your own success. And that's the only measure you 
can really feel comfortable with. But once you have 
expressed anything in any art form, you know that 
isn't enough. You have to keep on doing it again, and 
attempting again and again. And then you measure it 
with some vision you have. And so it just goes on and 
on. In 

Meditation While Lying on the Grass on a Clear Spring Day 

that gnat — 
a monster just above my eye, 
that bird — 
a gnat against the distant sky, 
could have 
for one who's prone upon this sphere 
lessons 
in the psychology of fear. 

— Sister Mary Gotz 

Word and Bread 

Jeremiah 
sausages and eggs — the menu 
this First Sunday of the Passion; 
with my coffee I drank lamentation 
and anathema; wondered 
about a second slice of bread 
and scarlet ladies; wished comfort come 
before the dishpans — but it didn't, 
being several chapters on; 
we were dispersed just as he said; 
I walked all day on what I had been fed. 

— Sister Mary Gotz 
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For John Berryman 
January 7, 1972 

I see you tramp forth eagerly 
Across this bridge 
Only to find, 
However piercingly your eyes may search, 
No other person coming 
Even one small fraction of the way; 
And desperate futile hope gives way 
To hatred of this bridge — 
A barren link, an empty thoroughfare. 

I see your lifted hand 
Seeking no more a grasp of any kind, 
Making one lonely waving gesture, 
Then clutch and climb, then leap. 
Waters, though deep this freezing day, 
Refuse a winding sheet: 
Hard ice meets your fall, 
Who gave us beauty 
Flowing in rich lines — 
Another irony. 

Now all your dreams are sung 
And yet this very day 
Your heritage recorded by your singular 
And clear expressive voice 
Travels to us on waves of sound. 

Where has there ever been a bridge 
That carried man to man? 

One who was Bridge himself 
Broken and torn in spanning that long way 
From man to God — 
One who will always come 
Ten thousand miles 
To our one step —
Embraces you at last, 
You who have spent your life 
To make us understand 
That every life is needing to be met. 

Now you have crossed that Bridge alone 
That spans eternity 
To carry man to God. 

—Sister Helen Dolores Sweeney 
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WEST BANK TALES 

Sister Rita Steinhagen 

IT WAS A WARM spring afternoon in 1970, and a friend 
and I were among the throngs of people who strolled 
the streets of the West Bank. The warm sun had 
drawn everybody out of the woodwork, and they as-
sembled as if for a costume party. They came with 
long, ruffled skirts and cut-offs, patched jeans, black 
leather jackets and street-length capes. Wild hair-dos 
and bushy beards abounded. 

As we neared the corner of Sixth and Cedar, a di-
sheveled man approached us and in a quivering, 
high-pitched voice kept repeating, "Pleeeze, all I need 
is thirteen cents, just thirteen cents, and I'll have 
enough for a bottle, pleeeze, just thirteen cents." As 
he spoke, he shook some coins in his outstretched 
hand, to assure us that thirteen cents would indeed 
get him his quota. 

My friend told him that he was broke and I really 
can't remember whether I gave him the money or 
not, but that was the first of hundreds of times I 
would be asked to give Norman "just a few cents" 
toward a bottle of wine. 

In the years that followed, there were times when I 
got exasperated with Norman; but the times that he 
delighted me with his stories and sense of humor 
were far more numerous. 

He is, in his late fifties, a man of average size, with 
a ruddy complexion and short whiskers; his jacket 
pockets weighed down by a bottle or two, he walks as 
if there is no particular place to go and nothing very 
urgent to do. He often makes his way to the Free 
Store and in the doorway announces his arrival by a 
loud, "Howdy folks, welcome to beautiful Cedar Av-
enue and the lovely Free Store and everybody in it!" 
Then he laughs uproariously. He gets most of his 
clothes from the Free Store and likes to dress in a suit 
and shirt. He often asks someone to help him pick out 
a tie that will harmonize with everything else. But he 
is not for changing these garments too often, and it 
takes much coaxing to persuade him it's time to do 
so. Hats he loves. Sometimes it's a nice felt dress hat 
that sits square on top of his head. Or again, it's an 
older style hat with the large brim tilted jauntily to-
wards his right eye. But caps and straw hats are his 
favorites, and he'll stand at length in front of a mirror  

exploring the numerous possibilities of wearing 
them. 

For the past twenty years his home has been the six 
blocks of Cedar Avenue from Sixth Street to Seven 
Corners. He moves up one side and down the other 
constantly, soliciting a few coins towards a bottle of 
white port or, if he feels particularly nonfriendly, 
muscatel, since he's the only one on Cedar who can 
stand the stuff. He has been a sailor, a boxer, a truck 
driver, a chef; he has slept in abandoned cars, in 
hallways and under bridges; he has been married and 
has a family. And the stories he tells often bring tears 
and a far-away look to his eyes. 

What I like best about him is his spontaneous 
humor. For instance, one day last month Norman 
made his customary call to the welfare office in time 
to check on his food stamps. Rather I should say, it is 
customary for Norman to have someone at the Free 
Store dial the welfare office for him, as he can't see to 
dial. Well anyway, on this particular day he asked 
Sister Rose Tillemans to dial for him. She dialed, then 
handed the phone to him. He announced who he was 
and in general what he was calling about; then, true 
to form, he handed the phone to Rose, saying, "You 
talk to them." She took the phone and listened atten-
tively for some time, remarking only, "Yes, all right, 
yes, yes, I'll tell him that," and then hung up. 

"What did they say?" asked Norman in a slightly 
louder voice than usual. "They said," replied Rose, 
"that they are well acquainted with you and to tell 
you that if you ever come in this store drunk again, 
we will call a squad car." 

Norman looked at her calmly, hesitated for a mo-
ment, then opened his mouth and in a clear tenor 
voice sang out, "What a friend we have in Jesus!" as 
he backed into the lay and shut the door. 

Ida stood gazing at the near-empty shelves where 
the kitchen articles and knick-knacks are usually 
kept. She was not looking for anything in particular 
but like the rest of the people in the Free Store had 
stopped in just to see what we had and to visit. Her 
visit today wasn't for very long, though; they never 
were, nor did she stop in very often, as her feet were 
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sore and it bothered her to walk. Her feet were 
wrapped and tied with rags and each was encased in a 
plastic bag. She would shuffle thus to the grocery 
store about once a week, pulling a small, two-
wheeled wire cart behind her. Fiercely independent, 
she insisted on doing this herself, although people 
had offered to do her shopping for her. 

When I first met Ida, she lived on Fifth Street, on 
the second floor of an old brown house that is no 
longer there. As far as I knew, nobody had ever seen 
the inside of her house. She kept the door locked and 
seldom went out. But one night she fell and couldn't 
get up. The people downstairs heard her pounding 
on the floor and called Dr. Judy, who had an office in 
the Free Store and was well known in the area. They 
got a key from the landlord to get in and then took 
her to the hospital. After a few weeks she was re-
leased and moved to the first floor of a home a block 
off Cedar. As she shuffled her way to and from the 
grocery store, we could see that her feet and legs still 
weren't healed; but she had hated the hospital, and at 
any mention of it her eyes would blaze as she spat out 
her protest in short, angry phrases. Her shopping 
trips became less frequent, though, and finally, after 
no one had seen her for a couple of weeks, we went 
to check on her. After much pounding and shouting, 
she answered, but never opened the door. She was 
fine and had enough to eat and no, she didn't need 
anything. Sister Barb continued her trips to the house 
for the conversation through the door until the day 
Ida's food supply needed replenishing. From then on 
about once a week Barb brought her milk, fruit, Mor-
ton's Canned Stew and cat food for her lean white cat 
that shed hair constantly in her overheated house. 

Barb's humor and gentle but firm command of 
things soon softened Ida into letting her do more than 
bring groceries, and it was with vigorous satisfaction 
that she washed the dishes, hauled out the garbage, 
cleared the moldy food out of the refrigerator and fed 
the cat. 

It wasn't until Barb got bogged down with school 
studies that I took my turn at trying to get into Ida's 
home. I'd call her up and say, "Ida, I'm coming over 
to wash your dishes; unlock your door." And she'd 
say, "I'm not letting anybody in. Nobody likes the 
way I live, they want everything so cle-e-an. Every-
thing so sterile. I'm not letting anybody in." And I'd 
say, "Ida, it's time to wash up your dishes. Unlock 
your door, I'm coming over." She would repeat her 
views on visitors and housekeeping but would end 
up with, "Well, all right, come over." 
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My duties were the same as Barb's, and while I 
washed up and hauled out, Ida would tell me about 
the evils of the world. Dancing was one of the great 
ones, as it involved men; and it was the dancing with 
men that led to all that "lussst stuff" and "sexxx 
stuff." Her face would twist with contempt, and she 
spat out the words as if they were synonyms. What 
little she told me of her background included hard 
poverty and a home located within earshot of a popu-
lar dancehall, a place she never frequented. 

When the time came that she could no longer walk, 
she tried a wheelchair, but because of narrow door-
ways and the clumsy mechanisms of the wheelchair, 
she preferred inching her way around on a rocking 
chair. It was on a low wooden rocker that she would 
lean forward, then straighten up, dragging her rag-
bound feet toward her — all the time violently oppos-
ing any suggestion that she go to the hospital. One 
afternoon I found her in the kitchen rocking her way 
toward the table. She had failed much in the past 
couple of weeks but was still strong enough to insist 
on getting her own meals. This day, though, she was 
very weak, and she let me fix her a meal. The 
nourishment revived her somewhat, so she refused 
to let me push her to her bedroom before I left. When 
I returned the next day, she was in the middle of the 
living room, half-way to the bedroom. I finished off 
the last half, and as I was propping her up in bed, she 
gave me her order for breakfast. I brought the apple, 
coffee, oatmeal and ice cream; as I set them before 
her, she said, "What took you so long?" 

I was out of town for the next few days, and when I 
came back Ida's neighbors, who had also been visit-
ing her, told me she had finally consented to let them 
call an ambulance. She was in the hospital. When I 
visited her, she seemed peaceful. A few days later she 
died. 

The announcement of her death brought several 
relatives to the place. 

"Did she have any money?" 
"Did she have any money??" 
"DID SHE HAVE ANY MONEY???" 
No, she didn't have any money. And when they 

saw the condition of her few belongings, they lost all 
interest and disappeared. Her small supply of this 
world's goods was brought to the Free Store and 
placed where the household articles and knick-
knacks are usually kept. The four or five rickety 
pieces of furniture were sold for thirty dollars and the 
money was given to the poor. 



It was in February of '69 that I met Mike Downey. 
As I entered the house where he was staying, I was 
greeted by a strong smell of urine that led me by the 
nose up a winding stairway and down a long hall to 
the last room but one, on the right. The door was 
open, and I could see that on the edge of the bed sat a 
gaunt old man with dark, beady eyes and a big beard. 
He grasped the edge of the mattress to steady him-
self. On the table next to him sat some empty food 
containers and on the floor between us, several milk 
containers filled with urine. For a moment we just 
looked at each other. Then I introduced myself and 
told him I would be the one bringing him his food 
from now on, since the cleaning lady, who had been 
doing it, was gone. 

Bring him food I could, but never would he let me 
empty the milk containers. His legs were bad, but on 
the days he could move around, he would empty 
them himself; whatever he was able to do, he wanted 
to do. An irascible old man, but well educated and a 
gentleman. As we made out his grocery list that day, I 
discovered he had been living on milk, graham crack-
ers, braunschweiger, fig newtons, gum drops and 
hersheys. I also learned that while he was grateful to 
have someone to shop for him, he had no intention 
of changing his diet or of going to the hospital for 
treatment. 

We managed pretty well for a couple of weeks, 
though both of us could see he was getting worse and 
every day a little less mobile. Early in March, Sue 
Wells, Ray Herge and I started in on him again, trying 
to talk him into going to the hospital. He would not 
budge. Until finally one day, just before I was to leave 
town for the weekend, he announced that when I 
came back he would go with me to the hospital. I 
came up to his room the next Monday morning and 
sure enough there he was, dressed and sitting on the 
edge of the bed with his hat and cane beside him, 
waiting for me. I drove him to General Hospital and 
brought him gum drops and hershey bars every other 
day until he was discharged a month later. Sue and I 
picked him up and drove him to the nursing home 
that had been arranged for him to go to. It was a 
regular family home converted into a nursing home, 
with stairways. It was not for Mike. So we started 
looking around for another place for him to live. 

Sue knew the lady who rented rooms above the 
Brite Spot Bar, and there Mike stayed while I looked 
for a nursing home for him. His room at the Brite 
Spot was large, and sunny and clean, but there still 
was the problem of getting him fed. Eventually the  

landlady who lived in the building agreed to bring 
him breakfast and this, supplemented by his milk, 
crackers, braunschweiger and fig newtons, seemed to 
keep him going. He could walk slowly with a cane, 
but the long flight of stairs discouraged him from 
going out except when he made up his mind to get a 
haircut and have his beard shaved off. Down the 
stairs we went those days, one at a time. 

In May I learned of an opening at Cedar Pines nurs-
ing home. There Mike got a bed by a window that 
overlooked an alley, a small parking lot and a couple 
of homes with large yards. He began to report on the 
scene: he knew when the garbage was picked up and 
when supplies were delivered, who worked what 
shift and what cars they drove, the habits of the 
people living in the houses and when something was 
amiss anywhere out there. He didn't miss a thing, 
and with dry wit he'd comment on his observations. 
His wants were few: the usual groceries, a calendar in 
January and a fly swatter in June. 

It was permissible to take the patients for a ride, so 
every few weeks he'd ask me to drive him to the 
Pilots' Club for a beer. I'd pull up alongside the 
tavern, help him out of the car and tell him I'd be back 
in an hour to pick him up. One hour later, we'd head 
back to the nursing home, as he explained to me it 
wasn't the beer he'd wanted so much as to visit with 
his friends. 

But after three years at Cedar Pines, he decided 
he'd had it and asked me to find him another place. 
So I did. It was a large nursing home on Portland that 
he moved to next, and all went well until the welfare 
office called to tell me that since Mike now needed 
more care than the Portland home could provide, 
they were moving him to Kenwood. 

Mike loved Kenwood. The meals were hot and the 
people were nice. Yes, everything was fine. Then 
suddenly one day he wasn't so keen about the place 
any more. The man next to him was eating his gum 
drops. (Solved: I brought the man next to him his 
own bag of gum drops.) But no amount of gum drops 
could hide the fact that he was not feeling well and 
was getting progressively weaker. By November he 
was back in General. On December 8, he was re-
leased from the hospital and transferred to River 
Villa. When I visited him there, he still wasn't well, 
but his wit was sharp and he gave me his funny, 
quizzical smile. 

On the evening of December 21, I got a call from 
River Villa that Mike had died. What did I want done 
with the body? I had them get in touch with their 
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usual funeral home, and the next day I went over 
with some clothes for Mike to make the funeral ar-
rangements. The funeral service was at high noon on 
a Saturday. Father Bill officiated and Martha, Scott 
and I joined our prayers for Mike with his. I read part 
of Psalm 103 that I'd picked out: 

People — their days are like the grass, 
they bloom like flowers in the open field; 
then the wind blows, and they are gone 

and no one can tell where they once stood. 
Only the love of God will be lasting, 
and age after age he will do justice 
to all who hold on to his covenant, 
who take his word to heart and fulfill it. 

We buried him in the potters' field at Crystal Lake. 
Single grave. Section no. 6. Row no. 607. Grave no. 
43. 
Mike I miss you. God be good to him. in 

ON WONDERING 
Sister Mary Kraft 

ONE DAY I TOLD my class of seventh graders at St. Pascal's to wonder about 
wondering. These are some of their responses: 

I feel like a seed just being planted into the deep rich soil. As the days seem to 
become longer I begin getting taller. Then all at once the rich soil from above 
crumbled away and I could see the bright orangish yellow sun greeting me with 
a warm welcome. And something else happened that day. I turned into a flower, 
velvet red in color. And I began to wonder. (Tom Norton) 

Wondering helps me feel way down deep in my heart a place for everyone and 
everything. It helps me know I'm not the only one in the world. More people 
should wonder. (Susan W.) 

When I wonder it feels as though a graced dancer is dancing deep in my soul. 
Suddenly she bursts out! That moment I am alive! Everything is happening. All I 
do is wonder! (Mike Muellerleile) 

When I wonder I am dancing with joy! I feel like a swan. Or an airfilled balloon. I 
wish it was easy to wonder. (John Spransers) 

The sense of wonder makes me feel like I've been stuck in mud and am finally 
out! (Mike Quinn) 

To wonder is like stepping into a new world. A world that you see the door to 
every day of your life, but have never opened. It's like seeing the same tree every 
day but not really noticing it, because it's just a tree you thought, nothing out of 
the ordinary. But then one day you stop to look at the tree and discover that it's 
not just a tree, but a beautiful, blossoming apple tree, the only one on your 
block. Yes, wondering is like exploring with your eyes and your heart! (Tim 
McDonough) 

To wonder is to let your mind go like the wild horses. Let it go to find what it 
wants to find, until it comes back to you. Then let it go again and again and 
pretty soon you'll find yourself after school for not paying attention. (Terry Jara) 
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LETTER TO MY NIECE 

Sister Elizabeth Delmore 

DEAR JANE, 
In a very short time you will be graduating from 

nurses training, the second granddaughter in the 
family to do so and, perhaps, the last. Therefore, I 
thought you might like to have a book I found only 
recently among your great Aunt Faye's books. It is 
George Gould's A Pocket Medical Dictionary, fourth re-
vised edition, which belonged to your Grandmother 
Delmore. The little leatherbound dictionary was pub-
lished in 1905 just one year before she began her 
nurses training. You will find her name written in her 
steady backhand in three places at the beginning of 
the book: "Miss M. J. Frick," on one of the end pa-
pers and twice on the next page, top and bottom, with 
her two addresses, St. Joseph's Hospital, St. Paul, 
Minnesota and Yankton, South Dakota, as though 
she wanted to guard against losing the book any-
where. It reminded me forcibly of the many times in 
my own growing up years when I complained to 
mother about losing something only to have her in-
quire matter-of-factly, "Didn't you have your name 
on it?" 

Jane, you were a very young girl when 
Grandmother Delmore died, and since you seldom 
saw her, living as you did at some distance, I want to 
be sure you know the kind of heritage you have from 
her, especially in these days when women's rights 
and liberation are debated, and we seek to evaluate it 
all from a Christian feminist perspective. I believe 
your grandmother never considered herself anything 
but a liberated Christian feminist. These are some of 
the things I know and remember about her: 

Mary Josephine Frick was born in 1888 in the little 
prairie town of Hurley, South Dakota, the eldest of 
six girls. Her father, Joseph Martin Frick, a second 
generation Liechtensteiner, owned a harness shop. 
When Mary, or Mae as she was called, was about 
nine her family moved to Yankton. where her father 
became part owner in a furniture store, and, as was 
the custom for sellers of caskets, he became a licensed 
mortician. Mae's mother, never a strong woman, 
taught her daughters to divide the work and run the 
household. A strong German piety pervaded the 
Frick home, which in later years was physically lo- 

cated directly across the street from Sacred Heart 
Catholic Church. Was it any wonder, then, that 
Mae's chief devotions were the Mass and to the Sa-
cred Heart? Among the medals pinned to her corset 
strap was a badge of the Sacred Heart. In our family 
devotions the litany of the Sacred Heart figured 
largely. Above the family crib hung a large picture of 
the Sacred Heart. Mae was a loving woman. Her faith 
was strong, simple and elastic. 

Grandfather and Grandmother Frick insisted that 
their six daughters prepare themselves to earn their 
own living. Mae, according to one of her sisters, was 
no scholar but a good average student. She was pret-
ty and vivacious and easily distracted. Her sister, 
Faye, remembers the nights they would study around 
the dining room table. Mae would work at her 
geometry for awhile and then restlessly work her way 
towards the evening paper. To her own children she 
did not speak much about her early school days ex-
cept to relate an incident as if to prove that she was 
capable of a little wickedness. The teacher apparently 
caught Mae passing a note. She was made to stay 
after school and spell aloud the word, Mississippi, 
one hundred times. "Towards the end when I found 
out it annoyed the teacher, I spelled the word, 
MississiPPi!" mother would say with an audacious 
look coming into her eyes at the recollection. This 
"penance" was much in line with one of mother's 
weaknesses. She had trouble with spelling. She over-
came it though by acquiring the dictionary habit. The 
medical dictionary is well-thumbed. Throughout her 
married life a worn red leather Webster occupied a 
central position on her writing desk. Thus her weekly 
letters to her seven children over the years were 
word-perfect. 

It was when Mae was a senior in high school that 
two Sisters of Saint Joseph arrived in Yankton to so-
licit students for their training school in a St. Paul, 
Minnesota, hospital. From them Mae was caught up 
with the idea of becoming a nurse. She applied and 
was accepted. Soon the brown-eyed, snub-nosed 
young woman, dressed in a new travelling suit with a 
wide hat pinned to her coil of chestnut hair, was 
boarding the Great Northern for the train ride to St. 
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Paul where she was to begin her three-year training 
at Saint Joseph's Hospital. 

It was Mae's first contact with the Sisters of St. 
Joseph of Carondelet. She loved them and she feared 
them. Sisters Prudentia Gavin and Mary Charles 
McIver were among her favorites, because, as mother 
put it, "They were no-nonsense nuns. They were in-
terested in my becoming a good nurse, but they also 
made me feel they were interested in me as a per-
son." She often mentioned Sister Encratis Brown and 
Sister Jerome McCarthy with great respect. "We 
nurses worked long hours and the rules were strict. 
The food? Ugh, how I hated their tapioca pudding!" 
Yet, as mother recalled, there was time for outings to 
Minnehaha Falls, afternoon shopping at the Golden 
Rule and the Emporium, or a private visit to the Ger-
man cathedral (Assumption Church) located near the 
hospital grounds. "Our uniforms were floor-length 
and heavily starched," mother would recall. "The 
waist had long sleeves with cuffs. I was the cause of 
the cuffs being removed after I caught one of mine in 
an elevator cage." 

Mother had lots of hospital stories such as the hor-
ror of being seized by the throat by a mental patient 
and forced backwards toward an open window. Then 
a sister nurse happened into the room just in time. 
But the story we children wanted to hear again and 
again was the one about meeting dad. 

It was Christmas Eve of mother's second year. She 
was on night duty. Shortly before midnight one of 
the new interns, a tall, dark and slim young man, 
came up to the nurse's station to ask her permission 
to go to midnight Mass in the hospital chapel. With 
an embarrassed toss of her head she replied, "How 
should I know. I don't own this place!" If dad were 
listening, he would insert, "Little did I think that I 
would be putting up with such a snip the rest of my 
life!" Then he and mother would exchange amused 
glances before she went on. "Well, just a few minutes 
before twelve, the sister in charge came to tell me that 
I should go in to Mass. The little chapel was already 
crowded. There was a space in the rear pew. I was 
kneeling there only a few moments when someone 
edged in beside me. When I saw that it was that same 
intern I was so mortified!" 

Mae and the intern, John Delmore, saw much of 
each other on night duty after that. Soon they began 
to date very surreptitiously because one of the strict-
est rules for nurses was that a nurse was not to keep 
company with an intern while she was in training.  

"But the sisters liked me," mother tried to justify. "I 
had seriously considered becoming a Sister of St. 
Joseph and the sisters knew it, yet at the same time 
they adored your father and often looked the other 
way when we both signed out on a Sunday afternoon 
but left the hospital several minutes apart. In those 
days I knew your father didn't have any money. We 
used to take the trolley car out to the end of the line at 
Snelling Avenue and then walk through the woods to 
the Mississippi River. At that time there was only one 
building, Derham Hall, on what is now the College of 
St. Catherine campus. We used to look up at that big 
brick building on the hill and tell each other that we 
would send all our daughters there one day." They 
sent three. 

In the spring of 1908 shortly before graduation Mae 
Frick and John Delmore became engaged one moonlit 
night on the steps of the state capitol building. Then 
Mae left for a year of private duty with a wealthy 
family in Spokane, Washington. Meanwhile John set 
up his shingle above a drugstore in east St. Paul and 
starved, waiting for patients that never came. In des-
peration when he was down to his last thirteen dol-
lars he bought a train ticket for Roseau, Minnesota, a 
Canadian border town in the northwestern part of the 
state, to answer an advertisement for a surgeon. He 
liked what he saw when he got off the train and de-
cided to join the two elderly doctors there, neither of 
whom was able to perform surgery. 

A year later Mae returned from the west to marry 
John in Sacred Heart Church in Yankton. The train 
ride to Roseau was their honeymoon. 

There is an old newspaper account of their arrival. 
The train was stopped a mile out of town by the local 
band which played wedding marches as it led the 
train into the station. There a crowd of townspeople 
were assembled with a carriage to which a large farm 
horse and a donkey were hitched together to carry 
the newlyweds down the main street. 

Jane, your Grandmother Delmore lived in Roseau 
for the next fifty-nine years. If anyone had asked her, 
she would have acknowledged those first few years 
were terribly hard ones. She didn't mind a small 
town. Her early years in Hurley had prepared her for 
that. But Roseau, still a raw frontier town, was heav-
ily populated with Scandinavians who were strict Lu-
therans. In their thinking, next to their minister, the 
most important person in the town was the doctor —
a Protestant doctor. They did not take kindly to hav-
ing in their midst an Irish Catholic one with his 
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German-Irish wife. Yet in the year that John Delmore 
had already been there, he had won their grudging 
respect for his skills as a surgeon which they knew 
the town needed badly. Now his wife would have to 
prove herself. 

Lula Pearson, the druggist's wife, tried to ease 
things for the twenty-two year old bride. Lula was 
allowed to bring the new Mrs. Dr. Delmore, as she 
was referred to, to the social event of the month, the 
Lutheran Ladies Aid Society meeting. Mother would 
be introduced to all present and then because of the 
language barrier she would sit and sew while the 
ladies in the room would carefully scrutinize her and 
then comment among themselves in Norwegian or 
Swedish. The tone and the expression made mother's 
face burn. On the way home she would ask Lula what 
had been said. Lula never answered directly but tried 
to soothe mother's feelings by saying it would be bet-
ter next time when the ladies got used to her clothes 
and her being Catholic. 

There might have been a few private cries for your 
grandmother, Jane, but she had little time for it. Her 
husband was needed because he was a surgeon. She 
was there to help him. An old hotel had been con-
verted into a hospital. There were a few midwives in 
the town but no nurses save herself. Automatically 
she became her husband's surgical assistant. She 
knew her husband wanted to be a good surgeon. He 
read the medical journals avidly, and what his con-
temporaries, Charlie and Will Mayo, were doing 
down in Rochester with success, he would try up in 
the north woods. When the patient could not be 
moved over poorly constructed roads, the operating 
room was often a farmhouse kitchen lighted by 
kerosene lamps. Mae would get the women of the 
house to scrub everything in sight and then use the 
cookstove oven to sterilize sheets and blankets. For 
thirteen years Mae assisted her husband. They saved 
their money to attend national medical meetings to-
gether, and to send a bright and interested local girl 
through nurses training so that Mae could retire and 
have her sixth and seventh child. 

You are probably thinking, Jane, how did 
Grandmother manage all that? Well, she was a born 
nurse and a born organizer. She had a "hired girl" to 
help her rear the seven of us. It was she, though, not 
dad, who saw us through our childhood illnesses. 
There was little pampering. We soon learned, com-
plain of a headache and you got the enema can. 

In the leisure of her retirement mother turned to 

her other interests, serving on the county's first child 
welfare board, and seeking the advice of farm women 
on the best methods of gardening, canning and bak-
ing, thus winning their respect and confidence. She 
had an eye for crafts. The family's wornout woolens 
were cut in strips and sewed together, and the big 
unwieldy balls they made were taken to old Mrs. 
Starren to weave into rugs for the house. 

The poor were very much your grandmother's con-
cern, Jane. Outgrown clothing was bundled up and 
sent to families that dad had encountered on his 
rounds of country calls. A good many meals were 
handed out at the back door. Because she was a good 
listener, her neighbors sought her out in times of 
trouble. There was a certain serenity about your 
grandmother that was comforting. 

Perhaps one of your grandmother's greatest inter-
ests was the establishment of a Catholic church in 
Roseau. The lack of one and of other Catholics in 
those first years were a trial. True, a French Canadian 
missionary traveled through the territory. He offered 
Mass and solemnized weddings and baptisms in our 
living room. Mother liked his interpretation that par-
tridge and prairie chicken were not meat and could be 
eaten on Fridays. 

As Catholics began dribbling into the area there 
was a growing need for a church building. Mother 
waited twelve years before funds came from the Ex-
tension Society to erect a chapel. It was named in 
honor of the Sacred Heart. The chapel was tiny with 
only four rows of pews on each side with the altar 
flush with the first pew. A pot-bellied stove burned in 
the middle of the aisle which roasted those next to it 
while those sitting near the windows could see their 
breath. After Mass it was mother's role to lead the 
congregation in the rosary and litanies while the 
priest snatched a quick breakfast in the sacristy. He 
was hungry after his drive to the church, hearing 
everyone's confession and offering the Mass. After 
his meal he would preach a sermon, give Benediction 
and hear the children's catechism before being on his 
way. 

From the beginning, and almost unconsciously, 
your grandmother, Jane, was a fashion setter in 
Roseau. She was an effortless dresser. She had an 
instinct for color combinations and the right lines for 
one's build. One time I teased for a pink organdy 
dress with four rows of ruffles on the skirt (the girl 
across the street had one). Mother took my round 
face framed in a dutch bob in her hands, and aware of 
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the pudgy form below said, "No, dear, you just aren't 
the ruffles type. Let's get some nice green silk and 
make a dress with a soft swirly skirt." 

At about age sixteen, I happened to overhear a 
Benedictine nun who had visited our home say to 
another nun, "That Mrs. Delmore is surely the queen 
of Roseau County." "What an exaggeration," I 
thought, Hollywood stars then being the epitome of 
my idea of queenliness. "My mother? With her iron-
grey hair and plump late-forties figure, a queen?" Yet 
I'm sure dad thought her so. Their love was a stead-
fast thing. He would kid her about marrying her for 
her good-looking legs. She would parry, "How did 
you know? I wore long skirts in those days!" But he 
was ready to divorce her too when one summer she 
sped off to Yankton and allowed her sisters to per-
suade her to bob her then chestnut hair. "My God, 
Mae, what have you done?" dad exclaimed in dismay 
when he saw her. There were hot words between 
them and a coolness until she was back in Roseau and 
the town ladies began to appear with chopped locks 
too. 

In their declining years mother was the stronger 
and fretted over dad's gradual ill health. It was easier 
that he died first. His wake was held in our home 
with the casket placed before the fireplace where he 
and mother had so often sat talking over the day's 
events in quiet tones amid a sleeping household. Be-
fore we all left for the church and funeral mass 
mother walked over to the casket and touched dad's 
hand lightly, "Goodnight, John," she whispered and 
walked out the door with a firm step into a waiting 
car. 

Your grandmother was in the hospital a year and a 
half before her own death. The nurses would keep 
telling me, "Sister, your mother is always such a 
lady." And at her wake the Benedictine nun, now 
very old and sick herself, peered at mother in her 
smart rose-tweed suit and corsage of red roses and 
shook her head. "The queen of Roseau County is 
dead," she said. 

Love to you, Jane, and happy graduation, 

Aunt Lib 
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Changes On A Theme In Time 

Plus ca change, plus c'est la meme chose. 

1 
Through rule and custom, rite and ceremony 
I was brought to term as time brings 
children and pearls to term inwardly 
safe in maternal seas. Novice I was; earth-free, ill-at-ease. 

Nurtured, precious, cultured, innocent —
what dissonant changes might time ring in me 
as it sent me forth responsive yet restrained 
into the open world of change and diversity? 

2. 

Time shapes its gems and metals without haste 
bringing its potpourri of buried things 
into the light again after what seemed waste. 
Is this the way time works its change in me? 

It moves ethereal space, transporting starlight 
home to my windows. The familiar night 
is pricked with certainty's uncertainties 
where mystery shimmers as the dark grows bright. 

3• 
And time keeps throwing the petals of tulips back 
to the living earth with sparrow and willow leaf — 
not sparing father, mother, sister, friend. 
Time brings and assuages grief. 

It is beauty's discipline: rhythm, tension, rest 
in the changing dance, the breath and the sacred songs; 
it carries me as I pray, becomes a grace 
through which I meet the Lord to Whom time belongs. 

— Sister Ellen Murphy 
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GETTING IN TOUCH 

Sister Helen Coughlan 

Is my contact with others anything 
more than a contact with reflections? 
Who or what can give us power to 
transform the mirror into a doorway? 

— Dag Hammarskjold 

THERE WAS NO BEGINNING to the change. Even when 
one looks back, there's no moment one can point to 
and say, "Yes, that's when it all started." The lights 
never went down; no curtain ever opened. Still some 
dramatic events have taken place, and it's time to 
assess them, to sketch some of the changes I have 
been experiencing. But remember this: these things 
are no more finished now than they were started dur-
ing the times I want to look at. I am in process and it's 
the experience of the process that I need to tell about. 

It has been a hard time — hard but good, Casey 
would say. It began for me with a desire to be sig-
nificant. When I was a graduate student and living at 
St. Mary's Hospital, a group of us used to talk at 
length about what we might do for the world if only 
we might get in touch with it. In those days I believed 
that the world lay outside the separation created by 
religious habits and time schedules. From the vantage 
point of ten years of experience, I believe I was on the 
right track then, but quite mistaken in my reasoning, 
nevertheless. I did need to get in touch with the 
world, but not to do something for it. I needed the 
world much more than it needed me. I needed above 
all to get in touch with the world of my own commu-
nity, my own work, my own life. Accepting the re-
sponsibility for creating my own life was a new idea 
then, and a frightening one. Now it is gratitude that 
the memory of the years of struggle awakens in me. I 
need to say thank you to all of you for staying with 
me in those years, for facing me and for prodding me 
along the path of getting in touch. 

In retrospect I realize first how the plans and vi-
sions of those early years were totally intellectual. It 
was exciting, of course, to break away from ways of 
life that had seemed unchangeable. But from this dis-
tance I appear to have believed that I could change 
most of the externals of my life, could try to establish 
new relationships to the world and yet remain unal- 
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tered within myself. As if somehow I could get in 
touch with the world without being touched by it. 
That was the grand illusion, and I have come to 
prize disillusionment because of it. Perhaps now for 
the first time I have come to realize that the painful 
loss of comfortable certitudes which we call disillu-
sionment can reveal new life. Layer by layer these 
onion skins of illusion have had to be cast aside. I 
hope such moments of death and resurrection will 
continue until I am ready to experience the whole 
Truth face to face. 

In a way it all began face to face, too. The first 
protective layer to be put aside was institutional liv-
ing. In so many senses, 812 Dayton Avenue was an 
"experimental" house for me. Slowly in those first 
years of living with just three or four other people I 
was learning to see myself reflected in their eyes. It 
was hard to look at but impossible to escape the im-
port of my own behavior when I had to encounter its 
effects day after day on those across the dinner table 
from me. Illusions of my powerlessness and insig-
nificance as well as illusions of my righteousness 
were bound to be severely tested in those circum-
stances. I was too out of touch with myself to recog-
nize the insecurity that had resulted from such drastic 
changes, nor did I realize that I was busy setting up a 
whole new catalogue of unwritten "shoulds" to re-
place the written ones recently set aside. 

Those new rules were as often the product of my 
fears and limitations as they were of my insights and 
understanding. To protect myself I sought the "right" 
way to do things and hoped to indoctrinate others 
into my system rather than open myself to learn how 
they might enhance my life. Perhaps one cause of my 
rigidity in those days was the fact that Maura had 
decided she could no longer live the religious life. Her 
choice stunned me; I scarcely spoke of it. "Too great a 
sacrifice can make a stone of the heart": How well I 
have known that line from Yeats. How hard it has 
been for me to believe that in community I must offer 
to others as a gift not only my positive insights, but all 
the negative realities and the inadequacies of my life 
as well. But I have found such transparent giving calls 
upon the strength of others, and if I do not bind them 



by narrow expectations, they can respond creatively. 
When I have been ready to examine my set of rules in 
the light of the experience others have of me, then 
such conflicts as may arise have become a source of 
growth and of new life for us all. 

Today two qualities seem to me to be the basis of 
my life in community; the first I call transparency, the 
second delight in diversity. Transparency is a combi-
nation of honesty, simplicity and humility. As often 
as I have wanted to show myself openly, deviousness 
and fear of being found inadequate have warned me 
to hide warily in silence or in the busy routine of daily 
schedules. Joy in the diversity of viewpoints will be 
possible, I believe, only when I have become con-
vinced that my unwritten rules represent but a small 
corner of all that is possible within the freedom which 
Jesus Christ promises. I won't be able to experience or 
share in that marvelous diversity until I have under-
stood the significance of my own contribution to it. 
To be opaque is to hide from myself as well as from 
others all the gifts I have to give. I'm just beginning to 
appreciate the delightful irony of Christ's command 
to love my neighbor as myself. What else can I do? It 
is the same tenderness, appreciation and sympathy I 
have for myself that I have for my neighbor. Until I 
reveal myself enough to come to know myself, I can't 
really love myself. And if I fail to love myself I'll not 
only break the new commandment but also lose out 
on the richness and variety of all the lovable people 
around me. 

It's not surprising that about the time my list of 
unwritten "shoulds" became a barrier to community 
living, I began to pray frequently about freedom. The 
Spirit does ask in us for what we need. It would be 
some years before I even began to realize how much I 
needed freedom from illusions, particularly from the 
illusion that by measuring up to a set of self-made 
rules I could make myself acceptable, could insist 
upon the approval of others and even command re-
spect from myself. Freedom cannot exist side by side 
with illusions like that. 

But because disillusionment meant breaking down 
the defenses I had set up as protections, I saw their 
loss as the cause of heightened vulnerability. I was 
afraid of being hurt. It takes staunch friends to toler-
ate that kind of fear; it takes a concerned community 
to refuse to accept withdrawal as a proper way of 
handling that fear. 

The pain of disillusionment has not abated, but the 
conviction that to be disillusioned is only to draw 
back the veil which hides the truth from my eyes has 
grown stronger. So while I see now that illusions kept 
me from getting in touch in the past, I don't ask for a 
future devoid of illusions, but rather for the courage 
to share these illusions with others and thereby test 
out the vision by which I live. I like this excerpt from a 
poem by one of my contemporaries, R. S. Thomas: 

Not as in the old days I pray, 
God. My life is not what it was. 

I would have knelt 
long, wrestling with you, wearing 
you down. 

It begins to appear 
this is not what prayer is about. 
It is the annihilation of difference, 
the consciousness of myself in you, 
of you in me; the emerging 
from the adolescence of nature 
into the adult geometry 
of the mind. I begin to recognize 
you anew, God of form and number. 
There are questions we are the solution 
to, others whose echoes we must expand 
to contain. 

I am going to face the fear of revealing myself and of 
letting go of defenses so that one day I can know even 
as I am known. €11 

THE ARK 53 



Mine is the rabbit's life: 

ear bright, paw light 
nibbling violets in the dark 
stricken by the dog's voice 
hopping against hope for the calm wood. 

— Sister Patricia Browne 

Crow for Breakfast 

As the fat crow 
Oaring backward 
Stretches beaked toes 
For the brittle broom-top tree 

Over my milk and toast 
I long for a wild 
Black flailing crash 
To ignominious defeat. 

— Sister Patricia Browne 

Ice Fishing at St. John's 

Fishermen, blue and grey, scattered on the snow 
still as scarecrows in winter corn 
luring the world below. 

Then the sweep of an arm draws all eyes 
and hand over hand, numbly, down the wet line 
draws home the prize. 

And the fish, green and gold, leaps in the snow 
wild with longing for the dark water 
calling from the world below. 

— Sister Patricia Browne 
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SISTER MARIE DE PAUL ROCHESTER: 
A TRANSITIONAL WOMAN 
Sister Frances Babb 

IT WAS ON A MOMENTOUS AFTERNOON in August of 
1956 that Sister Marie de Paul Rochester found herself 
sitting in a rocking chair in the provincial's room wait-
ing the moment of departure for St. Joseph's Hospital 
where she was to be installed as superior and ad-
ministrator. Not having held either of these positions 
before, she anticipated "some directions and words 
of wisdom" as to what would be expected of her. 
"The concept of a job description," she observed, 
"was still non-existent, and American management 
techniques had not yet penetrated the cloister walls." 

She became uneasy as time wore on and no direc-
tions were forthcoming. "Finally," she said, "I posed 
some questions, and Mother Bertha, in her dear and 
motherly way, had only two directives: 'Get the new 
hospital built, dear, and be nice to the priests.'" 

Since that day twenty years ago, two hospital addi-
tions have been built and a third is on the drawing 
boards. We cannot poll the priests to find out how 
well the second admonition has been carried out, but 
we have heard many stories down through the years 
that assure us that graciousness to the clergy has been 
of highest priority. 

But the story has plunged into the middle of her 
life. How did Patricia Rochester, who was graduated 
from St. Catherine's in 1934 with a major in English 
and education and a minor in social work and history, 
get to be a hospital administrator in 1956? Was it hap-
penstance or circumstance? It was something of both, 
combined with a call to the religious life. 

For nine years after graduation she had been en-
gaged in group social work with the Girl Scouts of 
Hennepin County, the last five years as executive di-
rector. She resigned in 1943 to enter the postulate of 
the Sisters of St. Joseph of Carondelet. 

This is where our paths first crossed — in the pos-
tulate. Four of us there had already passed our thir-
tieth birthdays. We were not late vocations, we had 
just pondered ours a little longer than the others. We 
were the senior citizens of the group, but we tried 
desperately, and I think with some degree of success, 
to make the group a homogeneous whole. To this 
attempt Patricia Rochester lent much charm and wis-
dom and humor. 

It was through the guidance and direction of Sister 
Cyril Clare Casey, mistress of postulants, and Mother 
Edwina Raymond, mistress of novices, that this dis-
parate group became a well integrated team that 
prayed, worked and played well together. No one 
over the years has appreciated this guidance more 
than Sister Marie de Paul. 

She often speaks of the solid background and in-
struction of Sister Cyril Clare in matters liturgical. If 
anyone entered the postulate with a Barclay Street art 
mentality or a saccharine taste in music or in 
"spiritual" reading, she was soon dispossessed of it 
and introduced to the thoughts of Dom Virgil Michel, 
0.S .B., Orate Fratres, the Gregorian chant of Sol-
esmes and the whole liturgical movement of St. 
John's Abbey. The art of Ade Bethune, of the monks 
of Maria Laach and of Frank Kacmarcik replaced the 
Barclay Street inanities. 

Mother Edwina, too, has remained a close friend of 
Sister Marie de Paul's throughout the years. They 
recall those first days of their friendship with mutual 
enthusiasm and appreciation. They both had the 
wisdom and balance to see things in their proper 
perspective and not to "mountain climb over 
molehills." Their sense of humor had a way of dispell-
ing impending difficulties. 

When the novitiate days ended in 1946, the sisters 
were scattered to assignments in Minnesota and 
North Dakota. Demands for their services were 
everywhere. Sister Marie de Paul, who had evi-
denced an interest in health work, was hurried off to 
St. Joseph's Hospital, where she became a student of 
nursing for the next three years. In 1949 she made her 
final vows, received her certificate in nursing and 
passed the registry examinations to certify her as a 
registered nurse. 

Her life as a professional hospital woman was now 
definitely on its way. For a year she served as head 
nurse on a medical nursing unit, and then in the fall 
of 195o entered the graduate school of nursing educa-
tion at Catholic University, which ended in a master 
of science degree in nursing education. 

From then until now, a quarter of a century later, 
she has been a director or an administrator. Eight of 
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those years were spent in North Dakota, where from 
1951-1956 she served as director of the Sisters of St. 
Joseph School of Nursing of North Dakota, one year 
in Fargo and four in Grand Forks. In July of 1956 the 
school received national accreditation, the first school 
of nursing in North Dakota to achieve this distinction. 
She later (1965-1968) again served a term in North 
Dakota, this time as superior and administrator of St. 
Michael's Hospital in Grand Forks. 

After the admonition of Mother Bertha in the ear-
lier episode of 1956 to "get the new hospital built and 
be nice to the priests," she said she approached the 
St. Joseph Hospital building program "with some 
hesitation, since I had never been involved in build-
ing anything more sophisticated than a tepee at a 
summer camp." 

But the years and the sophistication and the build-
ing have gone on apace. The John Gregory Murray 
unit, the Carondelet unit, the Soo-car parking ramp 
have all been completed, and a new structure is even 
now in progress. 

During her first four months at St. Joseph's Hospi-
tal, Archbishop John Gregory Murray died. She re-
members him as a great and holy man, a friend to all 
at the hospital, and a frequent visitor to the sisters' 
community room "which he enlivened with his own 
special humor." 

"Incidentally," she added, "once the decision was 
made to name the new building after him, all our 
problems seemed to vanish. I am convinced that his 
prayers have constantly supported us over the many 
years." 

She continued, "An incident that occurred during 
his last illness has supported me personally in many 
crises. He was sitting propped up on pillows, his two 
sisters on one side of the bed and Sister Aleda and I 
on the other, all of us urging him to eat his breakfast 
on the tray before him. He drew himself to an upright 
position, much as he would if he were sitting on his 
episcopal throne at the cathedral and said, 'The will 
of God is coming at me from four directions. Let us all 
sit down and consider what is the will of God.' Hav-
ing made that profound observation, he lay back on 
his pillows and went to sleep. I have often felt that 
the will of God was coming at me from several direc-
tions and have followed that very prudent advice 'to 
sit down and see what is the will of God. —  

"To sit down and see what is the will of God." That 
has been the secret of her tranquillity among multiple 
pressures. She sees herself as a daughter of the  

church and with this perception moves into the tur-
moil of the business and professional world about 
her, always leaving space for spiritual as well as pro-
fessional growth. When questioned about the de-
manding hours and moments of every day and how 
they must crowd out matters spiritual, her reply was 
simply that one's primary commitment should be to 
her religious vocation, and that this commitment 
should run like a thread, like a theme, through every-
thing one does. 

We were speaking of friends and friendship when 
the topic of presence emerged. She said, "One of the 
most important parts of my life has been the friends I 
have made. I remember how greatly impressed I was 
last summer on retreat when the priest said, 'Educa-
tion does not change a person — one's friends change 
him.' I realize how true that has been in my own life. 
The interaction, the reflection, the input, the output, 
the back and forth motion of a true friendship I think 
is a big factor in forming people; but I had never 
heard it put that way before. The support, the ap-
proval, the disapproval, the sorrowing, the rejoicing, 
the just knowing that someone is there is the impor-
tant thing. It is the extension of the presence of God 
in a way — one's friends." 

How many times she has been present when that 
was the most important thing she could do at that 
particular moment. It is part of her vocation of Chris-
tian love — to be present. To that I can give personal 
testimony. 

Her uncommon sense of history makes her in-
terested in the roots of things — her family, her 
community, the city of St. Paul. Sometime, she prom-
ises herself, when each moment of the day is not a 
stipulated minute, she will try to discover more about 
the Rochesters. The story has come down to her that 
a descendant of the original Rochester in this country 
left Virginia because of his opposition to slavery and 
went to New York, where he founded the city that 
bears his name. The story fascinates her, and when 
that unstipulated moment arrives, she plans to inves-
tigate further. 

Of all the significant things that have happened at 
St. Joseph's Hospital during her two terms there, she 
thinks of one "peak" experience, that one, too, tied 
tight into history. It was the discovery during the 
demolition of the old main building of the metal box 
that had been placed in the cornerstone in 1895. It 
contained beautifully handwritten lists of the sisters 
and physicians serving the hospital and of the forty- 
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two patients present that August day. A copy of the 
Pioneer Press, a statue of St. Joseph and of Our Lady 
and some medals were among the things making up 
the contents of the precious box. 

It reminded Sister Marie de Paul that "we are part 
of a long tradition, of a great heritage of service to the 
St. Paul community. To be part of St. Joseph's Hospi-
tal, the oldest hospital in Minnesota, inspires one 
with a sense of involvement in the history of St. Paul 
and in the evolution of both the civic community and 
the religious community. 

"Do you remember Alice Meynell's essay on 'The 
Spirit of Place'? For me this hospital has recapitulated 
many of the thoughts of that essay. It is a history of 
persons who have contributed their talents, who 
have formed a mosaic of service that has created a 
tradition, not a static tradition, but an evolving, ongo-
ing, dynamic tradition." 

How beautiful, I thought, and how enmeshed is 
her life in that evolving, ongoing, dynamic tradition. 

Although the greater segment of her religious life 
has been spent at St. Joseph's Hospital, she still re-
calls with satisfaction the smaller but significant seg-
ment spent in North Dakota. During her eight years 
there, the "prairie years" as she calls them, the book, 
Giants in the Earth, became a reality to her. She re-
called that as children, she and her brother Jim had 
heard stories about a farmer uncle, a relative of her 
mother, "who staked a claim on the prairies of 
North Dakota and lived in a sod shanty for a number 
of months each year in order to validate his claim to 
the land." 

She recalls the great Fargo flood of her year there 
when patients had to be evacuated to the Veterans 
Hospital across town, and the student nurses were 
removed in "duck boats supplied by the army re-
serve." 

As the grain, potatoes, and sugar beets moved by 
train through Grand Forks during her seven years in 
that city, both Rolvaag's book and the stories of her 
childhood moved through her mind. She smiled as 
she said, "Potatoes were king in the area around 
Grand Forks; there was an old potato baron who was 
a patient at the hospital who insisted on wearing his 
hat at all times, even when he was in bed. He re-
moved it only when the priest came with the Blessed 
Sacrament, and after a short prayer, he clapped it 
back upon his head. It was an unusual status symbol, 
but very important to him." 

"But very important to him." It is just such an ob- 

servation that catches the sensitiveness of her aware-
ness about the needs of others. It is the kind of per-
ception that prompted one of her co-workers at St. 
Joseph's Hospital to say that she responds to simple 
needs as well as to complex ones, citing as one 
example her response to elderly people in the 
neighborhood using the hospital cafeteria in spite of 
some inconvenience and probably additional ex-
pense. 

What changes has she experienced in hospital work 
in the last twenty-five years? They have been vast 
and many. No longer does a group of doctors sit 
down with the "sister superintendent" and plan de-
velopments and building programs. They plan now 
in terms of the latest health needs of the community 
and within the framework of legislative directives. 
They involve the thinking and expertise of the board 
of trustees, the medical staff, hospital personnel and 
other professional persons, together with 
community-wide organizations. Advances in 
technology in health care, she said, occur so rapidly 
that the body of scientific knowledge doubles every 
five years. 

Depersonalization could easily result from these 
rapid technological changes, and Sister Marie de Paul 
insists that it is essential that the philosophy of the 
hospital be given "ever greater attention and em-
phasis." This philosophy states that "the patient is 
the reason for the existence of the hospital," and 
must be served "with concern for the dignity of the 
person at the beginning and end of life, and for the 
promotion and restoration of health." 

She further insists that this concern "extends to 
developing a climate in the hospital to insure that 
physicians and employees will feel that they are part 
of a Christian community, where personnel, visitors 
and all who come within the walls feel welcome and 
valued." 

Changes in religious life-styles have had great re-
verberations among the sister personnel. In our own 
hospitals she sees an aging group of sisters, very few 
of them in management and in the professional fields 
of health care. She expressed deep gratitude and ap-
preciation to the sisters she has lived and worked 
with over the years, especially to those who are 
present members of the sister staff. It is in their daily 
commitment and continuing presence in prayer and 
in work, wherever they are serving in the hospital, 
that implements and extends the mission of health 
care and makes the religious congregation visible. 
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The time is right she says to "enunciate loudly and 
clearly that administration is an apostolate within the 
mission of service. There are gifted women in the reli-
gious community who would respond to this mes-
sage if it were presented to them. We need to search 
them out, encourage them, and support them as they 
move into this work." 

She pressed the fact that "it is vitally important for 
the continuance of the philosophy we embrace that 
religious women give input to the civic community to 
help mold the forces that are moving toward the 
nationalization of health care. Alert, competent, 
committed Christian women can make an imprint at 
this time in history." She said that at this very mo-
ment there are community and business organiza-
tions ready and eager to place competent women on 
their boards and committees. Some of these will be 
women religious. 

She sees sisters in pastoral care as greatly enhanc-
ing the sister presence in the hospital. Prepared for 
their work through special education in clinical pas-
toral education courses, they interact with the pa-
tients at the bedside and are with them through 
surgery and other difficult experiences. They also 
support the families of patients with their prayers, 
their counsel and their presence. These sisters are an 
extension of the sister visitors of the past who began 
this direct service at the bedside. "This service is one 
of increasing importance," she said, "a very demand-
ing one, a vital need which must be answered." 

She is strongly optimistic for the future of Catholic 
hospitals. The emergence and priority of basic moral 
issues in the field of health care have highlighted an 
ever greater need and placed a grave responsibility on 
Catholic health facilities to continue to uphold and 
insure the dignity of human life. Increasing numbers 
of qualified, committed and professional lay person-
nel are prepared to supplement the religious, and 
have already demonstrated ability to work side by 
side with religious in the mission of healing. Sister 
Marie de Paul values highly her professional relation-
ships and personal friendships with her lay associates 
and sees lay personnel in key positions in the future. 

Through her twenty-five years in nursing educa-
tion and administration, she sees the religious com-
munity as the solid base around which her whole life 
has revolved. "I have been keenly aware of the 
strength of the community, the necessity of acting 
with integrity as a member of that group within the 
church, and of the great trust and responsibility one  

carries in this kind of assignment within the religious 
community. Although at times the responsibility 
seems overwhelming, it is always basically a shared 
responsibility with those who have gone ahead, with 
those who are presently serving with me and in 
preparation for those who will come in the future. It 
is a never finished, evolving task which consumes 
great blocks of time, patience and effort, yet has 
many compensations other than those recorded on 
computer printouts." 

I made the observation that she seemed to be a 
transitional person. 

"Yes," she agreed, "I shall be serving my second 
term as a member of the provincial council beginning 
in July. In a certain sense I am a transitional woman, 
both at this time in health care and in the religious 
community. Our chapter last summer pointed us 
more surely toward the clarification of the 1972 con-
stitutions. It is the council, responsible for the im-
plementation of these directives and of the policies of 
the delegate assembly and for canonical matters, that 
attempts to respond to the total province as the mem-
bers enunciate their needs." 

She senses a solid movement toward province 
unity that "is based on prayer where we meet each 
other and move ahead. This prayer in an internaliza-
tion of the gospels on which we meditate and pray to 
a depth where they reach into our daily living with 
each other and with those with whom we work. Pray-
ing and living in such a way is bound to affect pro-
foundly those whom we move among in the world 
around us. It could be a counter-culture that would 
make unity and reconciliation a reality." 

Those who are close to her day by day observe that 
"in her daily tasks of planning, organizing and direct-
ing the affairs of the hospital she truly acts on the 
premise that people are an institution's most impor-
tant resource." They speak of her wisdom, experi-
ence and remarkable gift of foresight, all of which 
have greatly benefited the hospital, its personnel and 
the patients it serves. They speak of her tremendous 
capacity to give her thoughts and energies for the 
well-being of community members themselves and 
for the well-being of those the community reaches 
out to in service and concern. 

Others speak of her refinement and great apprecia-
tion of beauty. These to me, are part of her very fab-
ric 

But memories are not always of the hospital or of 
the community. She has thoughts of a loved and 
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cherished family — of her mother and father and of 
her brother Jim, who has kept constantly in touch 
with her over the miles and over the years. 

One of the great loves of her life is for the out-of-
doors, a love communicated to her by her father, who 
taught her to swim and to skate and who was never 
too busy to answer questions about the how and what 
and why of things. This interest over the years she 
says, "has relieved some of the stress and tension. 
Some time spent each summer sitting on the rocks 
warmed by the sun, listening to the gull cries and to 
the relentless pounding of the waves on the north 
shore of Lake Superior serve both as a catharsis and a 
restoration of equilibrium and tranquillity. It serves, 
too, for an opportunity for prayer and reflection." 

She has fond memories of the friends of yesteryear 
and the present year. She thinks with kindness and 
joy of the days spent on the flower-studded campus of 
St. Catherine's, where she had such splendid 
teachers. She recalls with admiration and delight Sis-
ter Lioba, who taught her many English courses. 
"Shakespeare with Sister Lioba as teacher became  

high drama, the kind of experience one wishes to 
return to again and again in memory." Others who 
stand out as she thinks back over the two-score 
years are Sisters Antonine, Eucharista, Ste. Helene, 
and Jeanne Marie, "all great teachers." 

"In those days," she commented, "we wore caps 
and gowns to chapel and to the weekly convocations, 
at which attendance was expected." 

Now she sits on the board of trustees of her alma 
mater and helps to guide the policies and destiny of 
the college. 

This brings her full circle — from postulant to a 
member of the provincial council, from nursing stu-
dent to administrator of the hospital, from college 
graduate to a member of the governing board. 

It has taken much doing and much being, and the 
being has been at the core of the doing. The integrity, 
the prayer, the healing, the sense of balance, the ex-
pertise that she has brought to the doing have made 
her contribution to the community and to the city she 
loves very great, very deep and very good. t n  

IN THE EYE OF THE BEHOLDER 
Sister Joan Sipe 

HERE ARE THE RESULTS of a recent random sampling of observation, opinion and 
advice from the students at Ascension School in Minneapolis: 

There is one sister who I like very much. She's very nice and I always had 
respect for her and she never had any trouble with me. (Unsigned) 

I had a nun for a teacher once, and she wasn't all that good. It seems that its 
always the nuns that are the bossiest teachers. (J. McGowan) 

She always threw her pen. And hit us in the head. But it sure did help. (John P.) 

I know sisters try to use tricky sentences. I know that alot of sisters have "eagle 
eyes" and can see everything you do. (Mostly what you don't want to be seen.) 
(Joe Carson) 

They are nice and itellegint thankful and courtyours. And I don't like them black 
dresses they wear. (Unsigned) 

I remember a time sister 	 been nice to me. She help me do my work. 
Happy sant patchik day. (Darrell. D. Jackson) 
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POETRY A SAMPLER 

Sister Helen Dolores Sweeney 

MY FRIENDS ASK, do you really enjoy reading poetry? 
Do you understand it? What does it do for you? 
What do you find in it? Why does it mean so much 
to you? What and Why? I have almost as many 
answers as there are poems or poets. Poetry has 
always been part of my life. My father made up 
jingles and limericks about people in our neighbor-
hood and recited them to put me to sleep at 
night. My mother taught me long — usually 
narrative — poems which she loved and which, 
whether I fully understood them or not, I recited with 
joy in the rhyme and rhythm. 

I love poems of the great poets, including many of 
their lesser works; and even the "one and only" 
poem of an unknown poet I find in some periodical or 
anthology sets me to work copying it into one of my 
bulky notebooks. The poem may be about anything at 
all, anything from the ridiculous to the sublime, but if 
I can identify with the poet's experience, or see with a 
newness of vision something he describes, or find 
myself studying him through his poem or growing in 
comprehension of the great joy, keen excitement, 
dark fear, stark physical pain, or anguish of soul 
presented in the poem, I usually find myself better for 
having read it. And there are poems that delight me 
because of their lightness, their humor, their music. 
My taste in poetry may often be without rhyme (par-
don the pun) or reason — but if I like it, I like it and 
add it to my collection. 

More and more I am coming to appreciate the poets 
of our own time. I find delight in being surprised, 
captivated, enriched and educated (in the root mean-
ing of that word) and even startled by utterly new 
images, patterns of language and sound, compari-
sons and revelations. At times I have made happy 
discoveries in poems written by students I have 
taught and persons I have met — people who in al-
most every case have come into my life briefly and 
have disappeared without a trace. 

I scarcely know where to begin sharing my experi-
ences with poetry, but since this is a "sampler" I can 
start almost anywhere, hoping that within that 
framework I can bring forth a variety of color and  

design similar to that found in the old-fashioned em-
broidered hanging. 

Dilys Laing in her poem, "Vermonters" shows her 
power to evoke a picture like that by Grant Wood on 
a similar subject, "typical" New Englanders: 

These are the people living in this land: 
proud and narrow, with their eyes on the hills. 
They ask no favors. Their lips defend 
with speech close rationed their hoarded souls. 

You cannot love them or know them at all 
unless you know how a hardwood tree 
can pour bond sugar in a pegged-up pail 
in the grudging thaw of a February day. 

In "Big Toy" she arouses deep feeling through the 
images she creates without verbiage or message, stat-
ing: 

War has no eyes, it has no mind. 
It winds up with a key behind. 

It goes the way its clockwork leads, 
committing memorable deeds. 

And when its spring is all unwound, 
it whirs, and crashes on the ground. 

The gadget-minded children find it. 
They tinker it together, wind it 

And set it on its gadget feet, 
The clockwork stirs. Repeat — repeat. 

What one brings to the poems one reads deter-
mines the richness to be discovered. I have gone 
deeply into the heritage of Ireland and thus this poem 
of Padraic Pearse, "The Mother," touches me, how-
ever old fashioned that may sound. Padraic Pearse 
and his brother sacrificed their lives to the cause of 
Irish freedom. This poem shows a facet of war dif-
ferent from that in "Big Toy": 
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I do not grudge them: Lord, I do not grudge 
My two strong sons that I have seen go out 
To break their strength and die, they and a few, 
In bloody protest for a glorious thing; 
They shall be spoken of among their people, 
The generation shall remember them, 
And call them blessed; 
But I will speak their names to my own heart 
In the long nights; 
The little names that were familiar once 
Round my dead hearth. 
Lord, thou art hard on mothers: 
We suffer in their coming and their going; 
And tho' I grudge them not, I weary, weary 
Of the long sorrow — And yet I have my joy; 
My sons were faithful, and they fought. 

This warrior-poet seemed to have a premonition of 
what would happen and, because I know the Mag-
nificat, the lines, "The generation shall remember 
them/And call them blessed" suggest to me Mary's 
anticipation of her place as mother in the battle for 
our redemption. 

There is a wealth of poetry coming from the Irish-
born poets, descendants of some of the earliest of the 
great bards. John Hewitt writes in "0 Country 
People": 

0 country people, you of the hill farms, 
huddled so in darkness I cannot tell 
whether the light across the glen is a star, 
or the bright lamp spilling over the sill. 
I would be neighbourly, would come to terms 
with your existence, but you are so far; 
there is a wide bog between us, a high wall. 
I've tried to learn the smaller parts of speech 
in your slow language, but my thoughts need 

more 
flexible shapes to move in, if I am to reach 
into the hearth's red heart across the half-door. 

This is but the first stanza of a long poem, a rich poem 
saying so much, so vividly. 

F. R. Higgins, who had been a friend of Yeats and 
managing director of the Abbey Theatre, says in one 
stanza of his poem, "Father and Son": 

For that proud, wayward man now my heart 
breaks — 

Breaks for the man whose mind was a secret 
eyrie, 

Whose kind hand was sole signet of his race, 
Who curbed me, scorned my green ways, yet 

increasingly loved me 
Till Death drew its grey blind down his face. 

James Liddy, Dublin born and a lawyer by profes-
sion, writes in the last stanza of "Remembering a 
Wife": 

Love is not possession, 
It is action, silence; my years with her were 
Tall spaces of silence hung like a window that 

turns 
Around that mystery, heart beyond heart-break. 
Only there can you distinguish, can you hear the 
Differing, the other. Going from space she left 

me 
Silence so I would not be alone. Now every hour 

it burns. 

All of these poems, insights into the mind and heart 
of Ireland, bear re-reading and deep pondering. 

American and English poets often reveal a whole 
lifetime through some inanimate object, as in Sylvia 
Plath's "Mirror": 

I am silver and exact. I have no preconceptions. 
Whatever I see I swallow immediately 
Just as it is, unmisted by love or dislike. 
I am not cruel, only truthful — 
The eye of a little god, four-cornered. 
Most of the time I meditate on the opposite wall. 
It is pink, with speckles. I have looked at it so 

long 
I think it is part of my heart. But it flickers. 
Faces and darkness separate us over and over. 

Now I am a lake. A woman bends over me, 
Searching my reaches for what she really is. 
Then she turns to those liars, the candles or the 

moon. 
I see her back, and reflect it faithfully. 
She rewards me with tears and an agitation of 

hands. 
I am important to her. She comes and goes. 
Each morning it is her face that replaces the 

darkness. 
In me she has drowned a young girl, and in me 

an old woman 
Rises toward her day after day, like a terrible 

fish. 
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Muriel Rukeyser has listed in procession her own 
ancestry in "For My Son" and yet each person or 
place mentioned in this catalogue evokes a picture 
here and there of some period or person with which 
many of us can identify: 

You come from poets, kings, bankrupts, 
preachers, attempted bankrupts, builders 
of cities, salesmen, 

the great rabbis, the kings of Ireland, failed 
drygoods storekeepers, beautiful women 
of the songs, 

great horsemen, tyrannical fathers at the shore of 
ocean, the western mothers looking west 
beyond from their windows, 

the families escaping over the sea hurriedly and 
by night— 

the roundtowers of the Celtic violet sunset, 
the diseased, the radiant, fliers, men thrown out 

of town, the man bribed by his cousins 
to stay out of town, teachers, the cantor 
on Friday evening, the lurid newspapers, 

strong women gracefully holding relationship, 
the Jewish girl going to parochial school, 
the boys racing their iceboats on the 
Lakes, 

the woman still before the diamond in the velvet 
window, saying "Wonder of nature." 

Like all men, 
you come from singers, the ghettoes, the 

famines, wars and refusal of wars, men 
who built villages 

that grew to our solar cities, students, revolu-
tionists, the pouring of buildings, the 
market newspapers, 

a poor tailor in a darkening room, 
a wilderness man, the hero of mines, the as-

tronomer, a white-faced woman hour on 
hour teaching piano and her crippled 
wrist, 

like all men, 
you have not seen your father's face 
but he is known to you forever in song, the coast 

of the skies, in dream, wherever you 
find man playing his part as father, 
father among our light, among our 
darkness, 

and in your self made whole, whole with your-
self and whole with others, 

the stars your ancestors.  

Everyone will find something for herself in that 
poem. 

There are poems which record most precisely sen-
sations of sight, hearing, smell and touch; I envy Ted 
Hughes' ability to reveal so clearly and suggest so 
much in "The Thought-Fox": 

I imagine this midnight moment's forest: 
Something else is alive 
Beside the clock's loneliness 
And this blank page where my fingers move. 

Through the window I see no star: 
Something more near 
Though deeper within darkness 
Is entering the loneliness: 

Cold, delicately as the dark snow 
A fox's nose touches twig, leaf; 
Two eyes serve a movement, that now 
And again now, and now, and now 

Sets neat prints into the snow 
Between trees, and warily a lame 
Shadow lags by stump and in hollow 
Of a body that is bold to come 

Across clearings, an eye, 
A widening deepening greenness, 
Brilliantly, concentratedly, 
Coming about its own business 

Till, with a sudden sharp hot stink of fox, 
It enters the dark hole of the head. 
The window is starless still; the clock ticks, 
The page is printed. 

One realizes here not only what is heard and seen, 
but the whole process by which the poet captures the 
experience in his mind and conveys it to paper. It 
comes through as alive as it was while he was watch-
ing, listening and recreating. 

Mark Van Doren gives a different description of the 
making of a poem in "The First Poem," from his last 
book, Good Morning: 

This is the first poem. There was none 
Before it. Do not misunderstand me. This 
is the first poem ever. No hint, 
No help, no host of cousin, uncle, father 
Objects, no mother language, nothing to start 

from 
Except the silence, nothing to run with save 
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An odd, secret excitement, a strange need 
To be there with words when the heartbeat hap-

pened, 
When the walls of the world, listening to each 

other, 
Sighed, and I caught the sense of it 
And fitted it to sound, as afterward 
I did again when the great walls, groaning, 
Grew louder; yet not deafening; the wonder 
Even then was the clearness, was the joy. 

In "Death of a Monk" Mr. Van Doren pays tribute to 
his former student, himself a poet, Thomas Merton: 

The best bottle of the best wine 
Tipped over all at once and spilled —
Catch it, save it, but nobody 
Could. Nothing left but the fragrance. 

Which remains. Miraculous, 
It fills all air, and is sweeter daily; 
And sharper, for this merry mind 
Had knives in it, but indignation. 

Which could not kill the kindness, did not 
Dim the holy brightness — or 
We thought it holy; otherwise 
How came his wit was never weary? 

I find poems in likely and unlikely places, old 
magazines in doctors' offices, strange and little-
known periodicals, even the daily papers. The follow-
ing excerpt is from a long poem written by an honors 
graduate in English from the University of Mas-
sachusetts. I found it in The Boston Globe. She begins: 

I am the daughter of a working man 
Second generation of immigrant grandparents 
who set up house where the boat left 
them off. 

We are their children's children 
Sons of ditchdiggers and construction workers, 
Daughters of seamstresses and sweat shop girls, 
Grandpa cleaned the Beaver Country Day School 
While Grandma raised six children in a red brick 

tenement. 

She closes her poem: 

With four years on paper 
wrapped in the ribbon of 

social mobility and intellectual reward, 
I hope for one thing above all else 
That I, and that we all 
will remember in our minds and in our 
mouths, the taste of 
salt. 

Susan Izzicupo at twenty-three had already won the 
Alfred R. Ferguson Award for Distinguished Work in 
American Literature and is someone to watch. 

I found in another paper a poem published after 
John Berryman's death. He called it "Mpls. Mother" 
and some of his richly allusory stanzas read: 

Heavily, heavily Scandinavian, 
your proper only feast an old Swede one 
I forget too, your touted waterfall 
flowing but by appointment, on a budget, 
Vast eyesore granaries, pathetic monopoly 

newspapers, 
a pretty little Mall we're so vain of, 
the redman in the gutter, a University 
Only by the voters of our own State hated. 

He has written many better, award-winning poems 
which enrich the very careful reader, but the refer-
ences in this one are obvious to those of us from 
Minnesota. He closes the poem with: 

Place of great winds and higher & higher drifts 
far into March, I recognize you by your frozen 

waters 
& fur-capped denizens helping each other out, 
grinning, with stuck cars. 

Poems translated from other languages are very 
often done with remarkable clarity, and most often 
with fidelity to the poet's message. 

There are, of course, the delightful translations of 
the Japanese Haiku which must undoubtedly be 
more beautiful in original form, but which even in 
translation say so much with so few words. Two by 
Issa: 

A world of grief and pain: 
Flowers bloom 
Even then . . . 

Even among insects, in this world 
Some are good at singing, 
Some bad. 
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and this by Garaku: 

The butterfly 
Even when pursued, 
Never appears in a hurry. 

The translated works of Russian writers offer a rich 
literature. Here are selections from a few of her poets; 
Anna Akhmatova, for example, from her poem "Re-
quiem": 

Today I have much to do: 
I must kill off memory; 
my soul must turn to stone, 
and I must learn to live anew. 

Otherwise . . . . sultry summer rustles 
I like a holiday beneath my window. 
I have long foreseen this 
bright day and empty house. 

And this one she addresses "To the Londoners" dur-
ing the First World War: 

Time is now writing with impassive hand 
Shakespeare's black play, his twenty-fourth. 
What can we do, who know the bitter taste, 
but here, by the leaden river, re-enact 
those tragic lines of Hamlet, Caesar, Lear? —
or maybe guide, as escort to her tomb, 
child Juliet, poor dove, with songs and torches; 
or play Peeping Tom in Macbeth's windows, 
trembling no less than the hired murderer. 
Only not this one, not this one, not this one —
this one we do not have the strength to read. 

My favorite of all the Russian poets is Yevgeny Yev-
tushenko. The following section from his long poem 
"Freedom to Kill" written in 1968 and translated by 
Lawrence Ferlinghetti with Anthony Kahn, says so 
much: 

The Statue of Liberty's color 
Grows ever more deathly pale 
As, loving freedom with bullets 
And taking liberty with bullets, 
You shoot at yourself, America. 

You can kill yourself like that! 
It's dangerous to go out 
Into this nightmare world, 
But it's still more dangerous 
To hide in the woods. 

There's a smell on earth 
Of a universal Dallas. 
It's frightful to live 
And this fright is full of shame. 

Arise from the dead, 
Bullet-holed Statue of Liberty, 
Murdered so often, 
And speak out 
Like a woman and a mother 
And curse the freedom to kill. 
And without wiping the blood 
From your forehead 
Oh, Statue of Liberty, raise up 
Your green, drowned woman's face 
Against this death of freedom. 

He is truly a universal poet. My favorite of his poems 
is one he wrote in sad commemoration of the brutal 
murder of 33,771 Jews who were led into a ditch on 
the outskirts of Kiev and machine-gunned during a 
thirty-six hour period on September 29-30, 1941. (See 
Saturday Review for February 3, 1968). "Babi Yar" is 
long and beautifully translated by George Reavey. I 
quote a few sections: 

No monument stands over Babi Yar. 
A drop sheer as a crude gravestone. 
I am afraid. 

Today I am as old in years 
As all the Jewish people. 
Now I seem to be 

a Jew. 
Here I plod through ancient Egypt. 
Here I perish crucified, on the cross 
And to this day I bear the scars of nails 

The wild grasses rustle over Babi Yar. 
The trees look ominous 

like judges. 
Here all things scream silently, 

and baring my head, 
slowly I feel myself 

turning gray. 
And I myself 

am one massive, soundless scream 
above the thousand thousand 

buried here. 

Dmitri Shostakovich based one movement of his 
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Thirteenth Symphony on "Babi Yar" and Yev-
tushenko addresses the composer later in his poem, 
"The Torments of Conscience." I quote briefly from 
the translation by Geoffrey Dutton with Igor 
Mezhakoff-Koriakin: 

The executioners understood it thus: 
"He who torments himself is a troublemaker. 
Torments of conscience — this is dangerous! 
Conscience itself must be liquidated!" 

But like the clanging of an alarm bell 
rattling their houses at night time, 
torments of conscience — terrible — 
frightened the executioners with their crimes. 

For even the guardians of injustice, 
who abandoned all honor long ago, 
may no longer know the meaning of conscience, 
but the torments of conscience they do know. 

I have, of course, in my collections of poetry some 
of the lighthearted verse of writers like Morris 
Bishop, who by vocation is a serious scholar of litera-
ture. "Lines Composed in Fifth Row Center" should 
delight all of us: 

Of all the kinds of lecturer 
The lecturer I most detest 
Is he who finishes a page 
And places it behind the rest. 

I much prefer the lecturer 
Who takes the pages as he finishes 
And puts them on a mounting pile 
As the original pile diminishes. 

But best of all the lecturer 
Who gets his papers in confusion 
And prematurely lets escape 
The trumpet phrase: "And in conclusion 

There are charming, meditative poems about bibli-
cal characters like "I Love Abraham" by the Carmelite 
poet, Jessica Powers, which I found in The Bible Today. 
It begins: 

I love Abraham, that old weather-beaten 
unwavering nomad; when God called to him 
no tender hand wedged time into his stay. 
His faith erupted him into a way 
far-off and strange. . . . 

and one by Sister Janet, CC, "Out of Corinth" which 
starts: 

Paul, he was called — a small, bald man, 
Somewhat comic, if you came just to look: 
Intense, yet tender; angry with love. 

and ends: 

But I find inside, the tremulous strength beside, 
Weakness relentlessly strong; 
And know that I — without malice and unaware 

Can crucify. 

The twentieth century is filled with poets, visionary 
men and women, but their work must be woven into 
other samplers. This one is already too filled for its 
frame. 

What I wanted most to do I have not done, shown 
how so many poets have revealed themselves to me 
within the context of their poetry, nor have I de-
scribed how poetry proved deeply therapeutic when I 
was most in need of therapy. 

One of the most exciting and satisfying moments I 
can remember was on an evening in 1972 when I 
attended a banquet in Dunguaire Castle near Kinvara 
in County Galway where we had gone to listen to the 
beauty of Irish music, poetry and drama. No one at all 
knew me there, but just before the banquet a hand-
some "Lord" in medieval dress came to me and of-
fered me a lighted taper and said, "Sister, will you 
light the candle of poetry?" 

Nothing would make me happier than to keep such 
a candle lighted by sharing poetry, reading it to 
others, experiencing it with them. Of all the arts, 
poetry has been my first love. 

THE ARK 65 



ON MY FATHER: A REMINISCENCE? 
AN EPITAPH? A EULOGY? 
Sister Ellen Catherine Palmer 

QUID RETRIBUAM? - "What shall I return to the Lord 
for all the good he has done for me" — words from 
my father's bookplate and the motto of his life. Any 
thought of my father, any reminiscence, has to echo 
what was central to his life: his deeply eucharistic, 
thankful spirit. I suppose all reflections carry me back 
beyond conscious memory to pre-childhood experi-
ence, the very early dawning of a relationship that 
was to grow and deepen, to flourish and expand in a 
way that was to mark my life: to seal it, to give it a 
certain élan, a direction and a thrust. 

I responded to my father from the beginning. My 
mother tells me that my teething ring was his Phi Beta 
Kappa key, and I am willing to believe her. Certainly I 
cannot imagine him without that gold key hanging on 
his vest. It was an object of endless fascination to me 
as a child. Early, too, I felt the quiet rhythm of an old 
song, "The Old Mill Stream," soothing me to sleep —
not sung, but played on the phonograph as my father 
walked around and around the dining room table, 
carrying me in his arms. I can recall so well, too, how 
he filled my childhood with surprises, and how he 
enjoyed doing this. Mother and my brother and sister 
and I learned to expect the unexpected: the im-
promptu picnics (one was so early in the spring that 
our car got stuck in the snow); the unheard-of 
places to hide Easter eggs (a favorite ruse was to 
replace a light bulb with a brightly colored egg); 
the unannounced aroma of Sunday fudge prepared 
from his own secret recipe. Sometimes his "surprises" 
were the result of careful planning, such as the 
trip to Europe he "sprang" on my mother while they 
were watching a newsreel. "How would you like 
to see those places?" he asked. A quiet "yes" 
from my mother and the entire plan for a summer in 
Europe was unveiled. 

Central to his personality was his remarkable joie de 
vivre: swimming in the summer, handball when he 
was younger, football as an enthusiastic spectator 
with a seat on the forty-yard line. His zest for life was 
inexhaustible. When I was very young indeed, he 
took me as his companion on his walks around Lake 
Calhoun and Lake of the Isles. Sometimes on these 
walks we compared books we were reading; some- 

times there was not much need for words; the bril-
liance of a sunset, the beauty of a winter tree outlined 
against a stark sky, the fern-like frond of a spring lilac 
branch — these were enough. 

I cannot imagine my father at all without a back-
drop of deeply moving music. How many Saturday 
afternoons we spent listening to the Metropolitan 
Opera, with Kirsten Flagstad and the Valkyries riding 
and the quiet voice of Milton Cross commenting on 
the opera as it unfolded. I was often too small to 
really appreciate the experience in any adult way; I 
only knew that if I stayed in the house I had to be 
quiet and sit still or excuse myself and go outdoors to 
play. Most often I chose Flagstad and the intensity of 
Wagner's masterpiece. Much later, I remember well, 
my father and I shared a moving and poignant Cho-
pin Etude during those last dear moments before I 
crossed the threshold of 1890 Randolph. 

My father's love for art took us often to the Min-
neapolis Institute of Art, but I think I remember best 
those pieces we had at home: the large Holbein print 
of Thomas More over our davenport, the "Bridge of 
Sighs," the statue of the "Winged Victory of Samo-
thrace," and the Dutch harbor scene that hung over 
the buffet in the dining room. Then there were the art 
classes I attended at his behest, and I smile to recall 
the ballet lessons squandered on me, the most awk-
ward of the awkward. But my father was ever and 
always an optimist, even in this. 

His interest in politics and political life was insati-
able. How hard he worked to achieve charter reform 
in Minneapolis! Our home was often the center of 
political planning, our radio turned on to listen to the 
Fireside Chats of Franklin Roosevelt, a person much 
admired by my father until he fell from favor after 
packing the Supreme Court with justices of his own 
persuasion. Never, however, did my father listen to 
Father Charles Coughlin. To hear Father Coughlin's 
emotional rhetoric we had to steal away to my aunts' 
home a block away, where we listened to that highly 
controversial personality whose strident voice cried 
out across the nation in those days of devaluation of 
the dollar, widespread unemployment and the bread-
lines of the early thirties. 
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My father was an avid reader of political theory, 
but he often left his rocking chair to speak out in the 
market-place. Early in its career in the United States, 
my father recognized the philosophical errors in 
atheistic communism and, man of action that he was, 
toured the state of Minnesota lecturing in every place 
that would have him on the peril he saw in Red 
Communism. In this way he was able to alert many to 
the dangers of the Russian system. Certainly he was 
no advocate of laissez-faire capitalism, but the atheistic 
character of Stalinist Marxism, together with its ap-
peal for world revolution, met with his energetic and 
whole-hearted rejection. 

The inadequacies of the jury system was another 
topic that engaged his interest and provoked his ac-
tive support of judicial reform and the much needed 
reconstruction of the American legal system. He was 
an early advocate of interracial justice, fighting preju-
dice and narrowness wherever he found it. His 
work for the Minneapolis housing authority, too, was 
a result of his recognition of the need for better public 
housing. He served for many years as legal counsel to 
the housing authority, contributing far more than 
was professionally necessary in his deep concern for 
the personal welfare of those who would benefit from 
publicly financed low-rent housing. And as I re-
member how generous he was with his time and 
interest, I am reminded of his twenty years as a 
member of the Minneapolis library board. Petty bick-
ering he found difficult to endure; nevertheless, be-
cause he wished to share with others his love for 
books, he spent the time necessary to listen, to par-
ticipate, to attend endless committee meetings and to 
be in all this a mild and gentle man — a reconciler. 

The breadth of his interests and his reading made 
him certainly a "man of parts." He had a hungry 
mind; he pursued new ideas with relish. Yet he was 
not a dilettante, and he readily set aside his reading to 
play with me as a child, to talk with me as an adult. 
He was an intellectual and a book-lover; he was also a 
people-person. 

My father was a convert to Catholicism. To have 
known him at all was to recognize his deep faith and 
his intense gratitude for his membership in the 
Catholic church. His journey into faith was an intel-
lectual journey: he read his way to conviction. He 
thought and, I am sure, prayed over the Fathers of 
the church and had a profound regard for the writ-
ings of Jacques Maritain. Over his fireplace hung his 
favorite El Greco, the St. Jerome. When he recog- 

nized the compelling truths of the Catholic church, he 
did not delay. He walked up to the door of the Ca-
thedral rectory and asked to be baptized. He found it 
difficult to understand why the surprised priest who 
answered the door could not act on his request im-
mediately. My mother knew of his baptism only after 
it was an accomplished fact; soon after this they were 
married. 

His devotion to my mother was at once beautiful 
and amazing. Their courtship was filled with sur-
prises and an occasional gaffe, like the time my father 
decided to express his love with his newly acquired 
facility in French. I do not know that he knelt at her 
feet, but he did gather his forces together so that he 
might lend the graciousness of the language of courts 
and courtiers to his plea. He finally managed to de-
clare with great intensity, "Je suis adorable!" 

What was true of the early days of their courtship 
was just as true of their marriage and their last years 
together. What unbelievable freshness, what youth-
fulness and enthusiasm, what tender gallantry 
marked his attention even to the end. My mother was 
a constant atmosphere, a felt presence to him; he 
never tired of speaking of her, of seeking her out as 
his favorite companion, his trusted confidante, his 
dearest friend. 

As with all the other groups he was part of, he was 
always ready to do his share of the work of the 
church. His regard for the priesthood and the reli-
gious life was truly remarkable. I remember how he 
used to get into his car and pick up Monsignor James 
Reardon, that redoubtable warrior of the Lord. To-
gether they would seek out parishioners whose mar-
riages needed rectifying or who could otherwise bene-
fit from the good offices of two men who in a spe-
cial way represented the church and the state. What 
else they represented together might be made clear 
by a story my father loved to tell: Many years later, 
after Monsignor Reardon had been named domestic 
prelate and papal protonotary, he had a very impres-
sive picture taken in his new-found splendor — in-
cluding his shiny new crosier and his white mitre 
embroidered in gold. At the bottom of the picture he 
sent to my father was his inimitable signature with 
the inscription, "It is I, fear not!" 

My father did not parade his faith; he lived it, with 
high courage, an astounding and engaging humility 
and a lyric quality that I can never forget. Sometimes 
all this overflowed into poetry, like his late publica- 
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tion, Sonnets from a Briefcase. My favorite from among 
these sonnets is "A Lawyer's Prayer": 

When God embalanced the universe of suns, 
Counted the myriad-laced snowflakes the little 

rivulet runs 
Into land-encaptured seas, the white and red 

blood cells, 
The spider's legs, the petals on the rose, the in-

sect wings, 
The vibrations of Orion's light, and every bird 

that sings, 
Lest multiplying endlessly their songs drown out 

the yells 
Of catamount in unrestrained forests darkening 

the world, 
He gave to molecule and monster and the con-

stellations whirled 
An ordered universe of liberty and law. 

So may I humbly do my part 
In building up through centuries the art 
Of reconciling liberty and order, 
Preserving man from the ever imminent maw 
Of chaos, brutality, disorder. 

It was this work of reconciliation, essentially reli-
gious, that characterized his life and his legal career. 

My father took simple pleasure in answering in-
quiries about his religious faith. He contributed to a 
series of articles entitled, "What My Religion Means 
to Me," published in the Minneapolis Star. In his 
essay he described the tremendous achievements of 
the church, particularly in the development of the 
western world as we know it. He saw the church as 
instilling in society an enduring sense of values: 
"sanctification, not the worship of money or power or 
force or beauty or even of intellectual attainments, 
but of God. Laughter and the gladness of sacrifice. 
Life, not a cup to be drained but a chalice to be filled." 

That was his considered verdict on what had been 
the cornerstone of his life, a lived experience that had 
shaped his personality at its depths. To him life was a 
prelude to a beautiful symphony he had just begun to 
hear and to discern. His inquiring mind, his coura-
geous spirit and, above all, his God-centered hope —
these define the content, meaning and thrust of his 
life, as they give rise to the question on his bookplate. 
Quid retribuam? Quid retribuam, indeed. What can I 
return to the Lord for all the good he has done for 
me? tfl 

reflection 

echo 
the risk of remember 

risk 
fresh incarnation of word bearing sight and smell 
dreams visions dirty hands 

meaning made 
sound calling 

come and see 
hear again 

deeper 
— Sister Sarah O'Neill 
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INNER AND OUTER WEATHER 

Sister Catherine Hare 

NEVER WILL I FORGET my sense of dismay when on 
that hot day in August, 1971, I found myself sitting in 
an office on the second floor of St. Joseph's Adminis-
tration Center. What was I doing here? Whatever had 
led me to agree to be the first communications direc-
tor for our community? My knees were shaking and I 
felt a long way from the security of those days — no, 
years, more than twenty of them — in elementary 
education when I was sure of my job. 

My neighbors at the Ad Center seemed to know 
what they were about. I could hear Sister Peggy 
O'Connell, then elementary school supervisor, talk-
ing at the telephone nextdoor. Her cheerful voice and 
occasional chuckles helped. I heard Sister Mary Kes-
sler's office door open and close, indicating to me that 
sisters were using the services of our recently-
appointed personnel director. Nextdoor to her Sister 
Helen Dolores, Mary's secretary, was typing a toccata 
with her musical fingers flying over the keys of an 
IBM Electric. 

I looked around my office. Empty desk, empty 
bookcase, empty cupboards. They matched my 
empty feeling. Where do I begin? What should I be 
doing? Outside the window a brilliant red maple in 
full late-summer leaf looked strong and friendly and 
reassuring. Like Frost's tree that maple was to take on 
a real personality for me: 

Tree at my window, window tree, . 

. . let there never be curtain drawn 
Between you and me. 

But enough of this tree-gazing. I was back in Min-
nesota, my home. My skin was still reddish-brown 
from a year of walking two or three miles daily to and 
from journalism classes at the University of Arizona 
in Tucson. During that year of recuperation and re-
vitalization I pursued studies I thought I had "given 
up" long ago when I entered the convent. Occasion-
ally during that time I had wondered how and where 
I would fit in when I returned to St. Paul. 

My first thought, when Sister Angelica, then as-
sistant provincial, told me I could plan on studying  

during the year 1970-71, had been that I would go to 
some quiet women's college — maybe St. Benedict's 
— and study theology. But then that old excitement 
over a fresh, clean ink-smelling page of print hot-off-
the-press awoke within me. It hadn't been dead at all, 
just sleeping these twenty-plus years since my last 
journalistic project, our high school yearbook of '44. 
So with the Board of Studies' blessing, I had entered 
the U of A's journalism school. 

Important decisions were made in our St. Paul 
province while I was in Arizona. Many sisters partici-
pated in a gigantic study and evaluation of our 
elementary schools that resulted in decisions to with-
draw here, to recommend consolidation there, and to 
"continue as we are" elsewhere in the hope of 
strengthening our educational programs where they 
seemed to have a reasonably sound future. 

Another decision, fraught with struggle and heart-
ache, was made: to close 120 year-old St. Joseph's 
Academy; this decision affected the establishment of 
the position of communications director in our com-
munity. The closing of a long-revered girls' high 
school with thousands of graduates and a strong 
alumnae association highlighted the need for some-
one to handle the communication of community deci-
sions to the appropriate publics at the proper time. 
On March 13, 1971, the Delegate Assembly passed a 
resolution by a vote of 25 to 8 "that a full-time public 
relations position be created to be filled by a sister." 

It was well that I was in Arizona at the time. I didn't 
hear the opposition: "Another sister at the Adminis-
tration Center . . . !", "Such a worldly business for 
our community to get into . . . !", "What kind of 
organization are we turning into?" 

A search committee to aid in filling the position was 
established. I recall receiving letters from eight sisters 
asking me to think seriously about applying for the 
position. Five letters contained copies of the job de-
scription, four of which I threw away. I glanced over 
the fifth, tucked it into a folder and slipped it under 
my mattress, a flashback to the old veil-press days. 

During the two weeks between spring semester 
and summer classes, I resurrected the job description. 
I could think of a half dozen strong reasons for reject- 
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ing it — my natural shyness, physical problems, per-
sonal history of working only in the elementary edu-
cation segment of the community, aversion toward 
office jobs and — I'll admit it — downright fear of 
failure. 

But when I looked at the positive side, it all seemed 
to fit together — my crazy decision to study jour-
nalism when I didn't know what I'd ever do with it, 
my opportunity to take summer classes that would fill 
in the educational gaps needed for the position, my 
genuine desire to help to strengthen our community 
in challenging times and a deep-down conviction that 
here was where the Lord wanted me. 

My journalism professors were not encouraging. 
They felt the job description included too much. "See 
if you can't get someone to split the work with you," 
they advised. I've since learned that job descriptions 
tend to be idealistic and over-demanding, but at the 
time their negative reaction was disquieting. 

When I had my first meeting with Sister Miriam 
Joseph, then province director, to discuss my job, she 
mentioned that of course I'd want to meet the people 
in communications positions in our institutions. 
Therefore, the first "professional" phone call I made 
was to Kathleen Gallow, then communications 
director at St. Joseph's Hospital. What a beautiful 
woman! Her voice and telephone manner told me, 
"I know what you're experiencing. I felt the 
same way nearly ten years ago when I began this 
position." She invited me to join her for lunch at 
the hospital on the very next day and there began a 
friendship that has been not only professionally but 
also personally enriching. 

Within the next few days I met Joan Bernet, 
public relations director at St. Mary's Hospital. Joan, 
too, is a professionally competent and charming 
woman. She and Kathleen, simply by being them-
selves, reassured me that to be successful in the 
communications field a woman need not be ag-
gressive. This was a real worry to me, for I knew 
myself well enough to realize that coming on like 
a steamroller would not be true to my real self. 
Both Joan and Kathleen showed a sincere friendliness 
and quiet determination that beautifully suited their 
femininity. There was no hint of that Hollywood 
press agentry that has given the term "public 
relations" an odious ring. 

Looking back on that first year, I recall meeting one 
person after another. There was Bernard Casserly, 
editor of The Catholic Bulletin, who had served in an  

advisory capacity in the development of the job 
description; Henry Alstrup, head of the news 
bureau at the College of St. Catherine; Paul Lawson 
in a similar position at the College of St. Thomas. 
Henry bequeathed me his recently updated 
Editor and Publisher Yearbook and Ayer Directory of 
Publications. I remember with what pride I placed 
these two thick volumes on an empty shelf in 
my bookcase. They looked so "official"! Paul Lawson 
provided the most apt image of the public relations 
function, an image I've never heard improved upon. 
"It's like fishing," he said. "You throW out many 
lines and hope that someone will bite." 

Paul also introduced me to Bill Greer, then of the 
Minneapolis Star, "A man who can't resist a cause." 
Bill is my idea of the proverbial newspaper man —
tough, to the point, no words wasted. On one occa-
sion when a story I was pursuing failed to appear, I 
received a note from Bill that read, "Dear Sister/Gee 
Whiz/I tried/Bill." When I met him, Bill was conduct-
ing an apprenticeship program for journalism hope-
fuls from minority groups. Today, now that he has 
"retired," he teaches journalism classes in several 
high schools. Bill is a goldmine of knowledge and 
journalistic know-how. He always has time to answer 
my questions, read my copy or offer any kind of help. 
When he retired from the Star, Jim Klobuchar wrote a 
column about him and titled it "A Legend Tougher 
than Clyde." I'd have to add, "but with a heart of 
gold." 

The question I continually asked these people was, 
"What do you do?" It seemed to me that I should do 
for the Sisters of St. Joseph what these people were 
doing for their respective institutions. "I help to pro-
vide accurate information for our own hospital (or 
school) family and I try to tell our story to our pub-
lics," they said. 

My first press release, an announcement of my 
own new position, was undoubtedly the most 
difficult I have ever written. I had a strong aversion to 
doing this, but was assured by the pros that here was 
the place to begin. I wrote that release in my office on 
a windy, rainy September afternoon. The temptation 
to procrastinate had nearly won out, but I decided to 
get it written and off my mind. I didn't want to dream 
about it that night. 

Sitting at my office typewriter, I watched my win-
dow tree bowing and swaying southeastward but still 
firmly rooted and in possession of its dripping red 
leaves. 
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But tree, I have seen you taken and tossed 
And if you have seen me when I slept, 
You have seen me when I was taken and swept 
And all but lost. 

That storm urged me to complete my writing and to 
seek the safety of home. 

My mentors had advised me to include a head shot 
with my press release. So next day I located a string 
of school pictures from my days as principal of St. 
Vincent's and included a print with the news that I 
was now in the communications business. Since sev-
eral people had shared their mailing lists with me, I 
knew the appropriate outlets — the city editors of the 
four Twin Cities dailies, The Catholic Bulletin and sev-
eral suburban and neighborhood papers. I threw out 
my lines. Would anyone bite? 

I also delivered my bait: Hello, I'm Sister Catherine 
Hare, recently appointed communications director 
for my community, the Sisters of St. Joseph of 
Carondelet. Here is a press release about my ap-
pointment. You'll be hearing from me again. I look 
forward to working with you." I could see surprise 
emanating from the editorial eyes. What's this? A 
nun? In the public relations game? Something new! 

The novelty of a nun in such a position probably 
had something to do with the good returns I had on 
this first release. I was interviewed by reporters from 
the St. Paul Pioneer Press and The Catholic Bulletin. 
This was very difficult for me because by nature I am 
a private person. But I have no regrets that I went 
about it in this way, for I've since learned that public 
relations is a professional field with clear-cut rules of 
procedure. Generally its practitioners are highly 
competent and — amazement! — low-profile types. 
They're generous people, too, among whom exist a 
strong esprit de corps. We learn much from each other 
through our exchanges at professional meetings and 
workshops and over coffee cups and lunches. 

There have been times during recent years when I 
have seriously questioned the value of the work I am 
doing. Mine is now an almost totally adult world and 
I miss association with children. But I've grown in the 
belief that communications is a new and truly valid 
ministry — as valid as teaching, nursing and all our 
other traditional works. I read our 1975 Chapter as 
confirming this judgment: "Valid ministry in the con-
gregation is present when in response to the needs of 
the times a service is given which promotes the build- 

ing of the Kingdom and fosters unity and reconcilia-
tion." (1975 Chapter Proceedings, p. 13.) 

The Lord we serve has called himself Truth. His 
kingdom is a kingdom of truth. In our times, so sadly 
characterized by deceit of all kinds in the highest 
places, truth is an especially precious commodity, ex-
pressing itself in openness, honesty and integrity. It 
seems to me that by our willingness as a community 
to tell our true story to our various publics, we are 
saying, "This is who we see ourselves to be. We hope 
you can see in us a reflection of the Lord who called 
himself Truth and who is very Truth, and seeing this, 
can trust and grow with us." 

Thus, and again, according to the Proceedings, 
"valid ministry fosters unity and reconciliation." Cer-
tainly the story we have to tell is a story of women 
religious, working with others as members of the 
human family for the building of the kingdom, work-
ing with them as daughters and sons of the same 
Father. Certainly, too, it is a story that binds us to 
their experience, for "the joys and the hopes, the 
griefs and the anxieties of the men (sic!) of this age, 
especially those who are poor or in any way afflicted, 
these too are the joys and hopes, the griefs and the 
anxieties of the followers of Christ. Indeed nothing 
genuinely human fails to raise an echo in their 
hearts." (The Constitution on the Church in the Modern 
World) 

And finally ours is a story that can heal in the tell-
ing. Through the ministry of communication, we can 
let others know who we, the Sisters of St. Joseph of 
Carondelet, are and what ministries we are able to 
offer; we can explain to them what as members of the 
Christian and human family they have a right to 
know — something, at least, of what, why and how 
we have changed as women religious, especially 
since Vatican II. 

At the time of this writing my maple tree is now 
reaching its full late spring growth. A dark, shadowy 
green with a strong tinge of red has replaced that 
autumn's flaming brilliance. Tree, I like you this way. 
You don't demand that I notice you. It takes a con-
scious effort on my part. 

That day she put our heads together, 
Fate had her imagination about her, 
Your head so much concerned with outer, 
Mine with inner, weather. ,cn 
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The Tenses 

PAST 

In middle years I have a stack 
of memories clear. As I look back 
my hind sight turns a memory wheel 
and flashes scenes which now I feel 
are tender tenses. Time dispenses: 
lowered veils at the chapel door 
while asking prayers and what was more 
veils down again on Friday night 
for chapter (faces out of sight 
fooled none); recall the D.P. Beads 
and Defi when we checked our deeds, 
then giving an apology 
for reading martyrology. 
Those were the days we marched in two's 
and sat together in our pews, 
lessons in liturgy and Rule 
from loving teachers in a school 
that taught us life and love to last 
us all our days. In youth we cast 
in all we had, a zestful gift. 
We did not know how time would shift 
us into shape. Those early years 
are logs of gaudium et tears. 

PRESENT 

Slim youth gone and gray hair showing, 
paces slowed for I am growing 
older, though still in life's prime. 
I savor settled sounds, a time 
when I can write my thoughts in verse 
at leisure, pressures less, a curse 
that bound me tight when I was young. 
I'm more than half way up the rung. 
Today it's easy to forget 
what happened yesterday, I fret 
that observations are not clear 
as once and that I fail to hear, 
need repetition of what's said. 
A tendency to find the bed 
is stronger now. But I have fun 
in fifties: there are battles won, 
God's messages of love unfold, 
I have grown quieter, more bold, 
friendships beautify my life 
and ease harsh measures in the strife. 
I love the age I've come to be, 
find ordered days, serenity. 

FUTURE PERFECT 

"Eye has not seen nor has ear heard" 
what lies in store, and every word 
I read of future perfect is bright sun 
to lighten dimness. When all's done 
a promised mansion is reward. 
I think of treasures He has stored 
away: a vision face to face 
of Trinity, the splendored grace 
of meeting Mary; family saints 
await our coming, good old friends 
and people learned of from the ends 
of earth. It is well to mention 
no more sadness, no more tension: 
we'll be forever at our ease, 
his plans for us will always please, 
not the slightest sense of friction, 
scheming plots, or contradiction. 
There'll be new heavens and new earth, 
a constant state of hallowed mirth. 

—Sister Rose Tillemans 
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MY SEARCH FOR MY MOTHER 

Sister Roseann Giguere 

I HAVE A MOTHER who is uniquely mine. She died of 
cancer three weeks after my third birthday, leaving 
me with but one memory — walking upstairs to see 
her in bed. My life from that point on became a search 
for this woman. For how do you grieve for a mother 
you scarcely remember? How do you fill the vacuum 
in your life? How do you find her again, if you ever 
do? And in what way does her death re-form you as 
surely as her life force knit you once in the womb? 

I remember confusion and sadness within the year 
of my mother's death. The new house had a sun-
porch bedroom that the man-in-the-moon shone 
into, scaring me. My dad came to my rescue one 
night, sat by my side, held me tight to comfort me 
and cried. 

These were depression years in which he saw his 
lumber companies fold, found it impossible to keep 
good housekeepers for his two children and strug-
gled to find hope. Finally, three years after his wife's 
death, he let a rich and widowed aunt take my sister 
and me while he moved to a small apartment a few 
blocks away. I don't think we talked much about 
mother's dying, but we must have spent hours won-
dering how to live and be happy again without her. I 
suppose it was this that set me on my life-long search 
to find out who she was, what she was like and 
where she is right now. 

Born Rose Julia Parent in Stevens, Minnesota, my 
mother was the youngest of eight. When she was 
three years old, she saw her mother die in childbirth 
— the baby undelivered. The oldest daughter, Anna, 
took over the mothering of the family, developing a 
special love for my mother. When her father married a 
woman who didn't care about the children, Anna de-
cided to leave her brothers behind to farm with their 
dad and moved down to Minneapolis with her sis-
ters. Skilled seamstresses and well trained in home 
management, Artamise, Mary and Regina found jobs 
in private homes, eventually opening a small 
seamstress shop. Anna, a housekeeper at St. Cyril 
and Methodius rectory, kept little Rose with her and 
saw that she had a grade and high school education. 
It was in this setting that mother was courted by and 
married my dad in 1918 at the age of twenty-three  

and died eighteen years later. Because of their close-
ness to my parents and their love and personal qual-
ities, Anna, Artamise, Mary and Regina (Aunt Pidgy) 
were to become key people in my life and to enable 
me to create a mosaic of my mother, a composite of 
people who have loved and related to me. 

Artamise, Mary and Anna were all farm women. 
Expansive in their love and generosity, they cooked 
for crews of hired men, ironed with cast irons heated 
on wood stoves, gardened and kept house. Anna 
never married but owned and operated her own 
farm. Considered stubborn by Aunt Pidgy because 
she refused to leave her farm to come spend her later 
years in the city, Anna had a mind of her own, was 
extremely resourceful and had a great sense of 
humor. Her soups were fantastic, especially chicken 
dumpling soup complete with carefully skinned chick-
en feet from which we'd eat the tender pads of meat. 
Her house was always messy, the direct result of 
never throwing anything out and of always having 
several projects going at once. "Old Cockle," a hired 
hand, lived at the farm too — much to the chagrin of 
Regina, who didn't think it "looked right." But most 
significant for me, Aunt Anna, always specially dear 
because she was such a "character," seemed to find 
in me another "Rose" and loved me as a mother. As 
we shared her memories of my mother and as I 
looked at family pictures, which show a strong re-
semblance between the two sisters, I always sensed I 
was touching something of my mother in Aunt Anna. 

Both Mary and Artamise married German farmers 
who had been relentless in pursuing the beautiful 
"Dolly" sisters. "Dolly" was Artamise's childhood 
nickname. She was classically beautiful, with dark 
eyes and hair, a broad face and a light, china-doll 
complexion. She and my mother shared the best 
sense of humor in the family and an extremely posi-
tive attitude toward life. I remember her as musical, 
creative and loving, a large, expressive woman, the 
mother of five, who enveloped me with hugs and 
kisses when I arrived at the Rush City farm, who 
pleaded with Aunt Pidgy to let me stay there for a 
week or two and who always said she wished she 
could raise me. Her fondness for both my parents 
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was evident from the stories she told me of their 
many visits to the farm and her continuing love and 
care for Dad after he was alone. Aunt Artamise's 
warmth and ability to enjoy life I recognized as a val-
uable piece in my mosaic of Rose Parent Giguere. 

None of these women had easy lives farming in 
Minnesota during the twenties and thirties. Mary's 
husband, John, evidently had worse luck than the 
others and converted to a "poor farm" during the 
depression. From Aunt Mary's account, this was like 
a county welfare home where needy people lived, 
with her cooking and baking their daily fare. Uncle 
John never worked too hard, loved his beer and his 
spittoon and left family raising and home manage-
ment to his wife. I remember her best from her city 
life in St. Paul after John's death. She earned her 
living as a baker at the Golden Rule store. The es-
sence of kindness and warmth, she never complained 
or expected more of life. We shared many happy 
hours fishing together at her daughter's lake, while 
she'd tell me of my mother and how "good" she al-
ways was. Looking at Aunt Mary and what she val-
ued, I saw my mother as a woman able to take life as 
it was and make it worth living. 

Everyone who knew my mother and dad has told 
me how happy they were together. Rose and Leon 
were priority people to invite to a party and enjoyed 
opening their home to their friends. My mother 
helped Regina write the love letters that eventually 
won for her wealthy and lovable Uncle Tom, and 
until the end he made our house his second home. 
Almost thirty years after mother died, during my 
dad's wake, an old neighbor couple came to talk to 
me. "Well," said the woman, "your mother and dad 
are together again. We've never known a couple who 
brought more joy into their own lives and to others. 
Your father never was happy again after he lost her." 
And thus I added something more to the image of my 
mother: she was a good wife; she had loved and had 
been loved by my dad, who never managed to suc-
cessfully rebuild a life without her. 

Just as important as discovering who my mother is 
has been the task of experiencing where she is. Once 
our family was broken up, we held to few religious 
traditions. Yvonne, my sister, who is nine years 
older, prayed night prayers with me and then pro-
ceeded to tell me about the "boogie man" under my 
bed or in the closet — thus neutralizing the effect of  

the prayer. In much the same way, the mother I 
prayed to was up in heaven until Saturday morning 
catechism classes started at the Basilica; then some-
where during preparation for confession I learned 
about sins, indulgences and purgatory, where dead 
people stayed for years and years. So during my 
grade school years I worked on bailing mother out 
with rosaries, special prayers and All Souls' Day vis-
its. I still feel the relief of a retreat conference during 
my junior year at St. Margaret's when I reflected on 
"all saints" and once more placed my mother among 
the blessed. From that day on I never prayed for her 
again. 

All through my life I have prayed to and talked to 
my mother. She listened to my questions about why 
she wasn't here, to my requests to take care of my 
discouraged dad, reassured me that the spanking 
administered by Aunt Pidgy would never have come 
from her and ,sometimes just witnessed the tears of 
not having her around. As I grow older I realize that 
my mother's "presence" helped me cope with her 
absence and survive some long years with my 
widowed Aunt Pidgy, who reminded me regularly 
that I wasn't hers, and who was never reconciled to 
the loss of her husband or my mother's death. 

Her grave at Lakewood Cemetery is another di-
mension of mother's being in my life. Around it de-
veloped our family tradition for Mother's Day. Dad 
would buy three carnations — two white ones for 
Yvonne and me and a red one for himself; then, wear-
ing these, we'd go to church and to the cemetery. We 
usually brought a hydrangea to her grave, stood by it 
silently for a while and then shared a story or a mem-
ory. After this we'd drive off to spend the rest of the 
day with Grandma Giguere. That spot is still a place 
where I can stop and commune in a special way with 
my parents buried there. 

Today when I write this I am the age she was when 
she died. I know how much of life she left un-lived 
and yet I believe that she answered when Yahweh 
called her name. I believe she has raised me well, 
sharing her spirit and faith with me. Though absent 
as one person, she is present and I have found and 
loved her in many persons: my aunts and the 
mothers of those dear to me. I wish it could have been 
different but I believe that my life has more depth and 
that death has more life for me because the only 
mother I've ever known is "a mother who died." al 
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TENTING TONIGHT 

Sister Margery Smith 

WHEN I TALK WITH the novices about pioneer days in 
the province, I seem to spend a lot of time in the mud. 
By that I mean that I try to get young persons born 
since 195o to try to comprehend what the physical 
conditions of life must have been for the first sisters 
down where Kellogg Boulevard now commands the 
river bluffs. I stress the hauling of water from St. 
Paul's one mud-surrounded municipal well — the 
well which Sister Francis Joseph Ivory says in her 
memoir was locked tight the day they came, giving 
the sisters a long wait for their first cup of tea. Or I 
mention Sister St. John Fournier's letter home to her 
Philadelphia convent (she was on loan as superior of 
the first St. Paul house) about wading waist-deep 
through the snow (remember those four yards of 
storm serge in heavy snow?), or slogging through the 
muddy paths that went for streets in 1851 in the Min-
nesota Territory. 

"When the sun set," I tell the novices, "the sisters 
went to bed. They probably had one or two lamps, 
and they weren't about to waste oil, so I suspect that 
they were down in bed quite early, as well as up quite 
early." The novices sit through all this very politely. 

"Well," I go on desperately, "in the 1970s, we're 
used to the convenience and mobility which cars and 
freeways have given us. But in January of 1852, just 
two months after she had arrived in this uncivilized 
area, Sister Scholastica Vasquez went by uncovered 
oxcart up to Long Prairie, over a hundred miles 
northwest of St. Anthony Falls, because there were 
no trains as yet for the journey. Actually, there were 
no roads. The oxcarts traveled the Pembina Trail. 
They went right across the prairies, straining ten 
miles a day through all that mud . . . 

"In January?" one of the bright young ones asks. 
I retreat. "You know what I mean: Life was harder 

then. We ought to realize that spreading the kingdom 
of God in the 185os up here took a lot more sheer 
hard physical labor then, and . . . " and my voice 
trails off as an interesting question sits up in my own 
mind and begins to wonder: What would those 
pioneer sisters say if they could see us, their succes-
sors in the community 125 years later, who have 
achieved the freedom of highways, the convenience  

of indoor plumbing and electric light and self-
cleaning oven (to say nothing of the marvels of Mc-
Donald's or the higher reaches of Target and K-Mart), 
chucking all that to return to the very mud which 
they fought so assiduously to escape? which, in fact, 
they spent 125 years banishing from the kingdom in 
endless cleaning and scrubbing bouts the like of 
which those born since 195o have never experienced? 

Much of what the senior sisters used to tell us at 
community recreations In The Old Days centered 
around the fact of hard physical labor — hauling 
water and coal, freezing in winter and sweltering in 
summer, washing and starching and ironing endless 
linens, swinging carpet-covered bricks to shine up 
the floors, walking unbelievable distances because 
there were neither streetcars nor money for carfare 
available. Perhaps in the decades ahead the commu-
nity tale-telling will revolve around similar experi-
ences — hauling, hiking, lugging, making-do — but 
the motivation will have shifted from survival to plea-
sure and recreation. I used to thank God that I had 
been born in convenience-mad America, for I knew 
then and know still that I would never have wanted 
to be a sister badly enough to haul coal to the board-
ers' rooms as Mother Edwina did when she came as 
a postulant from Canada so many years ago. But I will 
turn around and do much the same thing in the name 
of recreation and a good time. The whole phenome-
non is called "camping," and quite a few of the sisters 
are fast becoming experts at it. 

The modern Sister of St. Joseph of the St. Paul 
Province, weaned on Timberlee from her affiliate 
days, seems to embrace the very mud, earth, dark-
ness and sheer physical labor which her predecessors 
spent decades battling. For in the CSJ house of the 
197os, the rites of spring, along with the usual clean-
ing and scrubbing, now include airing the sleeping 
bags, checking the charcoal supply and counting the 
matches in the waterproof carrier. For a sizable 
number of the sisters, camping has become not only 
the key to low-cost recreation, but also the 197os' way 
of returning once more to The Simple Life. 

Successful excursions I've heard tell of include 
those of Sisters Veronica O'Connor and Marie Henri 
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Grenier camping around the perimeter of Lake 
Superior (they give the Canadian Provincial Parks 
high marks as campsites); Sisters Maxine Eckes and 
Celine Charpentier camping out and back to New 
York City when Celine was making arrangements to 
attend New York University a few years ago; Sisters 
Gertrude Freeman and Mary Calder high on a windy 
hill over the river at Frontenac — so windy, in fact, 
that they finally gave up and slept in the car rather 
than have the wind tear down their tent. Sisters 
Agnes Foley, Carol Richter, Patricia Browne and your 
author once took on the Superior National Forest 
campsites northwest of Tofte in the Arrowhead re-
gion. Sisters Ann O'Neill, Bern Topel and Martha 
Merriman negotiated the Boundary Waters Canoe 
Area through days of driving rain in the summer of 
1975, and on another earlier canoe trip, Bern and Sis-
ter Mary Alice Muellerleile had a black bear for visitor 
at their northern campsite. 

One of the more legendary trips on the community 
books would appear to be that of the summer of 1972 
when Sisters Jean Funk, Margaret Belanger, Mary 
Alice Muellerleile, Barbara Bartsch, Gerrie Lane and 
Therese Sherlock took on the Boundary Waters 
Canoe Area. Only Sister Mary Alice had ever canoed 
or camped on anything like the wilderness scale 
presented by the BWCA. Tales floating back from that 
epic voyage (accompanied by Jean Funk's slides) will 
provide the next hundred years of sisters with ample 
stories of the latest in community experiences — and 
also with how much sheer physical moxie a sister is 
willing to put forth, if not for the kingdom of God, at 
least for the group effort of successfully mounting a 
canoe trip through the BWCA. 

On that trip Sister Jean Funk, for example, did not 
wish to get her camera wet; she spent a good part of 
the time, according to those who paddled her and her 
camera in and out, protecting that camera from the 
surrounding damp. Sister Gerrie Lane did not wish 
to get her new tennis shoes wet; she too took inordi-
nately good care of her footgear while others oblig-
ingly paddled her and her shoes across the lakes. 
Mary Alice provided the supreme achievement of 
back-packing culinary skill: lemon meringue pie from 
a reflector oven set up on a lakeside rock. And Jean 
Funk provided them with their most memorable en-
tree: fresh fish caught with her brand-new fishing 
license, purchased just for the occasion. Jean took her 
duties as fisher-woman seriously; besides her camera 
she was, as it were, also protecting her piscatorial  

investment — and reputation. As the only licensed 
fisher in the troupe, she felt she must catch something 
to warrant the sum laid out for the license; con-
sequently (according to her paddling companions) 
she fished assiduously, day in and day out, paddling 
little or not at all, but fishing away, trolling her line 
over the side of the canoe. Others stroked and 
stroked; Jean fished. Others pitched camp or packed 
or portaged; Jean fished. However, Jean did catch her 
fish (one), cleaned it and served it for dinner, and 
thus justified both the cost of the license and her 
presence on the trip. According to very reliable re-
sources, the others continued to paddle. 

Another legend circulating from that BWCA excur-
sion has it that Margaret Belanger made the entire 
six-day trip as only Margaret could. Most campers 
head for the boonies as part of the Navy Blue Brigade 
— blue jeans, blue wind-breaker, blue bandanna, 
with a possible concession to brown in the matter of 
sunglasses. Not Sister Margaret. Day after day she 
appeared in immaculate white shorts and a crisp pink 
gingham blouse. For six whole days there was never a 
hair out of place, neither spot nor wrinkle nor 
blemish on the sartorially correct then-principal of St. 
Joseph's, Hopkins. 

My own introduction to camping as a recreational 
gambit came just four years ago on a suddenly hot 
weekend in May. Before that time, the closest to a 
camping experience that I could remember had been 
with my family, on a series of Sunday evening sup-
pers we enjoyed in the metropolitan parks around 
Cleveland, two summers before the war — "our" 
war, the Pearl Harbor War. My father was intensely 
busy in Washington that summer, working there 
Monday through Saturday noon, flying home for 
Saturday evening and Sunday mass, then flying back 
out to Washington on the seven p.m. plane from 
Cleveland week after week. We would head for the 
Brookpark picnic grounds near the airport late on 
Sunday afternoons and have supper together before 
Dad got on his plane. 

The menu was always the same. How good it was, 
and how simple, never occurred to me at the time, for 
I was busy being a snob about the fact that my queer 
parents never had ordinary picnic food like normal 
people — hot dogs or hamburgers, or potato salad or 
fried chicken. No, we had to pretend that we were 
roughing it in the Far West and eat queer things that 
none of my friends had ever heard of and that I was 
ashamed to report on during recess at St. Ann's 
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School the next day. We had bacon, cooked in a 
Dutch oven over coals, biscuits, butter, peach butter 
and milk. Simple nectar and ambrosia, I realize now, 
but most middle-class Americans are impervious to 
the delights of either nectar or ambrosia when they 
are in the throes of early adolescence and the menu 
won't hold up to peer scrutiny. 

My father used to boast about being the only man 
he knew who cooked with a pliers (for lifting the 
coal-laden lid off the Dutch oven, in which the bis-
cuits were baking after the bacon had been removed). 
My mother tossed the dry ingredients together at 
home, took plenty of milk with her, added some to 
the biscuit mix at the picnic table, used the empty 
bottle to roll out the biscuits and the tin cup to cut 
them, and handed them to my dad to bake in his 
Dutch oven. We slathered them with butter and la-
dles of homemade peach butter — juicy, golden, 
dripping hunks of fruit and sticky syrup. And snob 
though I was, I joined in eating as many as they'd 
make for us. 

This, then, was the extent to which I was prepared 
when, on that hot May day four years ago, I went off 
with Sister Kathy Niska, Sister Pat Browne, and a fair 
amount of trepidation, to the Interstate Park at 
Taylor's Falls on the St. Croix River. I was game to 
spend the night in my newly acquired sleeping bag 
(once I had thought that Sister Bern Topel's sugges-
tion to her family for a sleeping bag as a profession 
gift was bizarre, but after I had borrowed Bernie's bag 
three times, I went out and invested in my own). I 
realized that our meals might be sandblown and 
charcoal specked; I even prepared myself spiritually 
and otherwise for the midnight trek through the 
brambles, guided by the assault of disinfectant on my 
olfactory sense, toward Wisconsin's vintage pit toilets 
(the Interstate Park on the St. Croix is the oldest in-
terstate park in the United States). But I simply had 
not reckoned on the barebones level of existence in 
the woods. That night at the Wisconsin campgrounds 
I had a new sense of my undefended self against the 
universe, and I had a sense of my own vulnerability, 
which produced its own momentary panic. I can re-
call how thin the tent walls seemed (What if a bear 
were to come charging through those cotton walls?), 
how black and enveloping the night was, how utterly 
still the world was. Greenhorn that I was, I felt totally 
dependent on Pat and Kathy's expertise to shield me 
from an unknown universe. 

But I slept, discovering my hip and shoulder bones 

in the process, and woke to one of the camper's su-
preme experiences: sunlight and birdsong, and the 
rushing sound of the river close by. I believe that 
moment of awareness by itself sold me on camping 
forever. Nothing that would happen subsequently 
could ever take away the joy of that moment. Not 
even the rude "acquist of experience," as Dame 
Helen Gardner calls it, that involved me next in the 
whole process of coming-to for the day. Despite the 
heat, which even that early in the morning in the 
woods was already making itself felt through the new 
green leaves, the spring rains had left the 
campgrounds a slough of muddy tracks and soggy 
pockets of ground. Getting dryshod to the afore-
mentioned conveniences took a bit of doing; splash-
ing cold water on my face and holding my toothbrush 
under the faucet (yes, that campground has running 
water for cooking and washing up), getting my shoes 
and jeans legs soaked, made me wonder about the 
sanity of leaving behind the tiled bathrooms of the 
twentieth century. Then, hauling the water for cook-
ing — nay, the very process of boiling water over an 
open fire for coffee and dishes — struck me as 
singularly inefficient and certainly more gauche than 
any Sunday picnic process I'd known in Brookpark. 

But suddenly, amid these sylvan psychic shake-
ups, I thought about the settlers who had come into 
these Wisconsin woods a century and a half earlier 
who could not hop in their VW and run into town for 
milk, or plan to put all the utensils through the dish-
washer after the weekend. And the families on the 
Oregon Trail who could not have a cup of coffee until 
they had stopped, drawn the wagons in a circle, 
started a fire (oh the time consumed in trying to get 
that tinder to catch, those logs to catch, to burn, to 
turn to heat-producing coals), rigged up a sling or a 
platform to hold the pot, located the water, brought it 
to boiling (oh the time it takes to boil;) and finally 
added the coffeegrounds-and-egg-water mixture. Do 
you ever wonder how — or that — the West ever got 
settled? I did that morning. Do you ever thank those 
nameless thousands who preceded you at the 
campfire and made possible for all of us the delights 
of Coleman lanterns and Sears Best Six-Man Tent and 
Air-Flite Freeze-Dried Beef Stroganoff? I had, indeed, 
plenty of time that morning to meditate on my debts 
to hardier Americans than I: we had burned the ba-
con, scorched the toast and rubberized the eggs be-
fore the water in our coffee pot so much as turned 
tepid. But if the water would not get hot (I was still 
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hung up on sterilizing the dishes and other marks of 
an over-close-to-godliness cleanliness), the day was 
rapidly becoming what is known in the Midwest as a 
scorcher. We sought the shade of the woods alter-
nately with sunning ourselves on the rocks over the 
St. Croix. I longed for cut-offs; the jeans which hadn't 
been warm enough the night before became blue-
denim sweatpants in the hot, strong sunlight of the 
morning. But finally, we climbed back down to our 
cool, mosquitoe-y campsite and had lunch, packed 
up and drove back to the Cities. Kathy had to go to 
work, and Pat and I both had examinations to con-
tend with. The idyll was over, but the neophyte 
camper was hooked. 

And understandably so. On that overnight trek to 
the St. Croix I had found more than even pleasure 
and recreation; I had a taste of that old dusty, char-
coaled way of life of my adolescence. One hamburger 
(we had brought exactly three) fell into the fire and 
came out coated in cinders and sawdust. The sense of 
deja vu was over-powering, especially as Kathy pulled 
out a pliers to pick the coffeewater saucepan off the 
logs. Those two worlds — Ohio-Upper Midwest, 
family-community, Brookpark Rd.-St. Croix In-
terstate, Smiths-Sisters of St. Joseph — had met and 
dissolved into one another. I was eleven again. And  

now, as we were out of peach butter and the coals 
under the Dutch oven had dried out, we had to go 
home. 

James Agee says somewhere: 

And this is the weaving of human living: of 
whose fabric each individual is a part; each is in-
timately connected with the bottom and ex-
tremest reach of time and not one of these per-
sons is ever quite to be duplicated or replaced, 
but each is a new and incommunicably tender life 
wounded in every breath, sustaining for a while 
without defense, the enormous assults of the 
universe. 

We campers know the universe assaults. But now I 
know it has a healing quality, too. Now I know that 
the journey from Brookpark Road to the St. Croix 
Interstate Park to the Boundary Waters constitutes 
the journey of my lifetime. Camping involves a con-
frontation with reality on a profound level of personal 
existence, an experience surely akin to that which 
those first Sisters of St. Joseph must have known in 
their oxcart mission journeys of the 185os. The bibli-
cal poet knew whereof he spoke: "I will lure her into 
the wilderness, and I will speak to her heart." Sisters 
all over the province are discovering anew the beauty 
of living intensely in the reality of God's creation. 
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CELEBRATING INDEPENDENCE 

Sister Joyce Manning 

NOT LONG AGO i was sitting at lunch at St. Catherine's 
with a group of sisters discussing what we called 
"greatness" in the lives of people we knew. Before 
the meal was finished I had a fragment of bread con-
versation to use as a starting point for this story of the 
most loving and loyal friend of my entire life — Sister 
Odile Bonin. 

I like the title "Defender of the Underdog" the stu-
dents gave her at St. Margaret's Academy in 1945. 
She was a fighter. She cared what happened to you. 
Most of all, she had a sense of justice that charac-
terized her relations with students and community 
alike. I think her honesty, directness and integrity 
have caused her suffering, for either you trusted her, 
or loved her as I did, or you didn't care enough to try 
to understand her. 

My thoughts reached back at random, recapturing 
what I had known and experienced with Sister Odile 
as a teenage girl at St. Margaret's Academy and the 
following years in the St. Joseph's Novitiate when 
she totally supported me. 

My recollection of shared memories evoked an af-
fection for her that was like an ache for a deeper 
knowledge of this religious woman whose influence I 
recognize as being the most significant of my young 
adult life. Why God gifted me with her friendship 
lies at the heart of my own mystery. I want to tell her 
story. 

First impressions: September, 1945. I had just come 
from the Marshall public school to enroll as a junior at 
St. Margaret's Academy on Linden and Hawthorne. 
Sister Odile was listed on my class schedule for 
homeroom, religion and American history. I thought 
to myself, "I sure hope we get along as we'll be seeing 
an awful lot of each other!" 

I watched her closely that first morning sitting in 
her homeroom. She was busy taking care of new 
business, and after studying her strong, serious face 
and noting her independent bearing, I guessed that 
she would run a tight ship. I awaited her opening 
remarks. As she informed the homeroom of present 
school policies and the rules we were expected to 
obey, I began slowly and quietly to rebel. Later that 
same day, back in the same classroom, my negative  

feelings grew stronger as she impressed upon us her 
firm belief in homework! That was not one of my 
favorite things at the age of seventeen. Only in ret-
rospect do I truly appreciate and admire her as the 
teacher. 

"Personal reminiscing won't do it," I thought. "I 
need to call and ask for an interview." She answered 
the phone and in a familiar voice said, "Yes, I would 
be happy to do that with you." 

She lives at St. Joseph's Hospital and her present 
work is taking care of the sisters' dining room. 
Quickly we got to our task, and to give us a starting 
point I retold the first impression story. She enjoyed 
the retelling, and typically, we started laughing to-
gether. 

"Why don't you work harder at first impressions?" 
I teased. 

As she laughed and then leaned forward to re-
spond, I saw one eyebrow arch in the mannerism I 
used to imitate while sitting before her in those high 
school classes. At that time it gave me a chance for an 
affectionate look of rebuke for daring to be so bold; 
though now I see this sign as one of the ways she 
adds power and emphasis to her thought. 

She replied, "As Sister Albertus, my directress at 
the Basilica, remarked after I'd taught there four 
years, 'Sister Odile, you're not such a bad egg after 
people get to know you!'" We laughed. 

"I don't think you have changed much in your way 
of thinking, acting, praying and giving of yourself 
unreservedly to God," I continued. "You must have 
entered religious life with something very precious, 
deep and solid from your father and mother." 

She nodded approval. Our common French 
background values loyalty and love of family, espe-
cially the nieces and nephews. However, I felt the key 
to her personality and her independence was rooted 
in the intimate family experiences of the Bonins so I 
said, "Let's start with a few historical facts and some 
of the things you consider most important in your 
early life." 

She began simply: "My birthdate is March 29, 1908. 
My father was Joseph Alexander Bonin and mother's 
maiden name was Odile Marie Houle. My baptismal 
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name was Frances, but being the third girl, I was 
always 'Mike' to my dad, so you can guess what I was 
supposed to be! He and I were very close; I enjoyed 
many happy hours working with him. Mother and 
dad created a climate of freedom and trust in which 
their authority existed, but as children we were not 
even aware of it. Of course we were punished for our 
mistakes, but as an immediate disciplinary measure. 
Their expectations fostered in us a true sense of re-
sponsibility for our decisions and action, and this en-
couraged us to take initiative within the security of 
their trust. The worst punishment I received came 
when I was in high school. Mother entrusted me with 
an envelope to be delivered to the bank after school. I 
didn't watch the time while at the library and when I 
finally arrived at the bank, I found it closed. Mother 
said nothing. The next day she took the envelope to 
the bank and I experienced my first real sense of 
humiliation." 

She paused, reflected a minute and continued, "I 
knew my greatest sorrow at the age of fourteen. My 
father worked as an engineer for Great Northern. 
One day as his freight train approached Minneapolis 
from Fridley, he saw a single engine coming toward 
them on the same track. Whistling the danger signal, 
he got no response and soon realized it was a run-
away engine. He shouted to the fireman to jump while 
he himself took time to turn off the engine before he 
jumped, in order that the men in the caboose would 
be better protected. The jump involved a steep incline 
and then a quick get-away from the colliding engines 
and gushing steam. In that jump he suffered internal 
injuries." 

As she visibly relived the pain of watching him 
suffer, I realized the deep significance of this first 
great break in her family. 

"After watching him live the next six weeks in 
sheer determination to keep on working, my mother 
knew she should call the ambulance. I can still see my 
father walking out to it. One week later I saw him 
again. It was horrible. I struggled until finally I 
realized that the casket contained my father's body, 
but not my father. The contrast aroused new and ter-
rible feelings, but I won my battle as the experience of 
death became something nearer and closer." 

After a short silence she continued. "I think of my 
mother as a real heroine. Through her sustained 
efforts a settlement with the railroad guaranteed the 
future financial security of our young family. She 
sent my sister Agnes and me to St. Margaret's and  

the boys were able to start their careers. I never saw 
my mother cry, and if she did, she cried alone." 

Changing the subject, I recalled the incident re-
garding her vocation to the religious life, when the 
"old" Sister Emeline had stopped her on the steps of 
Main at the old St. Margaret's and said directly, "Fran-
ces, I think you should be a Sister of St. Joseph." 

"That was it," she nodded. "From that day on I 
never thought of being anything but a sister. I've fre-
quently said I think God pulled me into the commu-
nity by my nose! I remember arriving at the novitiate 
on Randolph Avenue at the very last minute before 
they locked the doors for the night; the nine o'clock 
bells were summoning the sisters to night prayers. 
However, I got shuffled off to bed immediately. Ev-
erything felt strange, yet I survived. Incidentally," 
she added, "I brought with me a piece of embroidery 
that took me until Christmas to finish. I have always 
sewed. Have you seen my dolls?" 

We were back in the present. Over on a cardtable 
she was completing a jig-saw puzzle. I knew her as 
one who always found real satisfaction in doing and 
making anything that challenged her mind or her 
hands. Her reputation for being a hard worker per-
tained to many aspects of her life. 

"When did you begin to teach?" I inquired. 
"After my first vows I started teaching at the 

French school, St. Louis, in St. Paul, and for the next 
fifteen years I taught in the grade schools, which 
were the happiest teaching experiences of my life —
especially when I taught sixth, seventh and eighth 
grades at Basilica in Minneapolis. The Basilica chil-
dren were anxious to learn, and they needed love and 
understanding. Though I found many highly intelli-
gent children there, I had the greatest success with 
the 'C' students and those who had been failed. I 
think I learned to teach because of the challenge they 
presented. These were also the depression years, 
when their parents paid the bookbill of two dollars 
and fifty cents with only nickels and dimes. Problems 
were abundant but it brought me close to many indi-
vidual children." 

As she began to tell stories about those children, 
she showed a real personal concern and affection for 
each of them. Yes, she truly loved to teach, but more, 
she loved each student. 

"How did you grow close to those children?" I 
asked. 

"I think my philosophy of teaching is best por-
trayed in Good-bye, Mr. Chips. I believe in the tremen- 
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dous influence of the dedicated teacher. Teaching in-
corporates counseling — in and out of the classroom, 
all year long. Giving students time to talk about any-
thing that touches their lives brings you very close to 
them. I tried to help them to deal with their problems 
as they worked out their own solutions. My intent in 
reaching students focused on teaching them how to 
think, not in entertaining them. This demands a great 
deal of giving of yourself." 

I could agree with that. Then she remarked, "Look-
ing back, perhaps I was over-zealous, for I truly 
minded leaving my classroom on Friday afternoons, 
strangely enough." 

The topic of religion: More than anyone else I had 
received a greater appreciation of my Catholic faith 
from Sister Odile. I listened to words I had heard 
before and knew the truth of them. 

"I wanted my students to know the joy of religion 
that I knew. All the time I taught high school in the 
forties I was aware of the scrupulosity of students 
truly frightened of mortal sin in their lives. I spent 
most of my time helping them to realize how wrong 
they were to think of their relationship to God in 
terms of sin. Their lives were worth more than that." 

I marveled at the richness and depth of her lived 
faith and her wisdom in combating the guilt-forming 
tradition so prevalent in the religion teaching of that 
time. 

"During my last years of teaching high school at St. 
Joseph's Academy I taught three or four religion 
classes until I finally begged off. It drained me com-
pletely. One can't teach religion as one teaches any 
other subject. It demands an all-out effort to com-
municate what you know and feel. Teaching religion 
had a long history in my life. Even as a little child I 
studied my catechism and learned the answers 
quickly. Then I would line up six or eight chairs in our 
home to teach catechism to the Finkelsteins and 
Rubensteins, names of some of my classmates at Har-
rison Public Elementary in north Minneapolis. There 
were all nationalities in my class, but I was the only 
Catholic, so I taught my chairs very seriously and 
learned to state my catechism answers in simple lan-
guage. For instance, I remember trying to teach the 
word 'forever' to my eight chairs and how difficult it 
was to find a way to put across that idea. 

"In the novitiate catechism classes were no trouble 
for me. My mind was hungry for more depth than the 
barren catechism, although I believe that I succeeded 
in making catechism lessons come to life when I  

taught it all those years. I remember the first classes at 
the Diocesan Teachers College in philosophy, 
theology and ethics opening up ideas I had never 
dreamed of. They were such a contrast to the boring 
classes in methods." 

Besides religion I knew her personal interest in his-
tory, so I asked who inspired her love for history. 

"Sister Frances Rita," she replied; "at St. Mar-
garet's she taught me American history. Her style of 
taught it all those years. I remember the first classes 
at the Diocesan Teachers College in philosophy, 
of outside reading, but I loved it. I read on the street-
car and at home, I remember, having to turn in my 
account at the end of that first week. She thought I 
must have padded my numbers, until I convinced her 
I was telling the truth." 

She started laughing again as the subject of reading 
sparked a memory of the novels she had chosen to 
read on her own, only to discover later that they were 
on the Index as "occasions of sin." 

"I hid Blood and Sand by Vincent Ibanez while sit-
ting in an English class and enjoyed the intriguing 
diversion it offered from my ordinary world and 
many of the required readings I dutifully fulfilled." 

Her high school days at St. Margaret's led us to the 
memories of our two years together and I decided to 
ask a personal question: "I remember your telling me 
of your determination to teach just reading, writing 
and arithmetic to students and not encourage them to 
come for advice outside of school hours. How did you 
come to change your mind concerning me?" 

She grew thoughtful as she shared her experiences 
previous to her mission to St. Margaret's. She said, 
"At dismissal time I mustered a lot of strength and 
sent everyone packing. But you, remember, had stu-
dent service. When you returned to the homeroom 
after a half-hour or so, my resources were gone, and 
you were an interesting girl to whom one could talk. 
As I came to know you, I tried to share in your suffer-
ing as far as I could. You made some big decisions at 
that time, and although I think you wanted me to tell 
you what to do, I never did. Once you made up your 
own mind, however, I found a lot of ways of helping 
you. But you made up your own mind all the way 
through. Your decision to enter religious life was your 
own. I remember the first time you mentioned it — I 
was surprised. You experienced a great deal of oppo-
sition from your family, but knowing you as a mature 
young woman, I supported your vocation. 

"I watched you grow deeper in your religious life, 
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and what has pleased me most is that you have made 
it your own. You, too, worked out your problems in 
community and you didn't become something some-
body else thought you should be. You became your-
self insofar as you could be that." 

I felt a deep kinship with her; I trusted her words, 
her insights. Often I have heard other people speak of 
Sister Odile as one of the few persons they had 
known whose integrity they never doubted. 

She spoke about missions and I smiled at her apt 
descriptions. "There was a certain categorizing of 
persons at that time, either you were selected to do 
special jobs, or you were to plug holes! I belonged to 
the 'hole-plugging' group all my life! But I'm not un-
happy about that. I think it was God's particular vo-
cation for me, the way He chose to form me. In one 
sense I am very happy now, for I never ceased being 
myself, never, and when this renewal in religious life 
began, I may have had a lot of things to learn, like 
fixing my hair and keeping on a budget, but not how 
to think for myself and to be independent! I have 
often wondered, though, if there is something in my 
mannerisms or idiosyncrasies that caused people to 
distrust me. I really don't know." 

I wanted to affirm her in what she had done so well 
— relating to students in grade and high school alike. 
Calling us to get in touch with our own potential, she 
had evoked a longing for integrity, for an honesty 
before God, not to please her or others, but to deal 
with our problems in the present. She hated procras-
tination. How often she teased us about that! Her 
directness, her quickness to support the "underdog" 
or problem student made her the recipient of both 
admiration and jealousy. The paradox of integrity. 

I asked, "Of all the things you learned in working 
with students, what is the one attitude or skill you 
feel is most necessary?" 

Her reply was neither lengthy nor unusual. "I be-
lieve one has to establish love, that a real affection is 
necessary to help or understand others. Of course, I 
could always help someone without particularly lik-
ing that person." 

Remembering the number of persons she corre-
sponded with during the war years, I asked about her 
letter writing. 

"First, I have my own technique in writing letters. 
Not that they would be fit for any journalism class! 
However, I like to use the contents of a letter as the 
source for comment and expand on it, or if there are 
specific problems to refer directly to them. Just writ-
ing about myself and what I am doing does not ap-
peal to me, unless something really funny has hap-
pened and they would enjoy it with me! 

"I credit Dr. Rice of Marquette University for any 
style I may possess. When he read my first paper 
before the class, he tore it to pieces, not because I had 
copied, but for being so bound to the printed mate-
rial. I hadn't incorporated it into my own thinking. 
Under four years of his demanding tutelage I com-
pleted my thesis on Woodrow Wilson's theory of 
economics. By the way, Wilson never arrived at a 
theory of his own since he borrowed ideas from 
everyone. That 'A' from Dr. Rice gave me great joy!" 

"Are you peaceful?" I asked before leaving. 
"Oh, yes. The only thing I mind is getting too tired. 

I put in a full day, working here and taking care of my 
Aunt Ovelia, who is eighty-seven years old; she has 
no one and it is just God's gift that I can do as much 
for her as I can." 

We said good-bye and I promised to come back for 
her tutelage in writing her story. She smiled and 
stood waiting to see me off in that caring way I have 
known for so many years. I thought, "It is just God's 
gift that I was chosen to be her personal friend!" al 
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REAL MUSIC 

Sister Jackie Lawson 

I HAD ALWAYS ATTRIBUTED my love for music to my 
Ukrainian heritage, since my Baba had long ago im-
pressed upon me the fact that God had especially en-
dowed the people of the Ukraine with his greatest 
musical gifts. My mother's pleasing singing voice and 
my aunt's position as alto soloist in the choir rein-
forced Baba's definitive statement. 

However, in recent years my memory flashbacks 
reveal the active part my father played in my learning 
to love music, one I'm beginning to cherish more as I 
recall it. 

I remember the first time we went to Northrup with 
Dad, mostly because of the great distance and the 
long strides that characterized Dad's walk. Billy and 
Tommy seemed to have little difficulty keeping pace 
but I think the only reason I lived through the journey 
was my determination to know what it meant when 
Dad said, "I'll show you some real music!" 

It was to be one of the greatest discoveries of my 
life, well worth the aching muscles of my thin, not-
quite-eight-year old body. It was the first of many 
"dress rehearsals" I attended of what was then 
known as the Minneapolis Symphony Orchestra. 

I recall being absolutely fascinated by the conduc-
tor, Dimitri Mitropoulos. He was tall and thin and 
sported the shiniest bald head I'd ever seen and he 
was double-jointed. I remember little else of that first 
visit save the beauty of the music and how the "magi-
cian" on the podium simultaneously drew it forth 
and responded in physical gestures to its captivating 
strains. 

That was actually the only time my father accom-
panied us, but he had shown us where to go and how 
to find out when the rehearsals were scheduled. He 
no doubt knew that would be sufficient motivation 
for us. 

It was indeed a motley-looking crew that stumbled 
into Northrup, literally on the heels of a couple of late 
musicians, our next trip. The five of us stood there a 
minute adjusting from a wildly brilliant June aft-
ernoon to the quiet darkness. The three eldest as-
sured the two youngest that all was well. As soon as 
we had our "night eyes" we picked up the two 
youngest, parked the "Taylor-Tot" (stroller) near the  

wall and unceremoniously plunked ourselves in the 
closest seats that afforded a satisfactory view of 
everyone and everything. Our entrance was more 
audible than we realized or planned and Mr. Mi-
tropoulos had turned around and in a very stern voice 
was demanding, "What are you cheeldren doing 
here?" 

For the first time in my life I heard my brother Billy 
address someone as "Sir" as he respectfully ex-
plained, "Sir, we just came to hear your music. My 
dad said we could." 

I can still feel the silent eternity that passed as the 
conductor looked the ragged bunch over and focused 
in on Todd's square little frame lost in the cushioned 
chair with his stocking-doll, Elmer, and Twerp's even 
smaller body in the next chair. "What about the leetle 
ones? They make noises. They cry? There can be no 
noises!!" Despite his emphatic gestures, some of the 
severity had left his voice and we played upon that, 
assuring him that Todd, who was not quite three, 
would cause no problems. After all, hadn't we 
brought three extra "Zwiebacks" (hard toast) along 
for him? (Even at that early date we knew Todd could 
be pacified, consoled, tempted, cheered or re-
warded with food.) Twerp was five, though smaller 
than Todd. She instinctively loved and was mes-
merized by music and we knew she would be no 
problem. 

With our solemn promise of silence, Mr. Mi-
tropoulos' voice took on a much gentler tone and a 
very charming quality. He asked us if we knew Bee-
thoven's music. Of course our negative reply was re-
warded with our first formal lesson in music appreci-
ation. 

I don't recall exactly what work of Beethoven they 
played that day but I do know that Beethoven became 
my favorite composer that day and has remained so 
to this. I know also that to my mind, the equal of 
Dimitri Mitropoulos in the art of conducting is yet to 
be born. 

As for our conduct — we learned a few years later 
that the proper response to such music is not the 
whistling, stomping and cheering we did that day, 
but Mr. Mitropoulos didn't seem to mind it at all. In 
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fact, he told us we could come back any time we 
wished. He even bought us pop once (each our own 
bottle) when he learned we walked over two miles to 
get there. 

Two years later, at the age of ten, I saw my first 
"real" symphony, a young people's concert, to which 
our school was given free tickets. Imagine my sur-
prise when everyone came out in tuxedoes and 
gowns. Mr. Mitropoulos looked even more dignified 
than in his brown sweater. 

Once we were able to get free tickets to children's 
concerts, we didn't go as often to rehearsals. Our 
lives had become busier but we still got there when  

we could. When Antal Dorati replaced Dimitri Mi-
tropoulos, who went on to greater things in New 
York, I felt I'd lost a great friend. I again felt that loss 
in 196o when I read that he had died in Europe. 

Most of what I know of music has been learned 
through listening to it and reading about it, but I feel 
that had it not been for my first visit to Northrup, I 
would not know an English horn from a French horn, 
nor that they belong to two completely different or-
chestral sections; and perhaps brother Bill's boys 
would never have been lulled to sleep by Mozart nor 
Tom's little girls danced to Bach in their daddy's den. 

MAMA'S SUGAR COOKIES 

Sister Mary Jane Linn 

I LEARNED TO COUNT BY THREES. Long before my school days began, I counted 
three, six, nine . . . because three was the upper limit of the number of 
cookies we could have at any one time. "If you eat too many fresh cookies like 
these, you are bound to get sick," Mama would say. 

I can still smell them fresh from the oven, those sugar cookies. Vanilla, sugar, 
sweet-cream butter: "They call it shortening now-a-days, but what I use is 
sweet-cream butter," she once told me. She would stand there at that old oak 
kitchen table squeaking, as it did, under the pressure of the rolling pin. I can see 
her now, covered all the way down her front with refined white flour. "That 
refined white flour makes such nice light cookies. We're lucky to have it, aren't 
we?" and we'd agree, although we hardly noticed the flour. And now years 
later, I find that whenever I see cookies, I begin to count three, six, 
nine . . . , grateful all over again for fresh sugar cookies and mama's deep, 
warm love: 

1 1/2 c sugar 3 or 4 tsp vanilla 
little salt 3 tsp B.P. 

1 c shortening 1/2 tsp soda 
3 eggs well beaten 3 c flour or more if needed to roll out 
1 c sweet milk (cool in refrigerator before 

rolling dough) 

Sprinkle sugar on top before baking if you like. Bake in 35o° oven about 12 min. 
Makes more than you can eat in one day. 
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ACCOLADE TO CONSTANT 

Sister Antonine O'Brien 

WORKING IN THE COMMUNITY archives is a little like 
mining — every now and then I strike gold. It tum-
bles together into my grasp from yellowed envelopes, 
musty-smelling boxes, bits of this journal and that 
album, often in such rich supply as to set me musing 
— even talking to myself. This little picture of Con-
stant Le May, for instance: Taken from a two- by 
three-inch photograph, it is mounted on heavy white 
cardboard and, with the inscription beneath it, might 
well have been his obituary card. "Constant Lemay," 
it reads; "Pionnier du Minnesota:" 

Ne le 8 decembre, 1827, a Lotbiniere, P. Q. 
Canada; ernigra aux Etats-Unis le 13 novembre, 
1848; s'etablit au Minnesota le 14 juin, 1849; 
epousa Mlle. Felicite Lambert en 1855; &cede a 
Mendota, Minnesota le 3o septembre, 1899. 

Hommage a sa memoire! 

Homage, indeed, Constant, to you and all your 
tribe! To be sure you could not have imagined when 
you came as a young man of twenty-one years to find 
your fortunes in the new and rich lands of Minnesota 
that you would be receiving an accolade from the 
Sisters of St. Joseph in this year of 1976. But as I study 
your picture here before me — that half-smiling little 
face with a white tuft over each ear and a bushy 
beard, and that thick, small hand poised at the left la-
pel — I am impelled to reflect in this bicentennial year 
on its meaning and on "what God hath wrought" 
through you and other immigrants of your day. 

You came from Lotbiniere, Province of Quebec, 
where your family, the family of Francis Xavier and 
Cecile Beaudet Le May, had established their home on 
the banks of the beautiful Saint Lawrence. We do not 
know how you travelled, but it is likely that you fol-
lowed the trail of the French voyageurs — by wa-
terways, by ox-cart, by dog-cart, or whatever the way 
the fur traders came who had a flourishing trading 
post in Mendota. 

You came when Minnesota had just been recog-
nized as a United States Territory. It was logical that 
you should have chosen to settle in Mendota, then 
called St. Peter's (St. Pierre), because of the French 
Catholic mission established there. Situated at the  

confluence of the Mississippi River and the Min-
nesota (then also called St. Peter) and directly across 
the river from Fort Snelling, it had the attraction of 
easily available farm lands, the advantages of the 
trading post and the protection of the nearby fort. 
And so you and other French immigrants acquired 
beautiful, rolling farm lands and made your home 
there. 

But what was more to your purpose, Mendota had 
a mission church, St. Peter's — first a rude but which 
served the traveling missionary priest as church and 
rectory, then in 1853 the stone Church of St. Peter, 
the first in Minnesota, built on a bluff overlooking the 
Mississippi river, where it still stands as an historic 
monument to your times. 

You would have heard of Father Galtier, and you 
would have personally known Father Ravoux, and 
Father Oster, and Father Robert, and Father Genis, 
and all the pastors who served St. Peter's until your 
death in 1899. You would no doubt have had a voice 
and a share in the building of St. Peter's, and it must 
have been in this historic church that you married 
your Felicite in 1855. Here your ten children and 
many of your grandchildren were baptized, in-
structed and spiritually nourished in the faith of their 
fathers. 

And it would please you, Constant, to know that 
the old wooden altar and tabernacle from the primi-
tive church were given years later to St. Paul Semi-
nary archives by your descendants Jean Baptiste and 
Eugene Le May. 

You were there in Mendota, undoubtedly, when 
Alexander Ramsey arrived to become the first gover-
nor of Minnesota Territory and to make Mendota its 
first territorial capital by occupying part of the Sibley 
House, simply because there was yet no adequate 
housing in the city of his assignment, St. Paul. You 
were there when your parish of St. Peter's became a 
part of the new diocese of St. Paul in 1851 and of the 
great archdiocese in 1888. 

You were there, too, in 1858 when Minnesota be-
came the thirty-second state of the Union, and Henry 
Hastings Sibley, your fellow citizen of Mendota, be-
came the first governor. And within those ten years 
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of your coming, many new settlers moved and were 
still moving into Mendota to share in the toil and in 
the riches of the good soil of Minnesota. Many of 
them did not speak your language, but they shared 
the same faith and the same parish. You surely must 
have come to know the Shields, the Haggertys, the 
Eagans, all of whom gave their daughters to the 
church as Sisters of St. Joseph — the Eagans giving all 
three. 

What is important for our theme is your following 
from Lotbiniere. You must have reported well of this 
free land, its opportunities, its beauty, its needs, and 
particularly the needs of its Catholic immigrants. For 
in 1854, or perhaps before that, your two sisters, 
Louise and Dulisse, and your cousin, Julie Le May 
followed you from Lotbiniere, and became Sisters of 
St. Joseph in the nearby city of St. Paul. Louise, 
twenty-two years old, became the first applicant to 
receive the habit of our St. Paul community in May 
1854, receiving the name of Sister Mary Gregory. 
Julie, the second, in September of the same year be-
came Sister Mary Pauline. And Dulisse, who appears 
to have been a good traveller, as subsequent events 
proved, went down the river and became Sister Mary 
Justine at our motherhouse in Carondelet. 

What is significant, and as far as we know unusual, 
is that in an unbroken line from those days of 1854 
until these days of 1976 some members of your fam-
ily, descendants of Francis Xavier and Cecile Beaudet 
Le May, have been members of the Sisters of St. 
Joseph of Carondelet. 

Because the annals of the early days in this small 
three-year-old St. Paul community are brief — for 
some years even non-existent — we can know only 
that these young French-speaking sisters would have 
been a welcome addition to the all too small group of 
sisters struggling in St. Paul. An academy for girls 
was in its infancy; the beginnings of a hospital, the 
first in Minnesota, and another school for girls in the 
far distant village of St. Anthony Falls were making 
heavy demands. Of Sister Gregory we know only 
that after some years in St. Paul her health broke, and 
her later years were spent in a St. Louis hospital, 
where she died in 1894. 

During her fifty-eight years of religious life Sister 
Pauline served in many capacities, chiefly to fill the 
growing needs of St. Joseph's Academy, the Girls 
Orphanage, St. Joseph's Hospital, and as assistant 
provincial. One assignment of great interest was her 
appointment in 1869 as superior of the new convent- 

school venture in the famous Sibley House, which on 
Governor Sibley's removal to St. Paul had become 
the property of St. Peter's parish. She was accom-
panied there by Sister Columba Auge who, coming 
from Lotbiniere in 1859, may have been one of your 
kinsfolk. Sister Ignatius Loyola Cox, who was the 
third Sister to enter our St. Paul community and the 
first English-speaking sister, was probably in charge 
of this school. Its history, too, is brief, for the school 
was closed in 1869, and the Sibley House becomes 
another story. 

Except for four years in St. Paul as mistress of 
novices, Sister Justine's religious assignments took 
her south, east and west, to Indian missions of 
Baraga, Michigan, to orphan asylums in Kansas City 
and St. Louis, to hospitals in Colorado, Oklahoma 
and Arizona. She served frequently as superior or 
administrator during the more than fifty years of her 
active life. 

Then there was your own daughter Josephine, who 
entered our community in St. Paul in 1878 and was 
received as a novice at our motherhouse in Caron-
delet. She became Sister Marie Louise. She had gone 
farther south probably to escape the rigors of the 
Minnesota winters. But before her novitiate was 
completed, she died of tuberculosis, having been 
privileged, however, to offer her vows on her 
deathbed. There is a tradition in religious com-
munities that the death of a young religious brings a 
blessing on a community. Perhaps, Constant, that 
was it; but perhaps it is a way that God has of telling 
us that it is not the work, but the total giving that 
counts. She was a chosen soul, you can be sure. 

Space does not permit here the chronicle of the Le 
May sisters in our congregation and their movements 
from 1854 to 1976 throughout the heartland of the 
Mississippi valley and even westward to California —
seventeen of those sisters bearing the Le May name. 
This number would not, of course, include the 
Beaudets, the Auges, and the probable Fourniers, 
Leclairs, Du Charmes, Letourneaus, Gosselins, Ber-
niers — sisters whose families linked somehow with 
the Le May family either by their origins in Lot-
biniere, or in later years by their birthplace and 
intermarriage in Mendota or in nearby French settle-
ments in Minnesota. 

Someday, Constant, someone may do a family his-
tory of your kin — someone who might like to travel 
back to Lotbiniere and research the story of Francis 
Xavier Le May and Cecile Beaudet Le May. It would 
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be a challenging and time-consuming task, but a re-
warding one. For that lucky person, I can only say, 
"Here is God's plenty." 

I have pointed out that between 1854 and 1976 
there has been no break at any time in the Le May 
name on the roster of our congregation. And as I 
began by recounting the coming of the first three Le 
May sisters to our congregation I would like to end 
by reflecting, Constant, on your three grand-
daughters who have been and still are carrying on 
that glorious commitment. 

They are the Vidal sisters, daughters of Dulisse Le 
May and Ulric Vidal, who came from Mendota, hav-
ing lived on a section of the Le May farmland which 
you had in time divided among your children. They 
are Sister Raymonda, Sister Avita, and Sister An-
toinette. 

They have shared with us loving memories of their 
early life in Mendota, the bad seasons and the good 
seasons on the farm with Bessie, the cow, and Dolly, 
the mule; the trips across the river in a ferry to reach 
Fort Snelling; attendance at the district school until 
their removal to Minneapolis where the children —
all nine of them — could attend a Catholic school and 
a French-speaking one at that. 

As things are reckoned now, these sisters have 
given to the Lord a total of more than 161 years of 
religious life, and i4o of them in teaching in our paro-
chial schools. 

Sister Raymonda belonged to that famous recep-
tion of December 27, 1915, the only one on record that 
extended a formal invitation to the clergy to attend 
their ceremonies. The reception was held on the feast 
of St. John to honor the patronal feast day of Arch-
bishop John Ireland, but since that date is unique in 
our history for reception ceremonies, I suspect that 
the group of novices (an outstanding group, as sub-
sequent events proved) was badly needed to staff the 
schools. And it was not very long before that's where 
they found themselves. 

Sister Raymonda taught forty-six years in primary 
grades, that most difficult and rewarding of teaching 
assignments. Besides, she was known as one of those 
sisters whom everyone loves — who can and will do 
the many things needed around the convent in the 
quiet way that has marked her years. Having cele-
brated her sixtieth anniversary as a sister, she is now 
retired at Bethany. 

Sister Avita taught forty-nine years in our parochial 
schools, also in primary grades. Having done that,  

she retired by teaching for two more years at the 
Christ Child School for Exceptional Children. Now 
she is again retired, living at Bethany for reason of her 
health needs, but carrying on a full program of 
specialties — cultivating plants and making pillows 
and dozens of surprising articles to be sold at 
Bethany's fall and spring sales. 

Sister Antoinette also taught primary grades for 
forty-five years, then retired into a two-year program 
of visiting and comforting patients at St. Joseph's 
Hospital. How many did she see each day? About 
twenty-five or thirty, she thought, which in two years 
could mean some ii,000 visits, couldn't it? She is 
now at St. Joseph's Provincial House, busy about 
many things — among them serving as receptionist, 
and visiting our sister patients at Bethany. 

It is not too difficult to calculate in terms of years 
the number of Catholic children reached in 140 years 
of teaching. Given the experience our sisters have 
had, our records and our pictures of crowded 
classrooms, we could say some 6,5oo Catholic chil-
dren enjoyed the fruit of these years. But that is by no 
means the whole story. Add to it the information we 
have about Saturday and sometimes Sunday classes 
for public school children, summer school teaching 
assignments (popularly called "vacation schools") 
throughout the rural areas of Minnesota, North 
Dakota and Montana, to prepare children for their 
first communion and confirmation, and we come to 
another 3,50o children. Ten thousand in all, then. 

You would understand, Constant, the meaning of 
all these numbers. You would understand that unless 
seed is planted, there is no harvest. You would 
understand that for the planting, workers are 
needed. You would remember the great spiritual 
needs of this frontier land a hundred years ago — and 
of the succeeding years, even as of now and forever. 
You would be happy — are happy — to know the 
part your family played in the building-up of church 
and state in this Minnesota. Children, grandchildren, 
nieces and nephews, grand-nieces and grand-
nephews, cousins — all of them, bound together by 
tales they have heard of their common ancestry in 
Lotbiniere, have embraced this new land and made it 
theirs. 

You and Felicite are lying now in a revered plot 
back of St. Peter's Church in the tiny Mendota ceme-
tery. It must be a joy to you, where your spirit cele-
brates its memories now, to know that part of your 
beautiful farmland has become part of Resurrection 
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Cemetery, so close as to be just across the highway. 
There are Le Mays there, too. And there will be Le 
Mays. What a grand family gathering there will be on 
those Mendota hills when the last trumpet calls! 

As I look at your picture again, Constant, I join in 
the homage accorded to you on its inscription, and I 
would add from Scripture: 

Let us now praise men of renown, 
and our fathers in their generation. . 

Rich men in virtue, studying beautifulness, 
living at peace in their houses. . . . 

Their bodies are buried in peace, 
and their name lives unto generation 
and generation. . . . 

Genesis of The Ark 

When the Voice says, "Build!" you get out your hammer and nails. When it 
tells you to gather them in, well, you get on the phone and start dialing. Then, 
"Listen!" To what? To the verba of all the survivors riding the flood under this 
one roof for lo! these many years: to the twitters and whistles, the purr and the 
whine and the whimper, the growl and the roar, the ruminant munch and the 
crunch as we roll, flip and float, stalk, crouch and spring, and generally bob 
in the dark on the tides. Called by that Voice, we answer, all right. Herein's 
testimony to what we affirm: tradition and process; pilgrimage, sea-legs, sur-
vival; and most of all, covenant — promises given — and rainbow — prom-
ises kept. 
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WE DEDICATE THE FLOOD to the memory of Sister 
Annette Walters, who, though she died on the high 
seas, understood enough about her voyage to be 
able to say, "My work is finished." Alleluia! 



VALENTINES 

Sister Marie Philip Haley and Johnny M. Ross 

IN FEBRUARY, 1976, I received a circular from Julian 
Bond under the Southern Poverty Law Center let-
terhead, telling of a young black — fifteen at the time 
of the alleged crime — who had been tried as an adult 
and sentenced to die in the electric chair. Enclosed 
was the facsimile of a very personal letter on yellow 
ruled tablet paper. It read: 

September 28 1975 
Dear Poverty Law Center, 
Please try and understand what I'm about to explain 
to you. I have know one else to help me. Please be-
lieve that I didn't do this neither did I have anything 
to do with it. Please I need your help. Only if I had 
someone to hold my hand and walk with me I know I 
will make it. Please I beg you to help me, and talk 
with me. I'm truly afraid to die, and Louisiana 
Penitentiary is a very dangerous place for a 16 year 
old to spend the rest of his life. Please help me. Sin-
cerely, Johnny M. Ross. 

February 20 1976 
Dear Sister Philip, 
I recieved your beautiful card. It was very nice of you 
to think of me for Valentines. As a matter of fact it's 
the only card I've ever recieve for Valentines. I'm 
sorry it took so long for me to answer. But they stop 
giving out paper and stamps so I had to borrow from 
some body who had some. On your envelope you 
had New Orleans. But it's 

Johnny M. Ross 
C.-io8 Death Row 
Angola, Louisiana 

P.S. I live in New Orleans. I know this isn't a very 
long letter but I'm so glad, its hard to find words to 
say what I want too. Hope to here from you soon. 
Sincerely Yours, Johnny Ross. 

March 9 1976 
Things here seem to be okay. Except for the anger 
that goes on around here. But God keep's me pro-
tected from it. I want you to know you have my 
prayers and wishes when you celebrate your golden 
jubilee as a sister. I think that very beautiful. On your 
letter you said you would like to make me some 

cookies. Well they wouldn't except it here because 
they would think something was in it. But you can 
send things like peanut, or candy in a can from the 
store. I my-self like cashewe nuts. I got the paper and 
the stamps. They came in very handy. 

March 15 1976 
Today they past out a package form on what we can 
recieve in our packages. Well what I needed was a 
pair of pants and socks. The pants will have to be blue 
denim Roebucks jeans. That's the only kind they say 
they'll allow us to have. It's a shame that they have to 
choose what a person should bye and wear. Oh but 
here is my size. . . . And they said any foodstuffs 
must be in vacuum sealed cans only. Sister Philips, I 
don't know whether you know this or not but I really 
havent any thing. A friend of minds lets me wear his 
pants and nylon undercloths. When I first came here 
somebody stole the little I had out of my cell. I don't 
mean to ask for much but it's just that I don't have 
anything. On a separate sheet I'll put what I need. 

Sister, I don't know why I'm crying. I guess it's 
because I've always been afraid to ask for something. 
I never have. Could you tell me why I feel this way? 
I'm sorry I don't mean to lay my burdens on you or 
any thing but for some reason God has given me the 
strength to ask you for something. Some thing I 
couldn't have never done on my own. I'm going to 
get on my knees and pray for you now. I really feel it 
in my heart. My love, heart and soul, is yours. 

March 3o 1976 
Please write and let me know if there's any thing 
wrong so that I won't worry so much. 

April 1 1976 
I recieved the lovely letter you wrote. And the things 
you sent also. I'd like to thank you very much, Sister 
Philips. The shirt fitted just nice. I'm also deeply 
touched by the way you so deeply expressed our 
friendship, and the way we got it through God. This 
feeling I have at this moment within my self I've 
never felt before. It's kind of hard to explain. This 
feeling has incourage me so much to make me want 
to meet you in person. 
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I don't know when it'll be before you get my letter 
after you return from France. But I hope my letter will 
add more joy to your enjoyable trip. I bet France is a 
lovely place. Maybe one day I'll visit France and some 
other states and countries. I've never left out of 
Louisiana. All of my life I've lived in New Orleans. 
But I know one day soon I'll be able to visit other 
places. But before I visit any place I want to visit you. 
I've learned one important thing in life. And that is 
you only can find true love and true friendship 
through God. Please give the other sisters my open 
heart and wishes with prayer. My love through God. 

April 26 1976 
I miss writing you. I could wait until you came home. 
Everything here is fine. Except for the hatred that 
goes on. Some of them still hasn't found God. They 
wont listen to me because they think I'm too young to 
have known what I talk about. Well, maybe when 
you write you'll tell me a little about France. You still 
have my love and prayers. You always will. 

May 6 1976 
I don't know if you know it or not but today is my 
birthday! This May 6th, the day I got your letter. Even 
though I'm in this prison, God allowed me to enjoy 
myself. I'm thankful for that, Sis Philips. I talked to 
my mother, she said she was going to try and come 
and see me. I have'nt seen her for a while. My sister 
Marion, the oldest of the family said she was coming 
with my mother to see me. Oh! the pants fitted just 
fine. The shirt was just a little too big. The package 
room surprise me too. They say things and no telling 
what they do next. They're jealous of me, Sis Philips. 
Because I have people who care about me. See, no-
body except for a few people on Death Row want to 
help them self's. The outside public don't know half 
of what be going on in these prisons today. Guards 
brutilize you half the time. So many horrible things 
happen. Every little dirt these people will do it. What 
am I talking about! You just come home and I'm tell-
ing you all this horrible thing's. I want you to remain 
happy. 

Well, to tell you a little about my mother. She was 
born in Louisiana. Her father was a preacher, he died 
before I was born. My mother was practically born in 
a church house. She the youngest of the girl's. One of 
my uncles died after being shot in the leg before I was 
born too. My grandmother was killed by a truck 
March loth 1975 last year. She was a good woman. 
She taught all of us to pray. She prayed every second  

of the day and her faith in God is really stronge. I 
didn't get a chance to go to her funeral because I had 
the death penalty. My family didn't want to tell me 
when it happened because they thought I would run 
away to go to the funeral or try to harm myself. I 
tryed to hurt myself but God gave me guidence and I 
was able to bear what had happend. But my family is 
very religious, Sis Philips. And my mother is a won-
derful person. My father neglected me so there isent 
much I could say about him. My mother had a hard 
time raising 8 children, but she's proud of me. She 
said I use to put life down. But I've learned a lot sense 
I've been in prison, and I believe it is God's will. I 
have to go right now. God bless 

May 23 1976 
Today I went on the yard to catch some fresh air. And 
I played a little basketball to. It's been a long time 
sense I've caught a little sun-shine. Now I'm lying 
down on this hard bunk. I'll be glad when I ever get 
out of this place. 

June 18 1976 
I was so happy to recieve your letter. Thank you for 
the batteries and the brown T-shirt. When I write my 
sister in Denver I'll tell her exactly what you said. My 
lawyers mentioned some thing about a new trial but 
that is suspected later this year. But if anything new 
happens I'll keep you posted. 

You know I haven't seen a pretty flowere in almost 
a year. Maybe when you get a chance you could send 
me a few pictures of your garden. I'd sure like to see 
some pretty flowers. 

August 22 1976 
I'm quite alright. Things are just a little pushy, but 
that's an every day thing. I did recieve the flower 
booklet you sent. There are so many beautiful ones. I 
tryed to pick out a special one, never made any deci-
sion. 

Well, my case is now in process with the U.S. Su-
preme Court. They are ruling on my case whether I 
should be given my freedom or not. I'm sure pretty 
soon they'll hand down there decision on not just my 
case, but everyone on death row that was convicted 
under the law that I were. Please continue praying. 

February 17 1977 
Please don't ever feel when I don't write I have for- 
gotten you. Things seems to always be at a rush. Any 
way, do remember that God has put you in a place 
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within my heart. Therefore you shall never be forgot-
ten. Have you been well? I pray every night for you 
that God watch over you and protect you. 

I haven't heard anything from the Courts yet. My 
attorney informed me that it might be a little later. But 
I wont let any such put me into despair. My trust of 
guarantee freedom from God, and not man himself. 

The poem of "persons are Gifts" was so well writ-
ten. With very special meanings I think that everyone 
should hold to. Here's one I had written a while back. 

OPEN MY EYES 
Open my eyes to the pureness of love 
To censor a loving heart 
To feel your affectionate hug. 
Open my eyes to know that caring exist 
And you love me so, hatred will no longer persist. 
Open my eyes to the sun when it shines, when the 

beautiful sun 
go's down in the midst of our lives. 

By Johnny Ross 

March 15 1977 
I was denyed an new trial. But it doesn't discourage 
me. Neither should it you. The Supreme Court Jus-
tices was on my side — as was indicated in the brief of 
their decision. Anyway, law is much too complicated 
for me to explain myself. From what has been un-
derstood, the process of me recieving a new trial is 
still very possible. Soon I will be called back for resen-
tencing sense the death penalty was knocked down 
by the U.S. Supreme Court and again there my attor-
neys will begin the plight toward a new trial. Oh well, 
we mustn't forget God's on our side loo per cent. 

As for "Open my Eyes," thank you again!!! I guess 
it is a very lovely poem if I must say so myself. 

As I mentioned earlier about the re-sentencing, it 
will be soon. Perhaps in the next 3 weeks I will go to a 
new vicinity of the prison. And I will recieve a new 
number, etc. I figured when you mentioned about the 
jeans I would ask for a Roebuck Jacket to go along 
with it. The jacket matches the Roebuck jeans. If you 
cant get the jacket and just the jeans it's just as ap-
preciatable. I'll put the sizes on a separate sheet, and 
hoping that you can send it before the next 3 weeks is 
up. If anything else comes until then, I'll let you 
know what's up. Promise! I'll close now but never my 
love. P.S. Don't forget it has to be mail from store. 

April 4 1977 
I had recieved the jeans today and I want to thank 
you. Did you send the jacket too? Because I didn't get 
it. Let me know soon as you can. The jeans fit nicely 

just as the others had. I cant tell you how much I 
appreciate it. Thank you again. I was just looking at 
the picture you had sent me showing me a view of the 
road and the streets. I really enjoy the view. All I get 
to see around here is green grass, lights and the same 
faces. The same sights day after day. When I go back 
on my Court Order, I'll be able to see or at least rec-
ognize what improvements has tooken place in the 
last 3 years in New Orleans. 

I just know things are going to work out for me. 
God has a purpose for me, and my only hope is him. 
He try to make my burdens easy as possible for me. I 
don't know what I'd do without you or any body for 
that much. When there's something I need I cant ask 
my mother for it because she can't hardly pay $10.00 
to come up to see me. I understand because she can't 
work. She's on welfare and I have 4 sisters and a 
brother who needs all they can get. So, I can't deny 
saying how much I need you. Any way I hope that I 
can make enough improvements to make you proud 
of me. I will some day. I hope soon. Excuse me for not 
asking sooner, but how's your sister? Please give her 
my prayers and regards. 

Well, its time for more studying. I have a big inter-
national encyclopedia and dictionary where I study 
about different people and different parts of the 
world. Its interesting enough to keep me occipied. 
God Loves ya. So do I. 

April 14 1977 
Your Easter card was very lovely. Never seen any-
thing like it. I regret not being able to send you one, 
though I'm sure you know that you were on my mind 
and in my prayers. I had recieved a letter from my 
lawyer. He said that there should be some news 
soon. I'm such in a hurry to get re-sentenced. I was 
due to go April 7th. Sense March 7th my case went to 
the Supreme Court. It takes 3o days, now it's 37 days. 
There must be a good reason for the delay. 

I have an idea, why dont you send me some more 
pictures of your beautiful Flowers??? That's if you've 
tooken any recently. I still have the others of you you 
had sent me earlier. And the picture you sent that 
was tooken near Itasca Park. That one along with 
other have given me such a beautiful idea of what the 
outside is still like. 

May 5 1977 
I know that you enjoy the work you are doing, espe- 
cially being around those lovely children. I suppose 
beautiful children always brings out the beauty in 
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one's soul. A lot of people fail to recognize beauty, 
perhaps it's something there soul fails to recognize or 
their minds deprives them of. How sad a thing to 
happen to someone. It's like not seeing at all in every 
sense of the word. 

I'd love to have the white tulip you spoke of. I am 
not sure if I get it, but please do send it. Tomorrow is 
my birthday (May 6). I shall be doing some long 
thinking. Do, or change to something new that would 
help me for the better. A birthday is something very 
special to the one whom celebrate it, and very special 
for me. 

No, I did not get the jacket yet, I went to Court on 
the 26th of April. I am schedule to go back on the i8th 
of May. They are suppose to file new briefs for my 
case, and I'll also be processed. I'll have a new 
number and location. Seems things will be better 
after all, doesn't it. 

My mother had come to see me on the 21st of April, 
her and my brother Gary. We had a very nice visit as 
always whenever she's able to come. I love her 
deeply, and I know she's going thru an awful lot 
because of me. I'm going to try and make all of it 
worth more than it is. Well, I'll close now. Say that 
you are in my prayers always. And I mean Always. 

May 19 1977 
(Envelope bears the stamp "NOT CENSORED Not 
responsible for Contents La. State Penitentiary") 
Well, I hope your well. I just arrive back from Court 
today. The judge resentence me from under the.  death 
penalty. Now I can go into another Court (Federal) 
concerning other errors of my case. Probably by next 
Weds 25th I'll be processed and put in another part of 
Angola. My number will be changed. I'll probably 
have five numbers instead of 3, io8. Oh, I recieved 
the jacket too. It was here when I got back from 
Court. Thanks for everything. You don't know how 
much I appreciate all you've done for me, and how 
much you managed to understand about what I go 
thru in this prison system. But you know what, the 
only way such a life last long this way is if it have a 
special reason or connected with the purpose you 
have to serve. I have to go now and take care of some 
business. 

June 28 1977 
Johnny M. Ross 84504 is my new number Camp H 
LID 
As for myself, what more could I ask for under these 
circumstances. I am off death row!!! I know you are as 

happy as I am. I am at a new outer camp called 
"Camp H." It's a very remarkable programm going 
on here. I can go to school, church, even play games 
if you wish. This is the only camp of this type in the 
whole penitentiary. And how very blessed I am! 
Thank God, and thank you for all your prayers, sis 
Philips, so much. These people here just don't let any 
body come into camp H. It don't have violence too 
much here. Every one is mostly trying to help every 
body else. That's what I love the most about it. 

Any way about the only things I need now is 2 
Western Chambrey denim shirt. One short sleeve, 
and one long sleeve. I really am amazed and thankful 
for the good things that are happening so fast for me. 
I'm almost at a complete lost for words. (Smiling face 
sketched). But that's part of life isn't it? 

July 14 1977 
In your letter you said you mailed the shirts yourself, 
and you know that particularly everything has to be 
mailed from the store itself. Any way if you did mail 
them yourself you'll get them back. When you do, 
make sure you have your friend who works at Sears 
mail the shirts for you. 

It rained today outside while we were working. 
First time I've had rain fall down on me in a awful 
long time. It was beautiful though and I enjoyed it 
very much. Also I hate cold! Write soon. And I love 
you and so does God. 

October 18 1977 
I regret you not getting my two letters. On both of 
them I answered your questions concerning the 2 
shirts that you sent. It might be yur mail deliverer 
because I don't think the authorities here are that 
crazy to mess with my mail twice in a row. Good luck 
this one getting to you. I'm coming along pretty much 
the same or should I say progressing pretty much the 
same. My case is coming along well also. The way 
things are now they might make up there mind's to 
do right and stop trying to prolong your freedom so 
unnecessarily. 

I'm glad you've gotten the chance to see the Delta 
Queen. Big, isn't it? 

Very seldom we get to see snow here in Louisiana. 
And can count on 2 hands how many of times I can 
recall there was snow. I don't like it when it gets too 
cold anyway! I'm not all that use to it. 

Any way, about what I'm into. Well, a little bit of 
everything now. Very seldom I get a chance to study 
like I really want to and really I hate to be interrupted. 
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So I study or concentrate on the good things. I try to 
understand about life. I read the Bible and learn the 
meaning of puzzled expressions that people can eas-
ily obtain the wrong concept from. It helps me to 
understand the Bible in its entirety. That way there 
would never be a pause of questioning nor doubt. 
Other things I'll have to wait until time permits me to. 
Please write soon as you get this letter. Otherwise I'll 
think the authorities here are tampering with my 
mail. With love and prayers, God bless. 

November 6 1977 
Dear Johnny, 

I am coming to you with a strange request and I 
want you to say "no" if that is the way you feel. Your 
friendship has been a great gift to me these past two 
years. I would like to share this gift with my sisters —
some goo of them! I have kept your letters and am 
very proud to be the recipient of them. Last week I 
typed out excerpts which I thought told your story in 
a very touching and authentic way. I sent a copy to 
Sister Mary Virginia who is compiling a little book 
like a magazine in form. This is the second year she 
has gathered contributions from sisters who wish to 
write something about themselves. 

Sister thought these letters were beautiful and 

would like to include the excerpts in her next volume 
which will be printed privately in the spring. Of 
course she will not do it if you object to your letters or 
any part of them being published. I would also want 
Mr. Carroll to assure us that publication would not in 
any way harm your case. I hope to hear your reaction 
to this soon though if you need time for a more pon-
dered decision, just tell me that. If you would like to 
talk to me about it, please telephone me collect. 

Sister Marie Philip. 

November 15 1977 
I recieved your letter today which indeed I feel meant 
an awful lot to me. I know you have ment me any 
other thing but well since we started our corre-
spondence. Therefore, I couldn't and would never 
object to you publishing those letters I had written to 
you. I do consider them very personal, of course, but 
these letters said things that were so meaningful that 
it encouraged and inspired me evermoreso. 

Any way, you have my approval or permission. I 
will try to call you probably before you get this letter. 
I know this is short, but I expect to call you. So til 
then thanks for asking and God bless you. 

JOHNNY M. ROSS. 
Ln 
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ONE CURRENT IN THE FLOOD 

Sister Eileen Gavin 

ANSWERING THE EDITOR'S request to describe the cur-
rent of my professional life has turned out to be much 
harder than writing a paper on a psychological topic. 
However, I will try my best to write as plainly as I can 
what I agreed to write. 

In one of his books, the philosopher MacMurray 
put into a nutshell an outlook that plays a major part 
in all my professional work. For him and for me, 
knowledge is best when it leads to action and ends in 
friendship. For him and for me, knowledge, action 
and friendship belong together. Together they have 
shaped the choice of activities to which I devote my 
time and energy. White professional activity is just 
one among several strong currents in my life, it can-
not be understood apart from me, as something I 
simply do to bide my time until I move on to more 
significant pursuits. The single, simple stream that 
surfaces in my psychological work belongs to me in 
my entirety, in heart and in mind. It wells up from a 
continuing sense of God with me, from a conviction 
that ". . . all manner of thing will be well." Because of 
this outlook, my most vivid memories of laughter and 
of tears, of times of lightheartedness and of broken-
ness of heart, meet in the present. Even in arid times 
they have flooded me, mysteriously, with the very 
waters of life and have seeped deep down into a fruit-
ful garden. They are with me now, as the intermin-
gling streams of my life, as I, Eileen, far more deeply 
than "sister" or "psychologist," give them human 
expression in my professional work. 

My ,desk is strewn with things in progress — and 
with work just completed. In the wake of the annual 
American Psychological Association Convention, 
held this past summer in San Francisco, I had lots of 
work to do. By now I have finished and sent off min-
utes for the Executive Committee and Business 
meetings of Division 24, the Division of Philosophical 
Psychology. Those minutes record some spirited 
events that now belong to history. Tom Cadwallader 
set into action the most exciting of these events. A 
feminist friend from Indiana State University, Tom 
moved that the Division of Philosophical Psychology 
refuse to meet in states that have not passed the ERA. 
He based his motion on his discovery that the Ameri-
can Psychological Association had arranged to meet  

two years from now in Georgia, a non-ERA state. 
Discussion of Tom's motion made quite clear the fact 
that the American Psychological Association, with its 
50,000 members, might be hard put to it to find many 
cities for its meetings if it refused to go to those lo-
cated in non-ERA states. With conviction and 
strength Tom Cadwallader insisted: "Even if no cities 
whatsoever remain for our meetings, we ought not 
compromise on provision of equal rights." His mo-
tion passed unanimously. One day later the same 
motion went to the floor of the full APA Council, 
made up of representatives from all 36 divisions. 
There it passed almost unanimously. In spite of fear 
of a possible lawsuit, since the Atlanta contract has 
already been signed, the APA voiced unwillingness 
to bring lucrative convention business to states that 
fail to pass the equal rights amendment. The associa-
tion's new president-elect, Nick Cummings, lent per-
sonal support through his announcement that he 
would resign his office if the organization were to 
meet in a state that has not passed the ERA. Thus, 
psychologists' support for equal rights has come not 
simply from the twenty-five percent women mem-
bers of the American Psychological Association but 
also (and this is most heartening) from men like Tom 
Cadwallader, Nick Cummings and our outgoing divi-
sional president, Michael Wertheimer. 

In his own way, Wertheimer has been wonderful to 
work with. In a post-convention letter, I thanked him 
for all he had done as divisional prsident to encour-
age solid, as distinct from flashy, psychological work. 
Son of one of the founders of Gestalt psychology (a 
movement that is not to be confused with the entirely 
unrelated area called Gestalt therapy!) Wertheimer, a 
specialist in perception, has been distressed by some 
of the sleazy ideas that have found their way in 
among the fringes of contemporary psychology. Slo-
gans, emotional appeals, and promises of "total 
trust" and "transcendent joy," marathons that seem 
to cast sanity and good sense to the wind, have con-
cerned him a lot, as they have troubled a great many 
other disciplined psychologists. Wertheimer, and 
others like him, have opposed these uncritical 
psychological approaches mostly by continuance of 
their own solid psychological work. Though perhaps 
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more pedestrian in appeal, the fruits of their work 
will in the long run undoubtedly serve psychology 
and the human community far better than those of 
less disciplined colleagues in the profession. 

My current professional work also involves organi-
zational duties associated with a new division of the 
American Psychological Association — Division 36, 
Psychologists Interested in Religious Issues. This di-
vision, born in 1975, has had a long and interesting 
history. Three-quarters of a century ago, William 
James, former APA president, tried unsuccessfully to 
bring psychological investigation of religious experi-
ence and behavior into a mainstream at that time hos-
tile to scientific exploration of the oldest recorded 
form of experience and behavior. The more im-
mediate roots of Division 36 lie in an organization 
started in the 1940's called the American Catholic 
Psychological Association. After Vatican II, when this 
organization changed its name to Psychologists In-
terested in Religious Issues, it began to accept mem-
bers who were not Catholic. In 1975 a proposal to 
organize a new division, which had evolved from the 
original American Catholic Psychological Associa-
tion, passed by a narrow margin through an APA 
Council vote and became Division 36. 

During its first year, I had the challenging oppor-
tunity to organize the convention program for the 
new division. Since even in 1975 segments of the 
psychological enterprise were reluctant to admit reli-
gious issues into the mainstream, the first program 
had to be set up with considerable care. This year I 
received a challenging opportunity: to run for and to 
win the office of president-elect of the new division. 
As a result of my election, knowledge, action and 
friendship have come together once more. Good 
friends like Virginia Sexton, a New York psy-
chologist who mobilized the East to vote for me, 
and Eugene Kennedy, midwestern "brother" who 
threw his support my way, made the possibility a 
reality. Working in this new division is a lot like being 
on the very nose of a rocket, soaring on to explore 
horizons not yet found. In my new position my top 
priority is to seek, find, encourage and invite the 
most competent among psychologists open to 
psychological exploration of religious behavior and 
experience. Perhaps more than any other influence 
upon psychology in our century, openness to breadth 
of psychological exploration, through inclusion of re-
ligious issues, seems likely to provide a freer and 
more fruitful context for exploration of all psychologi-
cal issues. 

Related to such exploration, I see on the table near 
my desk, in a "pending" pile, five symposium papers 
on "Women and Religion." These papers, co-spon-
sored by four APA divisions — Psychology of 
Women, Humanistic Psychology, History of Psychol-
ogy, and Psychologists Interested in Religious Issues 
— provided a lively session at the most recent Ameri-
can Psychological Association Convention held in 
San Francisco. After reading the substantive papers 
before the symposium presentation, I as discussant 
was sure of two things: that no one could possibly fall 
asleep during the symposium session and that in-
deed it might very easily erupt in an explosion unless 
some way were found to prevent it. On both counts, I 
turned out to be right. Since emotion runs high on 
"women" taken alone and on "religion" by itself, one 
can imagine what the combination would and did 
bring. Some of the symposium participants favored 
the complete overthrow of religion. Some employed 
the very political stance that now is the time for 
women to be "on top." My own discussant remarks 
developed the point that psychological exploration of 
"women and religion" has suffered from bourgeois 
political tactics, as has scientific study of the psychol-
ogy of women, and for the same reason. Since hun-
dreds of such studies in the psychology of women 
have revealed precious little about women or the 
human condition, an outlook that begins instead with 
an explicit recognition of sex differences in patterns of 
psychological characteristics, studied in their own 
right, could lead to a knowledge of women closed to a 
bourgeois inquiry. 

During the presentations an explosion almost oc-
curred when the one male member of the sym-
posium, in answering another participant's question, 
made the facetious comment, "I suppose that I might 
even be described as a male chauvinist." At that mo-
ment, a woman rose up from the audience and 
shouted, "That's not funny!" Two of the women 
speakers were also very angry. For a while I thought 
that the gingham dog might eat the calico cat, or that 
something even worse might happen. I thought back 
to the early days in the Women's Movement, when 
women entered APA sessions ready to hiss or to take 
the microphone away from a speaker if a remark 
thought to be chauvinistic occurred. Probably be-
cause the chairman of this session deftly led the dis-
cussion in a low-key, almost abstracted way, it ended 
on a quiet, yet lively tone. 

As I look to a pile dealing with the "recent past," I 
see reprints from another APA symposium, milder, 
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yet just as basic as the one on women, called "Some 
Past Approaches to Memory: Should We Remember 
Them?" Close at hand I also see copies of a group of 
articles recently published in an international en-
cyclopedia. I cannot help my delight as I think of one 
of these, an article that outlines the contributions 
of B. F. Skinner, perhaps the best-known behavior-
istically-oriented psychologist in the world to-
day. I think back to a day just before the article 
went to press when I received a copy of a letter from 
the editor-in-chief to B. F. Skinner (and to all the 
other encyclopedia editors). The editor told Skinner 
that he was enclosing an article that I had written. He 
should feel free to lengthen it, to change what he felt 
needed changing or to make any other recommenda-
tions he considered wise. Since Skinner and I have 
often clashed, I thought that he might write back and 
say simply, "With all the Skinnerian psychologists in 
existence, why on earth did you select a non-
Skinnerian to elaborate my contributions?" However, 
in just three days' time, I received another copy of a 
letter, this time from Skinner himself, sent to the en-
cyclopedia editor. His brief reply said that he was 
quite pleased with the article. Except for altering the 
last sentence somewhat and adding an additional ref- 

erence, he would make no changes. Since I had not 
known ahead of time that my article on Skinner was 
to be submitted to the man himself, the most hearten-
ing features of this episode were that it showed me 
that in spite of my own very different commitments 
and preferences, I could fairly assess the psychologi-
cal contributions of someone whose outlook is quite 
unlike my own. As a teacher, nothing could please 
me more than knowing this. Skinner's letter also 
convinced me that he, too, could be objective in con-
sidering the assessment of someone he might easily 
have construed as an opponent. 

For the immediate future, I look ahead to doing 
further translations of the work of Albert Michotte, a 
brillian Belgian psychologist little known in this 
country. Although Michotte died before I ever visited 
his university, Louvain, and his Belgian homeland 
four years ago, his presence lives in me through his 
European colleagues and through Sister Annette 
Walters and the late Sister Jeanne Marie Bonnet, who 
had told me of him and of his work. Since I typically 
have several irons in the fire at once, I continue to 
do further work on a favorite topic, "self-determi-
nation ." Other ideas and involvements form a 
backdrop as I look ahead. Ln 
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IN/ON PROGRESS 

Sister Annette Walters 

Editor's note: Sister Annette's manuscript was postmarked 
November 13, 1977. She died on February 22, 1978. 

AMONG OTHER INVOLVEMENTS, I am working On a 

book. It will be entitled Psychology and Moral Develop-
ment and will be divided into three parts: I. Defining 
Morality, II. Transmitting Moral Values, III. Applying 
Moral Values. The excerpts below are from Chapter 1, 
Part I "American Dream — American Dilemma." 
This chapter is followed by fifteen others, the last 
of which is entitled, "American Dream — the Second 
200 Years." 

Driven from every other corner of the 
earth, freedom of thought and the 
right of private judgment in matters of 
conscience direct their course to this 
happy country as their last asylum. 
(Samuel Adams, 1776) 
To be an American is of itself almost a 
moral condition, an education and a 
career. (George Santayana) 

The American bicentennial observance of 1976, with 
its many attempts to reaffirm the dream of American 
greatness, ironically stimulated critical inquiry into 
the ideals of our historic past, as well as into the 
moral condition of the present. Our hand-on-heart 
rhetoric as we honored our war-dead, for instance, 
could not disguise our awareness of the often self-
serving national ideal for which they died. Nor was it 
easy for teachers preparing their students for the 
bicentennial celebration to inspire even the youngest 
children with the lofty ideals to which America has 
supposedly dedicated itself. They could have cited as 
an instance the stirring promise of Abraham Lincoln 
in his Gettysburg Address, "that government of the 
people, by the people, and for the people shall not 
perish from the earth": historical research has 
pointed out, alas, that since women and blacks could 
not vote in 1863, what Lincoln actually meant was 
that government of the white male population "shall 
not perish from the earth." 

Indeed, if we look closely enough, we can find 
cracks in our country's moral strength all down the  

line: the subjugation of native Americans, slavery, 
racial segregation, sexism, self-serving wars, misuse 
of taxes, the Watergate scandal, a rising crime rate 
that involves millions of victims. 

Early American writers — Thoreau, Whitman, Mel-
ville, Emerson — all saw this country as the fulfill-
ment of centuries of human yearning for justice and 
freedom, assuring equality while safeguarding indi-
viduality. 

From our beginning and throughout our history 
this dream of personal freedom and justice for all was 
seen to depend on the virtuous lives of its people. 
Indeed it would seem that any human society is in-
conceivable unless a considerable proportion of the 
people adhere to a moral code. In most societies this 
code has sanctions rooted beyond contemporary 
laws, in communal belief in a transcendent reality. 
Wrote Edmund Burke: "Among a people generally 
corrupt, liberty cannot long exist." George 
Washington reaffirmed this relationship between 
morality and religion as in his Farewell Address to the 
Nation he said of the American Dream that "religion 
and morality are indispensable supports, great pillars 
of human happiness . . . firmest props of the duties of 
men and of citizens .. . And let us with caution in-
dulge the supposition that morality can be main-
tained without religion." One wonders, in the face of 
this, whether the current loss of a sense of something 
beyond ourselves is one reason for our apparent re-
jection of moral responsibility and moral commitment 
to the good of society. 

Perhaps another misconception responsible in part 
for our present personal and societal confusions is the 
supposition that the American Dream is one of 
affluence and luxury. If this be true, it was certainly 
not so in the view of many of America's greatest think-
ers. Thoreau spoke for many when he wrote in Wal-
den that "most of the luxuries, and many so-called 
comforts of life, are not only dispensable, but are 
positive hindrances to the elevation of mankind." 
With prophetic insight he cautioned that "the rich 
man is always sold to the institution which makes 
him rich." 
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Our country began as a religious nation. Since within 
it there were diverse ways of worship and different 
codes of morality, a constitutional amendment 
safeguarding these diversities and forbidding the es-
tablishment of an official religion was needed. But the 
long-term result of repeated court decisions has been 
to take religious education and religious commitment 
out of the American educational process altogether. 

Social scientists, at least since Durkheim, have in-
sisted that all culture is relative to morality. Both the 
school and the church are expected by society to teach 
children the dominant values of society, both for their 
own personal survival and for that of the society. In 
America, however, the complex problem presented 
by a society with many sub-groups, each of which 
has to some extent its own moral values, has led to 
the claim that public schools cannot reinforce or up-
hold the moral teaching of the churches and 
synagogues without risking infringement on the 
rights of minority groups or non-believers. Thus in 
place of the original dream of protecting the plurality 
of religions we have reached a point in our legal his-
tory where only one religion — civil and secular — is 
now protected by the courts. 

The breakdown in our schools, serious enough for 
some to suggest a radical "deschooling," can be at-

. tributed in part to the secularist nature of the courts' 
decisions. 

The American public school system, in the name of a 
democracy providing equal opportunity for all, has, 
by requiring twelve years of compulsory attendance 
from its students, made peers more effective than 
adults in passing on values and lifestyles. The 
elementary and high school drug culture is one 
symptom of this transfer of power. 

We are forbidden by law to teach in our public 
schools anything that savors of religious commit-
ment, without which our moral convictions lack sanc-
tions. Furthermore, we can expect only limited help 
from religious schools because since these are not 
supported by public funds, they are more and more 
becoming a luxury, available to the wealthy and often 
used by them not for religious education, but as 
status symbols or retreats from the public school sys-
tem. 

Advanced and professional education have also been 

amoral in their orientation. Many years ago, Dr. 
Robert Hutchins, who at the age of 26 was appointed 
head of Yale University's School of Law, commented 
that the one thing one heard nothing about in law 
school was justice. The study of law dealt with prece-
dent, techniques of persuasion and the like. The 
fully-prepared lawyer knew all the answers once he 
knew all the questions raised and answered before. 
The best kind of training was deemed to be by par-
ticipation (like what is pictured in "Paper Chase") in 
the great debates and decisions of the past, but it left 
many a lawyer quite unprepared to deal with the 
newly emerging problems of the '6os and '7os, espe-
cially as they related to the civil rights of minority 
races and of women. 

There are, of course, many teachers in our school and 
university systems who are morally committed and 
conscious of such "established injustices" as racism, 
sexism and exploitation of the poor. When they try to 
transmit their moral values to their students, how-
ever, they often, if not usually, run into opposition 
from parents, school boards and local business 
groups. Reasons for this are multiple and complex: 
parents sometimes feel threatened when their chil-
dren learn values that seem to jeopardize the status 
quo. As a result teachers, fearful of community dis-
pleasure, often limit their instruction to abstractions 
which offend no one or substitute the teaching of 
good manners and aesthetics for a genuine moral 
code which could provide a basis for personal and 
societal strength and cooperation. Well do they know 
that business and social institutions, establishments 
that thrive on "established injustices," are highly 
skilled in subduing rebels; economic sanctions, such 
as threats to one's job, can be mighty solvents of 
moral convictions and passionate moral involvement 
in even the strongest of teachers. 

Psychology and sociology have played their part in 
the dilemma of American society as it seeks to realize 
its dream. Clinical psychology in particular has en-
couraged us to view ourselves as helpless victims of 
external events, rather than as agents of our destiny 
and behavior. It has helped destroy our belief in 
human autonomy and in personal responsibility for 
moral decisions and actions. 

Even the churches that once spoke authoritatively on 
matters of moral principle and behavior are today re- 
treating to the sound of "uncertain trumpets." Many 
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religious teachers, including the clergy, the official 
arbiters of both religion and morality, seem unsure of 
what they believe and champion few moral absolutes. 
According to Karl Menninger, they have largely 
abandonned the notion of sin as a moral problem and 
have instead relegated it to the medical or legal pro-
fessions. In so doing, they are surely products of our 
time, sharing in the general social malaise in which 
few are sure of anything. 

This abandonment of conviction and commitment 
removes conscience and morality outside the prov-
ince of the spiritual counselor or the moral educator 
and, regardless of the warnings of our founding 
fathers, makes religion irrelevant to the discussion of 
morality. For only a person who believes in sin can 
repent, do penance and begin life anew. Those taught 
their act is the result of an uncontrollable illness feel 
no need to expiate it; as a consequence, although the 
law allows criminals to pay their "debt to society," 
the criminal thus schooled sees the payment merely 
as the punishment for being caught, not as the ex-
pression of a decision to restore justice within and 
without. 

In every period of history morally concerned persons 
have tended to view their own times as the worst of 
times. This pessimistic view of one's own society may 
lead to despondency, to discouragement and to the 
apathy that accompanies a feeling of helplessness in 
the face of evils too great to be faced, let alone con-
quered. It may also inspire people to remedy the situ-
ation. Even after 200 years, the United States is still 
young. Perhaps its moral bewilderment and flounder-
ing are those of an adolescent whose childish patterns 
of behavior and thought must distintegrate to make 
way for the stability and moral certitude of the adult. 
Confrontation with moral dilemma stimulates moral 
development in the individual; perhaps our confron-
tation with the American dilemma will have a simi-
larly salutary effect. 

Earlier in our history Ralph Waldo Emerson re-
sponded in this way to the prophets of America's 
doom: "We think our civilization near its meridian, 
but we are yet only at the cock-crowing and the morn-
ing star. In our barbarous society the influence of 
character is in its infancy." 

In American colonial times, according to Robert Coles 

in a recent (12/29/75) issue of Time, the realization of 
the American Dream presupposed an education that 
emphasized moral integrity and personal responsibil-
ity in "one nation under God. Above all, there was 
what might be called a strongly moral education. 
Such an education for the colonists was by definition 
religious — God's will made known to the child." 

Today many thinkers are asking in alarm if morality 
can be saved in time to save our civilization from 
doom; and although only a few years ago they gave 
religion short shrift, we find them in their search for 
answers re-examining the religious origins of our dis-
appearing moral ideals. Erich Fromm, for instance, in 
his best- selling The Anatomy of Human Destructiveness 
(1973), issued this passionate directive: 

There is still a moral residue in America com-
posed of our religious and humane tradition in 
which the proper goal of society is to serve its 
members. . . . What is urgent now if we are not to 
continue on the path of destructiveness and na-
tional suicide is a renewal of a sense of general 
religious values. 

Supporting the same view is Derik White, distin-
guished British editor of the Journal of Moral Education. 
In a recent (10/76) editorial, "Some Thoughts on 
Moral Education," he says, "Our religious 
philosophies are as much a part of our cognitive 
structures as are our moral philosophies. . . . I suspect 
the two are functionally interdependent, and develop 
hand in hand." He then suggests: "Having in general 
terms pushed religion and morality apart, it is in my 
view time for us seriously to explore their relatedness 
. .. not their logical relatedness but their functional 
relatedness, cognitively and emotionally within indi-
vidual people." 

The most creative suggestions in recent years for cut-
ting through the notion that all moral values are rela-
tive have come from Lawrence Kohlberg. Through 
his research in various countries he has discovered 
that there are, in fact, general and universal moral 
values which can be distinguished from arbitrary 
rules and sectarian beliefs. Although his views have 
not gone unchallenged, they are at this writing the 
major reason for the increased ability of educators to 
speak intelligently and confidently about moral edu-
cation. d) 
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Las Ninas de Avila 

Garden Enclosed 

At this hour the sun itself respects our wall. 

Above my head 
here by the wall 
I barely reach the place 
on the pine trunk where 
the sun falls red. 

Farther in, low shrub 
ignited by the sun 
becomes a burning bush 

and deeper still, 
the snow, 
a pool of blood. 

—Sister Mary L. O'Hara, OSC  

(For Sister Annette Walters) 

We washed the windows 
for the feast of la Madre. 

Vinegar in clear hot water 
brought the maple out red, the elm 
yellow, against the October sky. 

Prints of tiny hands I washed 
four times over. 

Nothing clouds 
the children's sight. Every day 
more than once in little crowds 
they come to ask, "Can we pray?" 
and snuggle in under the altar, 
dabbing holy water behind their ears 
like a woman putting on perfume. 

What I recall 
most of all 
of Avila is not the wall, 
the font, the cloisters 
brown and grey 
that cold December day—
but little girls, grave at play 
in the church after Vespers. 

Qiierida madre, 
bathe our eyes, older now, 
with waters of your wisdom. 

Doctor ecclesiae, 
.cleanse my heart 
with the bright bite of wit. 

—Sister Mary L. O'Hara, O.S.C. 
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THE GIFT OF DARKNESS 

Sister Patricia Browne 

ALL MY LIFE I HAVE known times when what I can 
describe only as a great darkness rises up within me. 
A limitless abyss opens out before me and I have 
peered in fear over the edge. And though these vi-
sions come out of suffering, even in the midst of them 
I have known that they are good, that in them I move 
infinitely beyond myself into something much greater 
than anything I had yet known. In the last month, 
reading Dante's Divine Comedy, I have come to un-
derstand this great darkness much more clearly. 

Yes, Dante's Inferno terrifies the strongest of us, 
page upon page of horrors too grizzly to tell: rivers of 
blood, cloaks of lead, howling restless wind, rain of 
burning flakes, guardian monsters, and finally the 
huge side of Satan's shaggy haunch locked forever in 
ice — death, no purifying fire. But I have learned that 
Dante's vision of hell is more than a horror story that 
turns us back from ever reaching the light of the Par-
gatorio or the glory of the Paradiso. I am convinced 
now that it is more, much more, for it is precisely the 
Inferno that has helped me to understand and even to 
treasure those experiences of profound darkness in 
my life. 

In the opening lines of the first canto I recognized 
in Dante the pilgrim someone very much like myself, 
like all of us, for he is surely everyman, or everywo-
man. One need not be middle-aged to have these 
lines strike home: 

Midway this way of life we're bound upon, 
I woke to find myself in a dark wood, 
Where the right road was wholly lost and gone. 

(Inf. I, 1-3) 1  

All of us, young and old, know well what it means to 
be lost. Nor are we lost as individuals only, but as 
countries, families, communities. I have come to see 
The Divine Comedy as an allegory or metaphor of the 
way back home, a way in which a journey through 
hell is absolutely essential, not for the sake of horror, 
but for the sake of love. 

When Dante comes to his senses, he is terrified by 
the darkness and looks immediately to the mountain 
of light; thus strengthened, he begins to climb. How-
ever, three beasts appear to block his way, a leopard, 
a lion and a wolf. 

It has been suggested that the beasts represent 
three kinds of sin or three stages of sin: the sins of the 
leopard stem from self-indulgence; the sins of the lion 
are rooted in violence and pride; and the sins of the 
wolf grow out of greed and avarice. 2  What is crucial 
here is that Dante intends these creatures to sym-
bolize the core of all evil. As I prepare for final vows, I 
also find it very revealing to understand suddenly 
that the vows of chastity, obedience, and poverty di-
rectly oppose everything the three beasts represent. 
In this light the vows become not negative denials but 
powerful affirmations of great good. All this, how-
ever, Dante the pilgrim comprehends not at all. One 
interpretation of his situation here is that "sin is pow-
erful only upon those who do not recognize its real 
nature." 3  At this point when the beasts of sin over-
whelm Dante and turn him back, he has not per-
ceived the true horror of evil. Without this perception 
be cannot yet climb the mountain of purgatory. Virgil 
— human reason, Dante's kind, wise and patient 
guide — must first come to lead him through hell; 
and although Virgil assures Dante that they will not 
remain in hell, but go on to purgatory and finally 
heaven, nevertheless, they must begin in hell, and 
Dante spends the following thirty-three cantos relat-
ing the terrible journey. 

That sin may no longer have power over him, 
Dante the pilgrim must come to know intimately and 
painfully the nature of evil. He must come to see the 
horrors of hell not as something outside of and unre-
lated to himself, but as an image of his own inner 
being, for the journey into hell is not so much a jour-
ney into a fantastic underworld as a journey into the 
human soul, "the journey to the recognition of what 
sin really is," 4  and "whether or not we know how to 
say it to ourselves, there is something in the darkness 
of our own age's mood that responds at great depth 
to the darkness of hell." Undoubtedly such a state-
ment is more appropriate to the turbulent 6o's, when 
it was written, than it is to the do's; however, I have 
been keenly aware in the last several years, particu-
larly in religious community, of an equally strong 
response in the opposite direction. We have pushed 
away from us the vision of darkness. Something in us 
rejects this contemplation of evil as a destructive guilt 
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trip, as fruitless negativism, as unproductive pes-
simism. The language we use with one another seems 
to imply that the world is getting better moment by 
moment, that everything and everyone is moving 
steadily upward, and most of all that we ourselves are 
now nearly, if not absolutely, perfect. And yet dark 
powers beyond language creep back in, and we know 
the profound pain of the distance between our words 
and the reality of our lives. This is nothing new, of 
course: from the beginning the pendulum has swung 
between our visions of man as Nothing and man as 
All; we just happen to be on the upswing at the 
moment. But to acknowledge the distance, the dis-
crepancy, seems to me to be essential to any integrity 
or progress or peace we might hope for. 

How often we turn to artists for a deeper reading of 
our condition! I am one of countless millions who 
have turned to Milton. One of the central themes in 
his Paradise Lost is the terrible cost of the Fall: we can 
no longer know good except by first knowing evil. A 
stern truth, perhaps, but one that Dante had earlier 
accepted. Nor, as we know, is such a vision of man 
foreign in our own time. Joseph Conrad's Heart of 
Darkness is built upon precisely the same theme. The 
narrator in this short novel travels into the heart of 
dark Africa to meet the profound evil he must recog-
nize in some mysterious way as part of himself. None 
of these writers — neither Dante, nor Milton, nor Con-
rad — wants us to be paralyzed by guilt, however, 
but rather to experience and accept the possibility of 
evil in all of us and to face the reality of evil in the 
world. And ironic though it may seem, it is precisely 
this acceptance that is the first step on the journey 
back, for Dante and for all of us. 

Like Dante, of course, we are tempted to turn 
from the dark wood, but unless we first search the 
darkness, all forward movement will be thwarted: 
our ignorance and our pride will keep us from know-
ing our desperate and very real need for redemption; 
our longing for Christ's coming and our celebration 
of his rising will be superficial — not truly felt, nor 
deeply known. And in refusing to face and recog-
nize the darkness in ourselves, our families, our 
communities, our Church, we will run the danger of 
measuring ourselves and one another against 
standards of perfection hopeless to us all. The end 
result of such abstract and unexamined, though 
zealous, challenges to perfection could quite con-
ceivably be more destructive to ourselves and to 
others than could a close, yet merciful, look at the 
real sinfulness, the real darkness in our own hearts. 

In my own life I have discovered, though slowly and 
painfully, that such meditation on the abyss which 
opens out before me calls not for negativism nor 
cynicism nor, certainly, despair, but for a profound 
and thoughtful Christian realism which teaches us to 
accept and love our limited being. The unlimited and 
the perfect will come, let us not be too anxious. 

Dante the pilgrim, however, does not take this in 
all in one gulp, nor can we. But we can learn much 
from watching him at two or three key points on his 
journey through hell. At the outset, it is good to re-
member that Dante's hell is not a place of external 
suffering that God has created for sinners. Like Satan 
in Paradise Lost, the souls we meet in Dante's hell 
have freely chosen to be there; and also like Milton's 
Satan, their external form and pain are images of the 
hell they themselves have created within. 

One of the most famous and most moving cantos 
of the Inferno is Canto V, in which Dante speaks to 
Francesca and Paolo, who have chosen each other 
lustfully in life and who now must be together 
forever in death. Virgil allows Dante to call the two 
lovers out of the howling, restless wind and to listen 
as Francesca tells her story, casting all good light 
upon herself while Paolo stands by and weeps. As 
we all would, Dante responds with sympathy and 
with pity to her story of young love denied, love sto-
len in secret, and finally the double deaths at the 
hand of Paolo's brother and Francesca's husband, for 
whom a yet deeper circle of hell waits. 

Although Francesca and Paolo are indeed in the 
first circle of hell (and it is very revealing for me that 
Dante judges much less harshly sins committed for 
the sake of another than sins which deny community 
in solitary greed and pride), Dante the poet does in-
deed put them in hell. Without denying the goodness 
of sympathy, he seems to suggest that Dante the pity-
ing pilgrim does not yet recognize the true nature of 
evil nor the magnitude of its effect. 

This recognition becomes much clearer as the two 
travellers come to the gate of the City of Dis, which 
separates those who sinned through self-indulgence 
from those who sinned deliberately and maliciously. 
At this point Virgil is turned back by the monstrous 
guardians of the gate and, puzzled, must wait for 
help from a messenger from heaven to open the gates 
before them into the burning city. This confusion of 
mind is not surprising in the pagan humanist, who is 
"apt to underestimate, and to be baffled by, the de-
liberate will to evil." 6  Unaided by the grace of God, 
who, indeed, can fully understand the power of evil? 
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At the very pit of hell, however, after talking with 
countless damned souls and witnessing their suffer-
ings, Dante and Virgil are able to crawl unaided —
though how laboriously! — down Satan's shaggy 
haunch and up again to the entrance to purgatory. At 
this point I myself was struck by the contradiction 
that Virgil and Dante needed heavenly aid to confront 
the lesser evil of the guardians at the entrance to Dis, 
but can face the ultimate evil of Satan himself un-
aided. But the contradiction gives way before the 
realization that Dante has learned much in the course 
of his passage through hell. Again and again he has 
spoken to those who had chosen damnation and un-
derstands now the reality of sin. He recognizes now 
as does the narrator in Heart of Darkness the possibility 
of such evil within himself and his world, a recogni-
tion that enables him now "to grapple with the devil 
himself; his soul has grown." 7  

Travelling through hell with Dante, my soul has 
grown too. I find myself not ridden with guilt, but 
rather knowing more fully than ever before in my life 
the meaning of the mercy of God, which comes as a 
free gift whereby we accept ourselves for who we are 
in His eyes — not perfect, but loved all the same. 

The vision does not end in hell, however. Free now 
from any temptation to take up the false challenge to 
self-perfectibility, recognizing his deep need for for-
giveness, Dante is able to come ". . . forth, to look 
once more upon the stars" (Inf. XXXIV, 139). Now he 
is ready for the cleansing vision of purgatory, where 
the souls, though in the fire, are happy, and all is 
order, peace, acceptance, joy, freedom, hope. The 
elemental difference between the fruitful suffering of 
purgatory and the sterile anguish of hell lies precisely 
in the fact that in purgatory the souls' acceptance of 
the pain of their sinfulness grows from the root of a 
proper self-love, rather than from self-denial and 
self-hatred. Dante travels up the mount of purgatory 
in an attitude of profound humility, not self- 

deprecation or guilt; and this active and powerful vir-
tue of Christian humility enables him, after passing 
through the last ring of purgatorial fire, to move be-
yond reason to bow before revelation and there con-
fess his sins and weep for them. Cleansed in his own 
tears he is ready now to follow Beatrice up to heaven, 
"pure and prepared to leap up to the stars" (Purg. 
XXXIII, 145). All of us have known these moments 
when a great burden has been lifted, when we know 
indeed that love is at the core of it all and that we are 
meant for God. These moments of a vision of heaven 
are fleeting, but there are times when like Dante we 
can say: "My will and my desire were turned by love, 
/ the love that moves the sun and the other stars" 
(Par. XXXIII, 144-5). 

The Divine Comedy ends with these lines, but here 
we readers are in the world. And yet I find myself 
deeply comforted by all this. Now when I experience 
my life turning in the ever-recurring cycles of death 
and resurrection, of hell, purgatory and heaven, I am 
not so afraid. When I must look into the dark abyss I 
find myself there, and I find you there and you and 
you and I find God there in His mercy. God has prom-
ised that He will not abandon us to the darkness, 
that it will not overwhelm us. Indeed, I have discov-
ered that only by looking into the abyss can I know in 
small part the magnitude of that promise and the un-
imaginable love from which it springs. d) 

1. All quotations from The Divine Comedy are taken from the 
three-volume edition translated by Dorothy L. Sayers, Penguin 
Books, 1949. 

2. Sayers, vol. 1, p. 75. 
3. John Ciardi, "The Relevance of the Inferno." Dante Alighieri: 

Three Lectures (Washington: Published for the Library of Con-
gress by the Gertrude Clarke Whittall Poetry and Literature 
Fund, 1965), p. 40. 

4. Ciardi, p. 50. 
5. Ciardi, p. 52. 
6. Sayers, vol. 1, p. 120. 

7. Ciardi, p. 40. 
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Lostlfound 

My bathrobe. My umbrella. 
Were hers. 
bathrobe's got to go 
give it up soon its time. 

Yesterday the umbrella fell away 
away secretly climbing the bus 
something at my arm missing 
where just gone soft slipping 
and no way to get it back that windbreak 
rainbreak well 
go on now its time 
without it 

Then out of dark sleep to cry: 
mother o mother see! me! 
crowds of us streaming 
deep drenched in 
not knowing 
in patience/pain 
o mother cover us 

slips all untimely no matter when/ 
where/all of us 
your shade shelter) 

under wind 
settling heart sinks) into 
mist soft 
	(still with 

sleep. 

Until wake now its time into sunbreak. 

—Sister Mary Virginia Micka 
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RIVER ROUTES 

Sister Maria Wilson 

Sir [Elbert Herring, Chief of Indian Affairs]: 
I hasten to inform you that I yesterday returned from my expedition to 

the northwest. On reaching the Mississippi I found the state of the water 
favorable for ascending. No difficulty was experienced in reaching the 
highest point, to which this stream has hitherto been explored. At this 
point, I procured canoes of the smallest class and ascended, with Indian 
guides,to its actual source in Itasca lake.' 

Schoolcraft traveled with a party of five "gentlemen," a military escort of ten 
and a boat crew of twenty, the most experienced of whom received a dollar a 
day. His reimbursement for that trip amounted to $3,166.45. 

I did it cheaper. With $250 from the Sister Marie Ursule Alumnae Grant, the 
loan of a car and a back-pack tent, a CSC gas card and some food from the 
CSC food service, I set out. Several weeks later I came home, with considerable 
money still in my pocket and about twenty-five rolls of exposed film, 
black-and-white and slides. And now I'm writing my report. 

Schoolcraft's twenty-five barrels of flour were perhaps clumsier to handle 
than my baggage, but I had excess: books I never opened, cans I never opened, 
a lantern I never lit, a radio I turned on once to check the direction and 
momentum of a brewing storm (I got Kansas City when I needed Bemidji), two 
tripods and some Polaroid equipment I never removed from the car. 

He had no major tragedies, nor did I. The car key I lost (in the river, 
probably) was the one I wore around my neck, but evidently I had a duplicate 
handy somewhere. But beyond that and the fact that we both explored during 
the month of June, we didn't have much in common. I was armed with a batch 
of twenty-cent county maps instead of ten soldiers. The maps were great 
company. Even abandoned houses are marked in the northern counties. A 
Chippewa National Forest map provided the additional security to encourage 
exploration of the smallest roads nearest the river; as a result, I could have 
spent two weeks getting from Lindberg State Park in Park Rapids to the river's 
real source in the hills and hollows around Lake Itasca and following back 
along wherever a road crossed the river until I reached Crow Wing State Park 
below Grand Rapids. 

IN JUNE OF 1832, Henry Rowe Schoolcraft, on a quick-as-a-wink extension 
of his official mission as peace maker among and vaccinator to the Chippewa 
Indians, reached the Lac la Biche source of the Mississippi River. After 
spending no more than three and a half hours looking around the site, he 
turned homeward. The following summer, he made his initial report from 
Sault Ste Marie, changing the name of the lake to Itasca: 

Sault Ste Marie, Aug. 15, 1832 
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For those who do follow: from Itasca State Park until it touches the foot of 
Paul Bunyan's ox at its entrance into Lake Bemidji, the river is not marked. 
Along the way, its character changes from rapid runlet to enormous slough. I 
photographed every crossing except one where the road made an "L" over it 
twice. At that point I was too busy waving at some youngsters to note 
immediately that this had to be the river, and too lazy to turn back once I'd 
passed it. 
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Once I met Indians, on one of two roads that seemed endless. I was glad to 
see another car and felt adventurous and authentic when they turned out to be 
Indians. Schoolcraft had them accompany him always. Once by chance I found 
an Indian cemetery and everywhere marvelled at the sites chosen by both 
Indians and pioneers for burial places — where the souls could see! Some of 
these I recorded. 

But as with fishing, the big ones got away. At Itasca I discovered one 
morning that raccoons had eaten through four or five inches of a styrofoam 
cover (a vaccine box, lo another contact with Schoolcraft!) to get at a half-inch 
supply of bacon grease I kept in a covered tin can. That same afternoon they 
spilled but did not eat a pot of beans I had soaking. But those same beans laced 
with tomato, green pepper and other oddments they dined on through most of 
that night, while I played a flashlight beam on them and watched. The heavy 
bean kettle was still hot on the low fire, under a tight-fitting lid held down by 
several big stones (I thought I'd learned!). So? One monarch growled the 
others back until even he could eat no more; then he permitted the others to 
approach and eat, which they did, using their raccoon hands as daintily as any 
banqueter. 

At Winnibigosh Dam Site I was visited by a bear and an inch and a half of 
rain the same night. No, I didn't see the bear. I heard him snuffling at the 
outside of my nylon body-fitting shelter. I wanted to look but any 
self-respecting bear scrounging for food in that downpour had to be respected 
by others, particularly me. The rangers next morning assured me I had indeed 
been visited by a bear. They were just as glad I hadn't wriggled out to say hello. 
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At Strawberry Point on Cass Lake, vaguely midway between Itasca of the 
raccoons at the river outlet at Winnibigosh Lake and the dam camp of the U.S. 
Army Engineer Corps, near the place of the bear and the coral root orchid and 
the deluging rain, I kept company in the moonlight with a delicately moving 
skunk just rustly enough to prick my listening ears. This time I did poke my 
head out to watch, but I did not flash the flashlight nor my camera flash. Here 
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it was, too, that rested and alert I became aware of the night's sounds, like a 
gentle, giant, sustained snore — the steady slap of waves on a sandy, 
stump-strewn beach, the rustle high in the tall trees and the countless 
individual rustles of countless creatures of the woods and shore, and off in - the 
dark distance the low rumble of lumber trucks and other human traffic. 
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My campsite at this national forest camp was in a pretty isolated spot and 
particularly this early in the season, few people were around, so with very little 
trouble I could pretend to be alone. The only time I really wished to break 
through my isolation was at meals. After a day of trailing by foot or by car it 
was good to come "home" at sunset, build a fire, and invent interesting dishes 
— but rather disappointing not to have someone to share them with me. 

Then to bed. And early up to greet the dawn. To hunt out eagles' nests, to 
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pick ticks, to drive one-handed, to get soaked with rain, baked with sun — one 
could go on and on, and someday I may do that, with picture and word. But a 
postscript, please. Later, in late July, my sister and I saw a family of mink 
playing in a fish pond edging the river at Winnibigosh Dam Site. Along the 
road we could hardly stir a turkey vulture and a raven performing their 
assigned functions on a giant porcupine corpse. I could show her an eagle's 
nest, this time with both young perched beside it, and one of the rangers 
showed both of us another with an eaglet still in it. 
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The upper-upper Mississippi River stream and wood is a place to return to. 
And I did. This past fall, in the first week of September, I had a week to follow 
a different mentor of the Minnesota River Road, another Henry. In the decade 
after Henry Schoolcraft, Henry Lewis tied two canoes together, built a house 
atop them, and with one other for company began to journey down the 
Mississippi from St. Anthony Falls to New Orleans, making sketch and 
watercolor records of what he saw along the way. 2  On my second trip along 
the lower stretches of Minnesota's Mississippi, I had a larger tent, a similar car, 
more county maps and much less baggage. It was a people journey rather than 
one in which animals were my company. Yet most nights resounded with the 
hoot of various owls and I could climb cliffs for astounding panoramas very 
much like those Lewis sketched. I know that though I may go many miles and 
become fascinated by peoples and places I haven't yet met, I have begun 
something I shall never wholly set aside — a friendship with Minnesota's 
Mississippi and with myself alone. 

1. Mason, Philip. P., ed. Schoolcraft's Expedition to Lake Itasca; The Discovery of the Source of the 
Mississippi. (Ann Arbor: Michigan State University Press, 1958). 

2. Lewis, Henry. The Valley of the Mississippi Illustrated, A. Hermina Poatgeiter, trans. Bertha 
Heilbrun, ed. & intro. (St. Paul: Minnesota Historical Society, 1967). 



CLIMBING CROAGH PATRICK 

Sister Elizabeth Delmore 

Croagh Patrick, an isolated conical mountain rising 2,510 feet above the shore of 
Clew Bay, is one of the most conspicuous features of the landscape of the west of 
Ireland. This is Ireland's holy mountain, hallowed by its association with Saint 
Patrick, the national apostle, who in the year 441, spent the forty days of Lent on 
its lonely summit in prayer and fasting for the people of Ireland. Each year, on the 
last Sunday of July, a great national pilgrimage to Croagh Patrick is held. 
Thousands of people of every rank, some walking barefooted, climb the mountain on 
the eve of the pilgrimage, and perform the devotional exercises. 

AFTER READING THAT PASSAGE, I put down the 
guidebook on Ireland and pondered a bit. The eleva-
tion of Croagh Patrick wasn't any higher than many 
peaks I had climbed in the Green Mountains of Ver-
mont; if thousands of people climbed it yearly the 
way would be very well marked out; there certainly 
should be no danger even were I to climb the day 
before the national pilgrimage — I had heard that 
many people started early to avoid the big crowd. 
What ultimately decided me was simply the sheer 
desire of wanting to climb a mountain in Ireland. 
Croagh Patrick seemed to be the best choice. 

My first Irish confidante was a young lady in the 
Dublin Tourist Information Center. When I men-
tioned Croagh Patrick she looked at me with interest 
and said, 

"Oh, I have always wanted to do that!" Then she 
turned to her map and hotel directory to recommend 
that I take a bus to the little town of Louisburgh. From 
there I could reach the base of the mountain easily. 

My second confidante was Sister Mary Evelyn Mo-
ran, a Sister of Mercy at a convent in which I stayed. 

"Well," she said, "I climbed Croagh Patrick once. 
At night. I did not like it. I guess I was too tired and I 
wasn't wearing the right kind of shoes," looking at 
my boots and deciding probably that they were 
sturdy enough and that anyway she wasn't about to 
discourage me. I judged that she probably was not 
the hiking type or that if she had been rested and 
properly shod she would have enjoyed it. I did, how-
ever, listen to her admonition to be sure to carry a 
staff. That I could agree to because it had long been 
my standard hiking equipment. Sister assured me I 
could buy an inexpensive one at a souvenir stand at 
the base of Croagh Patrick. 

And so it was that on Friday, July 29, 1977, I found 
myself on a bus rattling its way along the narrow road  

bordering Clew Bay to Louisburgh. Just before we 
pulled into the town, we passed a small black and 
white sign: CROAGH PATRICK. I tried to see the top 
of the mountain but it was entirely obliterated by 
mist. "Tomorrow it will be clear," I thought hope-
fully. 

Upon reaching McDermott's Hotel in Louisburgh, I 
inquired about the bus schedule to Croagh Patrick the 
next day. The red-haired, blue-eyed hotel owner 
looked at me appraisingly. "So you have come to 
climb the Reek, have you?" Then he told me that a 
bus would pick me up at 8:45 and bring me back by 
4:3o. I could get to the top and back without any 
difficulty in that time. Thus reassured I went to a 
nearby food store to buy bread and cheese for the 
next day's lunch. After a short walk around the town 
and high tea in the hotel dining-room, I went to bed 
early in order to be well rested for the morrow's as-
cent. Since the hotel was filled I assumed I would 
have lots of company on Croagh Patrick. 

I awoke early the next morning with a feeling of 
expectation. It was a grey day, but dry and clear. The 
hotel was utterly silent as I tiptoed down the stairs 
and out the door. A half block's walk brought me to 
the corner where I had been told to wait for the bus. I 
looked up and down the single main street. Even 
though it was after eight all the shops were shut. No 
one was about. Finally the bus came around the 
corner. Two people were seated in it. Joe, the driver, 
whom I had met the day before, told me it was a fine 
day for climbing the Reek. Fifteen minutes later he 
stopped in front of the CROAGH PATRICK sign. I 
bade him goodbye and encouraged him to be late in 
the afternoon just in case I didn't make it down by 
bus time. He grinned obligingly and drove off. I was 
left standing alone in front of Campbell's Store. I tried 
the door. It was locked. I peered through a window. I 
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could see nothing. How wrong I had been in assum-
ing that with so many thousands of people converg-
ing on this place tomorrow, action should begin early 
today. I had planned to have a cup of coffee and buy 
my staff. I could see three souvenir stands near the 
path. They were all canvassed down and padlocked. 
Just then I caught sight of a staff leaning against the 
side of the store as though it had been cast aside by 
some descending pilgrim. I took it up. It was crude 
but very stout. I appropriated it, rejoicing at my good 
fortune that Saint Patrick was really with me. I started 
down the grassy path towards an open meadow. In 
the center of it was a statue of Saint Patrick on a high 
pedestal. I gave him a nod and invited him to bring 
me some company because as far as I could see there 
wasn't another soul in sight. There were, though, 
quite a number of sheep lounging here and there on 
the rocks. But aside from a "baa" from one as I ap-
proached too closely, they paid not the slightest at-
tention as I began my climb. Everywhere I looked 
were bright clumps of purple heather, patches of 
small white primroses and green moss between the 
lichen-covered grey rocks. What puzzled me was that 
I had a hard time finding the path. Where were the 
trampings of many feet? 

I had been climbing steadily upward. Then I 
chanced to look back on the way I had come. Beyond 
lay the clear expanse of Clew Bay with its scattering of 
islands and sand bars. It looked exactly as the 
guidebook had described it. The morning air was in-
vigorating. The combination of the sea, the sky, the 
mountain with the sheep nestling around reminded 
me of the Good Shepherd passage in Scripture. I 
started to sing the Gelineau version of "The Lord is 
My Shepherd." What came out made me glad that 
only animals were my audience. I resumed my climb-
ing. A short time later I looked back again and was 
filled with consternation. Clew Bay had disappeared. 
The sheep had disappeared. A swiftly moving cloud 
of mist was swirling upwards towards me. How 
could it change so fast? I looked ahead and was dou-
bly alarmed to see that mist was swooping down on 
me. The way was clear for only a very short distance. 
I looked at my watch. Scarcely ten o'clock. Others 
should be coming along at any time, I thought anx-
iously. My hiker's instinct told me that it was not 
prudent to proceed into the unknown alone. But, I 
stubbornly reasoned, thousands of people climb this 
mountain every year. Thousands were expected to do 
so again tomorrow. I decided to proceed very slowly. 
I wasn't in the least bit tired and I so wanted to ac- 

complish my goal. I continued to pick my way care-
fully over the stone-filled path for about half an hour. 
Through the mist ahead I made out the outlines of a 
square stone building. "Aha!" I thought. "I have 
reached the top. There's the oratory I was told I 
would find." I made my way over to it. There was a 
sign on one corner. The top line was in Gaelic. The 
second read: LADIES. I chuckled at my error and 
went inside to investigate and use the most solidly 
built outhouse I had ever seen. There were six door-
less stalls. 

After proceeding a bit further I came upon a second 
similar structure. Not far from it sat a man and a 
young girl finishing their lunch. The man greeted me 
with, "Ah, you are indeed a brave woman!" His 
words were more alarming than flattering. 

"How far is it to the top?" I asked. He estimated it 
was only a quarter of a mile. "But mind you stay on 
the path and you will be all right." Then he and the 
girl disappeared down into the mist from which I had 
emerged. 

I felt uneasy about continuing. Yet, I argued with 
myself, if that little girl could do it, I could too. But 
fifteen minutes of climbing left me wondering what 
path the man had meant. All was loose rocks that 
seemed to be getting sharper, wetter and looser as I 
tried to climb. I found myself practically crawling on 
all fours. Only my staff was supporting me. Then, 
abruptly, I decided I had had enough. It seemed abso-
lutely foolhardy to go on. I had no assurance that 
anyone else was coming that day despite the predic-
tions. Only a stubborn Irish willfulness was urging 
me to continue and finish something I had started. 
All my climber's instincts told me to turn back. Cau-
tion won out, and I turned about and started to inch 
my way down. It clearly wasn't any easier than mov-
ing upward. Suddenly I heard someone coming. Two 
men and a boy appeared. They eyed me but said 
nothing. I was foolishly glad to see them. I shouted at 
them, "I didn't make it to the top. I was too afraid." 
One of the men stopped and turned, "Ye can't turn 
back now, miss. You are too close to the top." 

"How much farther is it?" I ventured, ready to be 
persuaded. 

"Oh, about a half mile," the man answered. 
"Will you help me?" I asked. 
"No," said he. "No one can help you. You must do 

it alone." With that he went on, leaving me indecisive 
but comforted in the knowledge that there were at 
least three persons near. Slowly I turned around 
again and started upwards. It truly baffled me how all 
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three of them had seemed to sprint up these rocks 
that had me groping. Soon I heard someone else com-
ing behind me. This time it was a thin, grey-haired 
woman in a tattered black coat. She was bare-legged. 
Her feet protruded from big holes in her shoes. 
Straggling bits of red ribbon closed the top eyelets. 
She eyes me with pity and then spoke, "Ah, luv, you 
are be having a hard time of it." She climbed a few 
yards above me and then sat down on a rock to have a 
cigarette and watch my progress. Her solicitude 
warmed me and I began climbing in earnest. I felt 
embarrassingly overdressed in my warm jacket, 
slacks and heavy boots, beside her poor attire. Soon, 
feeling she had done her duty by the foreigner, the 
woman moved on and out of sight. 

Although the way continued to be rough and path-
less, it somehow seemed less formidable as people 
began appearing to my right and left, all eyeing me a 
bit but saying nothing/intent on their own struggle. 

Suddenly I began to realize what a world of dif-
ference there is between a hike for the pure joy of 
climbing and a pilgrimage as an ascetical practice. 
Hikers share a certain camaraderie as they compare 
notes on the quality of the terrain or the weather. 
These people who were passing me were silent pil-
grims reaching out to all the difficulties of the route 
and embracing them as part of the penance. Undoub-
tedly they were all fasting and wouldn't eat until they 
reached the base again. I had been counting the time 
until I reached the top and could enjoy the snack in 
my pack. I began to feel uncomfortable in my motiva-
tion for coming. I crept into a niche in the rocks and 
ate my bread and cheese furtively before the next 
pilgrim appeared. It was nearly noon by this time. 
The food gave me new strength and almost before I 
realized it I had reached the top of Croagh Patrick. 
Stancjing there as if waiting for me was the man who 
had first encouraged me to continue the climb. He 
stepped forward. We solemnly and wordlessly shook 
hands. Then he disappeared down the mountain. 

I looked around me here on the top of Croagh Pat-
rick. Look was a poor word. I could scarcely see any-
thing that wasn't almost on top of me. I was awed to 
see people kneeling on the rocks with rosaries in 
their hands. Moisture dripped from their hair and 
noses. The lady of the black coat appeared and took 
my arm and whispered, "Don't miss Saint Patrick's 
Bed over there." She pointed to a circle of stone en-
compassing bare rock. No downy patch for Patrick. 

I was almost afraid to move. I had a sense that one 
false step and I would fall into an immense abyss. As  

an eddy of mist lifted a bit, I could make out the lines 
of a little stone oratory. As I got close to it I could see 
the Celtic cross at the apex. There was an offering box 
attached to a side wall. I left an offering. I could not 
pray. My brain felt numb. It seemed incredible to me 
that St. Patrick could have spent forty days in this 
spot. I had no desire to linger forty minutes. With a 
thank you to Ireland's saint for getting me there 
safely and a small prayer to get me home safely, I 
started down the path. A woman passing me said, 
"Mind your steps, luv. A woman was killed going 
down this mountain last year." I obeyed her injunc-
tion and proceeded like a tortoise. Inwardly, though, 
I felt wonderfully exhilarated. It was only shortly 
after one o'clock so I knew I would be able to make 
the bus in plenty of time. People by this time were 
coming up in droves. Feeling almost smug, I smiled 
encouragingly at their fiery-cheeked, panting efforts. 
One young girl asked me for a drink of water. I was 
glad that I could offer her a cup of tea from my 
thermos. 

The diversity of pilgrims on that mountain never 
ceased to amaze me. Groups of teen-aged boys, 
couples with their very young children, the middle-
aged, the very old. A few were barefoot; I was as-
tonished that one of these was a wiry, bearded old 
man. He gave me a dazzling smile, cocked his head in 
pride and announced, "This is my thirty-fifth time!" 

When I was well beyond two-thirds of the way 
down, the curtain of mist suddenly lifted. It was like 
coming out of a darkened theater matinee into the 
bright light of the afternoon. There before me was the 
breathtaking view of Clew Bay. Far below me was an 
endless stream of pilgrims wending their way care-
fully upward. It began to be too warm for my jacket. I 
stopped to rest on a rock that was hot to the touch. I 
felt warmed and content, now not really wanting it all 
to end. The morning's fears seemed foolish. I re-
sumed my descent and soon reached St. Patrick's 
statue which I saluted with thanks. A big, well-
dressed man was just starting up the path ahead of 
me, laughing and joking with his friends. He looked 
and sounded like he was from Chicago. I wondered 
how he would make it to the top in those natty 
clothes. He must have sized me up for an American, 
too, for he stopped and put out his hand. 

"What's it like at the top?" he asked. 
"Aye, it is full of mist and rocks," I solemnly re-

plied. I held out my staff. "Take it with you. You will 
need it." He accepted it gratefully. 

The souvenir stands, as I passed them, were open 
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and doing a brisk business in rosaries. Another stand 
was stacked with cartons of Coca-Cola and Seven-
Up. I walked to a low stone wall at the side of the road 
next to Campbell's Store and sat there watching the 
stream of cars coming down the road and parking 
wherever they could find a space. I idly wondered 

how different my "pilgrimage" would have been had 
I started it at this normal Irish hour. Then I caught 
sight of the bus. Joe slowed up to let me on. As I 
climbed in we smiled in mutual understanding. He 
had no need to ask if I had climbed the Reek. ts) 

JUBILEE 

SISTER HOPE WILWERDING has a collection of first-hand 
school stories told to her over half a century. Here are 
some of them: 

One Good Friday several of my second graders sat 
with me at Mass. Three priests, in three sizes and in 
three voices — tenor, baritone and bass — chanted 
Bach's Passion According to St. John. During the sing-
ing, one tot turned to me and asked in a stage 
whisper, "Oh, Sister, is them the Three Bears?" 

Once during Bible class I told my first graders the 
story of the Wedding Feast at Cana. Then I asked 
what Jesus said when Mary told him they had no 
more wine. Alice raised her hand and said, "WE 
should worry, Mother; this ain't our party." 

In November I gave instructions on the pains and 
fire of purgatory. Then I taught the prayer for the 
Holy Souls. I must have driven home the lesson with 
vim; for the following morning in one voice the whole 
class prayed, "May the souls of the fire department 
rest in peace. Amen." 

I taught my pupils a prayer to the Holy Spirit that 
ended thus: 

All glory as is ever meet 
to God the Holy Paraclete. 

One child interjected this interpretation: 

All glory as is ever meet 
to God the holy parakeet. 

The pastor had given an excellent instruction on the 
Our Father to my eighth grade. He explained in detail 
every petition. After the lesson he asked why we say 
"daily" bread and not "weekly" bread . A sharpee in the 
rear seat waved his hand and eagerly responded, 
"Because we want it fresh, Father." 

Once a missionary of towering stature and equally 
towering voice delivered a sermon on the malice of 
mortal sin. He gesticulated in broad sweeps. After 
some minutes a toddler near me tugged her mother's 
skirt and coaxed, 'Mommy, come home. I'm tired of 
hearing God scold." 

The pastor of our school made an eloquent attempt 
to revive the custom of reciting the Angelus when the 
bell sounded the Angelus greeting. After the instruc-
tion, he asked, "Now, suppose you were downtown 
at noon and you heard the Angelus bell ring, what 
would you do?" Mike blurted out, "Run home quick 
for dinner." 

A little boy delivered a speech to his mother one 
Sunday after Mass, telling her in no uncertain terms 
he'd decided to become a preacher. Asked what had 
put that idea into his head, he replied, "Then I can 
holler all I want." 

Once after my class had read about the rescue of 
Moses from the Nile, I assigned my best biblical 
scholar to retell the incident. In her version, Miriam 
approached the princess and said, "If you want a 
baby sitter, I'll get you one." 

During a class discussion on the fall of Adam and 
Eve, one practical minded sage solved Adam's prob-
lem in one terse sentence: "If I'd been Adam, I'd have 
chopped down the tree and buried it." 

Once my kindergartners chose a three year old 
child to represent the Infant in their Christmas play. 
As Joseph and Mary were readying the stable for the 
great moment, the baby crawled onto the stage and 
announced his debut with a loud gurgle. When the 
audience began to titter, Joseph quietly said to the 
child, "Go back behind the curtain, Baby Jesus, 
you're not even borned yet." v_n 
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Family Life 

Don't kid yourself 

no one's single 

all these feelings 

olive sprouts around the table 

push & pinch live like mad 

not well behaved always 

always a ? what they'll do when you're out 

days you'd like to get away 

to other people's 

and give you enough grief 

betrayal mostly lie and sneak 

or crowd you right out to the edge 

and then split 

quiet ones you want to watch close 

sweet/neat not out for blood 

but so sad wistful yr heart aches 

how you know they're even there 

and at night dead tired 

pile in each one's got to be first 

me cry me laugh me me 

grab in lightning & thunder 

how each one's going to make it 

you wonder ask other mothers 

do what you can to watch over. 

O. • • 

•■■■■• 	••■ 	 ammo,' 

so 
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Ziff-m.er 

—Sister Mary Virginia Micka 
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rollin' along 

with clogs 

you roll on 

firm arch spacey toes 

where they goes nobody nos 

semi-centennial stepper 

over yr acre 

way to go 

high (there 

dry 

and mighty 

shakey 

why not 

when you could easy 

get shocked to death 

safe one night 

under yr steady electric blanket 

—Sister Mary Virginia Micka 
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INTO THE DUST 

Sister Mary Kraft 

WRITER'S NOTE: "An archivist? That's an awfully sedate 
profession, isn't it?" My father's response upon hear-
ing of my career change. Sedate or not the archive 
field seemed a haven I was in search of, after coming 
through ten years of junior high wilds, though with 
most of my faculties intact. But of course, I needed 
something more than the temporary relief a haven 
might offer: I needed to break into this new field and 
kick the dust around a bit. And this I've done in three 
places: The Catholic Historical Society housed at the 
St. Paul Seminary, the Administration Center and St. 
Joseph's Hospital. The account of my break follows: 

JULY, 1976: I've been saddled into the community's ar-
chives now for about five or six weeks and seem to be 
developing a near romantic attraction to the field. I 
love going to work each morning knowing that my 
junior high all-stars will not be there to divert my 
attention from what otherwise would have been an 
enjoyable task. 

I have just met the Irelands: Archbishop John, Sis-
ter Seraphine and Sister St. John. Oh, I knew their 
names before and had heard of their many accom-
plishments, but to me they were people of the past, 
and in my ignorance I let them rest there. Now their 
elusive charm fascinates me and I can't think of Arch-
bishop John without wondering what my Grandpa 
Koessler thought of him. My grandfather was a 
scholar as well as a professional educator, and al-
though half a century younger than the bishop, it's 
my hunch that the latter's precise verbal and political 
skills were a source of admiration for my grandfather. 

Sister Seraphine and her brother seem to have 
thrived on the developing internationalism of the turn 
of the century — John making the political circles 
while his sister absorbed European culture and en-
couraged others in the community to do the same. 
But Sister St. John remains an enigma to me, and I 
wish someone yet lived who could tell me about her. 
True, she was superior at the old Holy Angels for 
some twenty years, but instinctively I feel she was of 
a different mold from her older brother and sister. 
Did she shy away from the public eye because of 
temperament? or poor health, that brought her to 
an early death? 

Another person fast becoming a favorite of mine is 
Sister Elizabeth Marie Martens. I don't recall ever 
meeting her but her poetry provides an eloquent in-
troduction. 

SEPTEMBER, 1976: My brief tenure with the communi-
ty's archives has ended; however, imbued with the 
spirit of '76 I am looking further to test my attraction 
to the field. A telephone call to Fr. Eddy, librarian at 
the St. Paul Seminary, has introduced me to literally 
hundreds of pictures of Minnesota pioneers housed 
in the archives of the Catholic Historical Society in a 
basement room of the Ireland Library at the semi-
nary. It is a decent sized room about three fourths of 
the size of the CSC library reference room.The hazy 
glass door did little to prepare me for the chaos hid-
den within: chairs strewn about in no order, beautiful 
but neglected antique desks, large portraits of Min-
nesota clergy (Galtier to Brady) peering at me from the 
tops of shelves lining three sides of the room and row 
after row of unidentified green boxes. Smack in the 
center of the room stood a large work table piled with 
church memorabilia, pictures and papers. An awk-
ward, heavy walnut cabinet bulged with the pictorial 
survey of churches, convents, schools, priests, etc. 
commissioned by Archbishop Ireland for the golden 
jubilee of the St. Paul diocese in 1901. And more: the 
room is saturated with the smell of an emerging ar-
chives: moldy, dusty and perhaps a bit cranky. I pine 
for the whiff of a good mothball. 

OCTOBER, 1976: Time passes. Any hope of a mothball 
has faded. Fragments of a good story or two occa-
sionally emerge from the picture plethora. Last week 
I followed the colorful and suspenseful career of 
Canon Francis de Vivaldi as researched by Sister 
Helen Angela Hurley. How all this material came to 
rest in the Catholic Historical Society I don't know, 
but here is Vivaldi's story: During the 1848 European 
revolutions, Vivaldi, embroiled in Italian political af-
fairs, was expelled from his native country and found 
refuge in France. Then in 1851, at the age of twenty-
seven, he responded to Bishop Cretin's plea for help 
in the new St. Paul diocese. When Cretin assigned 
him the Winnebago Indian Mission, he came to Long 
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Prairie, Minnesota. After two years of toil, he secured 
Cretin's approval for the help of three Sisters of St. 
Joseph. But something interfered with the friendship 
that had developed between Cretin and Vivaldi. 
Leaving Long Prairie behind him, Vivaldi wrote Cre-
tin from Milwaukee: 

There are humbugs all over the world, even in 
St. Paul of Minnesota. I have all the reasons to 
believe that you have opposed me for no other 
motive, but on account that I would not think, 
feel and act as a Frenchman. . . . I am an Italian. 
. . . It seems that you thought that it had not been 
a proof of anything for me to have been able to 
stay in Minnesota for the long trials of five years! 
Is there any other clergyman who could resist as 
long as I did? . . . I have braved dangers and 
great dangers for five years and you say to me, 
"Tout en riant de votre pusalinimite (on mieux pusil-
lanimite) dans les moindres perils!" 

To make a long story short, Vivaldi continued in his 
priestly ministry for about two years, during that time 
founding the Sisters of the Love of God which 
claimed Sister Cesarine Mulvy of our community. 
1858 saw his marriage to Mary Lawe Meade; the years 
following saw the birth of his daughter, Corina; his 
editorship of a Kansas newspaper; and his appoint-
ment as United States consul to Brazil. Following the 
1882 marriage of his daughter and with the consent of 
his wife, Vivaldi went to Rome asking to be reinstated 
as a priest. The permission granted him, he was as-
signed a mission in Argentina. How and where he 
died I don't know. 

And the story of Rev. Lucien Galtier: his looks at-
tract me: clean-shaven, direct. Fr. Ambrose McNulty 
(origin uncertain to me) described Galtier to the Min-
nesota Historical Society in 1902: 

He was a man of remarkable personality and un-
usual power; he had the face of a Caesar and the 
heart of a Madonna; in him strength and tender-
ness, culture and simplicity met. . . . If he had 
remained in France, his talents and his virtues 
would have marked him for high honors but he 
preferred the rugged lot and privations of 
pioneer life. . . . He served the missions of Men-
dota and St. Paul for four years. 

I like Galtier's own account of the naming of St. Paul: 

In the month of October, 1841, I had . . . logs cut 
. . . and soon a poor log church that would remind 

one of the stable of Bethlehem was built. . . . On 
November 1, I blessed the new basilica . . . 
smaller, indeed, than the basilica of St. Paul in 
Rome, but as well adapted as the latter for prayer 
and love to arise therein from pious hearts. . . . 
The church was thus dedicated to St. Paul and I 
expressed a wish that the settlement should be 
known by no other name. I succeeded in this. 

But by 1844, the thirty-three year old Galtier found it 
necessary to return to France to restore his frayed 
spirit. Before he left, he visited his successor, Fr. Au-
gustine Ravoux, and found Ravoux's housekeeping 
equipment to be very meager: one broken chair, one 
table knife, one coffee cup, two spoons and a space 
heater so defective that the wine would freeze in the 
chalice. 

Despite his rheumatism, Ravoux proved to have the 
toughness and resilence which made him the ideal 
frontier priest described once as "the noblest Roman 
of them all." From 1844 until the coming of Bishop 
Cretin in 1851, Ravoux, one of only a few priests in 
Minnesota, came to be known as "the lonely sentinel 
of Rome on the banks of the upper Mississippi." He 
was distressed that during these years his duties in 
St. Paul and Mendota greatly limited his missionary 
work among the Indians in central and western Min-
nesota where he had labored the three years previ-
ously. He was able to return to the Indians once the 
young diocese was in the hands of the capable Cretin. 

I am having fun. Before my eyes so many people 
are stepping off the pages and introducing them-
selves to me and I am pleased to make their acquaint-
ance. 

NOVEMBER, 1976: If I plan to continue in the archive 
field I need some education and this in two areas: 
history and archival techniques. I am already enjoy-
ing two history courses — one on the French Revolu-
tion and the other in Minnesota history. Dr. Moen, 
the university instructor of the latter, has twice now 
raved about "that wonderful man of St. Paul, John 
Ireland, and his sister, Sister Seraphine, of the Order 
of St. Joseph." As he pauses, I say to myself, "You 
know, you should really stand up, encourage the 
class to clap, and take a bow. After all, these people 
are part of you." But timidity conquers. 

The Historical Society has responded to my inquiry 
about archival education and has referred me to the 
university department of Social Welfare History Ar-
chives. The department's name, stunning me only 
temporarily, brought me in contact with Andrea 
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Hinding, the curator. She told me that the Society of 
American Archivists has been struggling for ten or 
fifteen years to establish a definite curriculum in ar-
chival administration. Although there is still no de-
finite program, tentative guidelines have now been es-
tablished for a basic program that could lead to a 
graduate degree in archival administration. The pro-
gram would include both theory courses and labora-
tory work. If I understand correctly the four-credit 
survey course now offered at the university could 
some day be expanded into a degree program. Dur-
ing the winter this course will be offered for only the 
second time. I'm excited. And Andrea tells me to seek 
an internship at the university archives or at the Min-
nesota Historical Society. Feeling more familiar with 
the Minnesota Historical Society's operations and 
programs, I opt for the latter. 

JANUARY, 1977: Class is well under way at the univer-
sity. There are nine of us in class: one gentleman 
surrounded by eight women. Fancy his luck. The 
gentleman, the instructor and I are about the same 
age; the others range throughout their twenties. Re-
calling my father's initial impression of the field, I am 
relieved to discover that these people are not at all 
strange. We are ordinary people: friendly, ambitious; 
not one of us lurks in a dark corner hugging only 
her/his career. Some have just completed bac-
calaureate studies; others are novices in professional 
careers; most are involved in some aspect of library 
science. George, a seasoned archivist, is hoping to 
win an appointment as full time archivist for some 
southeastern university. Instructor Andrea wants to 
develop a Women's History Sources Survey, which 
even in its embryonic stage is claiming national atten-
tion. She envisions it as eventually providing 
adequate guides for researchers into all kinds of con-
tributions made by women. Professionally active on 
the local archival scene, Andrea is also involved on 
the national scene with the Society of American Ar-
chivists. She is a good mix: warm, enthusiastic, 
knowledgeable. 

I am finding that the study of archives is based on a 
simple principle: the story of an institution/individual 
as reflected in the papers (minutes, correspondence, 
position papers, legal documents, by-laws, annals) is 
worth preserving for researchers. As soon as the ar-
chivist and administrator come to a common un-
derstanding on what materials to preserve, additional 
decisions regarding the transfer, identification and 
preservation of materials can be made. 

An understanding of historical research is probably 
the one aspect of archival administration that will 
prove to be the greatest challenge to me. In class we 
are being introduced to various research aids (inven-
tories, indexes, guides) and this is helpful; but proba-
bly the best way to understand the historical process 
is to engage in research projects of my own. Experi-
ence with a spectrum of researchers will help, too. 

Another interesting aspect of the administration of 
archives is that of insuring the proper physical envi-
ronment for the archival materials: air conditioning 
and controlled temperature (68° – 70°) and humidity 
(40% – 50%); ) steel shelves, allowing for air circula-
tion, rather than wooden shelves; incandescent light-
ing rather than florescent. The proper storage of ar-
chival papers in Hollinger or Paige acid-free contain-
ers further slows down the deterioration caused by 
heat, light, dry air, dust and chemicals within the 
papers themselves. The papers we commonly use 
today are filled with acid and so become yellow and 
brittle in a relatively short time — say fifty years, a 
very short time if we are talking about archives. The 
quality of paper is very important. We have had very 
poor papers since about the middle of the i800's, 
when chemicals were introduced into paper com-
monly made from wood pulp. Until that time good, 
strong papers were made from clay, papyrus and cot-
ton rags. A wise policy is to provide the best storage 
conditions possible to ensure maximum life for the 
original papers. 

FEBRUARY, 1977: At the Historical Society's division of 
archives and manuscripts, located off 35 E and Ar-
lington, I am preparing to process the papers from 
Minnesota Clergy and Laity Concerned. This in-
volves unpacking the papers received from the donat-
ing group, opening and usually flattening the papers 
to their original size and removing all paper clips and 
staples; then, were this collection not so new, I would 
clean the papers with wallpaper cleaner and set aside 
those in need of repair. The actual repair of 
damaged/brittle papers is a fascinating process, as I 
learned in a recent visit to the lab here. 

Once these preliminary steps are accomplished the 
papers are sorted, usually into such obvious 
categories as correspondence, reports, etc.; then they 
are arranged chronologically within each category. 
Never is a collection of papers broken up and placed 
with other papers according to subject matter. Sub-
ject or topic concerns can be made evident to re-
searchers by indexes or other research aids. 
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After all of this comes a thorough analysis of the 
material, from which emerges a biographical sketch 
of the institution, group or individual; a short de-
scription of the types of materials contained in the 
collection highlighting what may be its more impor-
tant features; and a listing of folder titles. Only then, 
when these basics are completed, is the collection 
made available to researchers. 

I am glad to be at the Historical Society and feel I 
am making important professional contacts. State ar-
chivist Lucile Kane has taken time to sit down and 
talk with me regarding her interest in the work I hope 
to assume as community archivist. I agree with those 
who have told me how fortunate we are to have the 
gentle, far-sighted Lucile as state archivist. 

APRIL, 1977: My internship and the practicum are over 
now and I feel like an apprentice: one day at St. 
Joseph's Hospital, two days at the Administration 
Center and two days at the Catholic Historical So-
ciety. At the hospital my first task has been to make a 
telephone survey of approximately fifteen metropoli-
tan hospitals. For the most part I talked with the indi-
viduals involved in the hospitals' medical libraries 
and discovered that only our own St. Mary's is mak-
ing any attempts to establish an archives. This led me 
to make a quick survey of hospital literature, which 
yielded a number of national names and institutions 
that have already established an archives depart-
ment. I bombarded these people with questions; most 
responded with detailed and concrete suggestions as 
well as friendly good wishes. Now I'm making a sur-
vey of hospital departments, inquiring about any 
records they may have developed. For most of the 
people I've talked to, archives is a whole new thing. 
Our conversations go something like this: "Hello. I'm 
Sister Mary Kraft, working with your medical library 
on the development of an archives department. I'm 
wondering what types of records you keep here." 
"Records? Well, just a minute. Let me think . . ." 
"Any Papers? Reports? Whatever? Anything that 
might tell us something about your department?" Si-
lence, followed occasionally by a brief display of pa-
tient charts. Not much, perhaps, but it's a start; at 
least they know I'm here. Besides, a better than 
strong hunch tells me that most of the archival mate-
rial remains in current administrative offices. How to 
convince administrative personnel that their papers 
should be identified and cared for remains a big prob-
lem; however, that will come. Already an abandoned 
administrative storeroom has yielded plenty of archi- 

val material. I will process these papers, hoping the 
evidence of the work will convince administrators to 
turn over their inactive papers to the archives. 

JUNE, 1977: "The activist archivist." No matter how I 
cringed at the expression when I first heard it, there is 
something to it. An archivist has to be, pardon the 
expression, visible. People have to see me. Eventually 
a connection may be made between me and the pa-
pers I hope to acquire and it is as true in archive work 
as in many other professions that some of the most 
valuable business develops in informal situations. 

Another aspect of this "activist archivist" role is 
introducing myself to others in the field. With this in 
mind I have not hesitated writing letters asking for 
information or advice. And occasionally a field trip 
emerges such as the one I recently took to the Mayo 
Clinic where archivist Clark Nelson spent three or 
four hours showing me the Mayo Clinic. It was a 
good education in Mayo's history and physical plant; 
however, I really wanted to see his papers, the types 
of finding aids he has established, his policy state-
ment. Well, win some; lose some. 

And one day I stopped by the archives at the Col-
lege of St. Thomas where I had a fine conversation 
with archivist John Davenport. We talked in particu-
lar about administrative support and policy state-
ments. Even after only these few months, I know that 
administrative support and cooperation is essential to 
the management of an institution's archives. The ad-
ministrator and archivist need to spend time together 
outlining the goals of an archival program. Then, a 
policy statement, the public announcement that the 
institution is officially going to provide a means for 
the routine transfer and care of its administrative pa-
pers, can be jointly issued from the two key depart-
ments involved. Once an institution has secured the 
services of a knowledgeable archivist, issued a policy 
statement and provided space for the collection, the 
housekeeping concerns of what papers to send to the 
archives, how and when to send them can be quickly 
taken care of by arrangements between the archivist 
and administrator. 

I have just returned from Dayton, Ohio, where the 
second annual meeting of religious archivists was 
held. I am glad to have met some of my neighboring 
archivists but generally I felt the workshop to be a 
repetition of the basic archival principles I know now. 

AUGUST, 1977: The month is off to a fine start with an 
interview: ninety-two year old Dr. John Ryan was an 
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early intern at St. Joseph's Hospital, and as we sat 
together in his home, he told me many stories about 
his professional career. But I was most touched by his 
love for his wife and family. Mrs. Ryan did her best to 
remain in the dining room sorting her button collec-
tion (and what a collection it was: buttons classified 
according to textures, shapes and themes: plants, 
animals, whatever!) but she couldn't entirely resist 
coming in to add her bit to what Dr. Ryan and I were 
discussing. She was particularly concerned that I un-
derstand more of the details surrounding their en-
gagement and marriage. Dr. Ryan sat quietly, beam-
ing as though hearing the story for the first time. 

A few weeks previous I spent a lovely morning 
with Berna and Eulalia Buckley, both in their eighties. 
Eulalia is writing her family's story for her nieces and 
nephews — and she plans to publish it. The people 
and buildings of St. Paul are not strangers to Eulalia 
and she ties them all together in her memories. Of 
particular interest to me were her recollections about 
the Irelands. "They were close, very, very close," she 
tells me. "I don't think a week went by that the 
Archbishop didn't come to visit his sister at the 
Academy. They were always together." 

"What is it," I ask myself, "that so attracts you to 
the Irelands? It certainly isn't any attraction to their 
high places. Is it that their zest for life made every-
thing seem always an adventure. . .?" 

AUGUST 4, 1977: John Reardon! You, you, you . . . you! 
How could you? All this stuff! Whatever made you 
think we'd want it ALL: Three, four, five copies of 
your research on a church in Prince Edward Island! 
The same for all your eulogies on priestly friends! The 
same for all these parish histories! The least you could 
have done was to have left it in some order! . . . John 
Reardon, I've quieted down some now and need to 
report that among all these reams and reams of pa-
pers is some very good historical material; we would 
be considerably poorer without it . . . and, of course, 
you already knew that. 

AUGUST, 1977: John Reardon! God bless you! Why I 
just can't get over this! Not one, not two, but three 
letters from Sister Seraphine hidden in all this paper! 
That doubles our collection! And such lovely, warm 
letters to top it all! The kind of letters you'd receive 
from a good friend! What a find! And I found them! 
Here is my favorite, one she wrote from St. Joseph's 
Academy: 

Dec. 20, 1929 
Dear Sister Madeleine, 

You are a wonderful woman — a true follower 
of our dear Lord. You pour out your gifts upon 
the ungrateful as well as upon those who re-
spond to your loving generosity. There are few 
like you. I am ashamed to acknowledge that I 
deserve to be placed among the ingrates but 
please try to belive me when I say that though 
my pen speaks not my heart beats register ap-
preciation and thanks. What an attractive box 
fresh from your skillful hands arrived here the 
other day! When the cover was removed Mother 
Bernice and I exclaimed in concert, Oh! Oh! 

It did look so lovely. When curiosity overcame 
admiration we explored further only to find still 
more beauty. That lady of God is a perfect gem. 

and on she goes for pages — both sides of the paper 
— discussing community news, how her views differ 
from those of her provincial and the little rebuke that 
earned her, and ending with her apologies for send-
ing a letter written in such an unsteady hand. 

The whipped cream topping this Reardon collec-
tion is a 1904 hand-written letter from Fr. Ravoux to 
our sisters in Jamestown expressing his regret at 
being unable to attend the ceremonies for the open-
ing of the new hospital. 

SEPTEMBER, 1977: I couldn't have picked a better time 
for a trip to Northfield; the day was as golden as Van 
Gough could have painted it. A visit to three archives 
was what I had scheduled: St. Olaf, Carleton and the 
Norwegian-American Historical Association. 

By 9:oo I had tunneled my way through St. Olaf's 
reference room, down an old elevator shaft and 
through the dim, dank reserves of the library's base-
ment to a far corner where good Reddy Killowat 
beamed a warm welcome. Besides him I met Joan Ol-
son, part time archivist for St. Olaf's since 1969. In-
stinctively I knew my visit would be worth the time. 
Joan and I plowed through the field of archives in one 
morning: we talked about policy statements, adminis-
trative support, care and storage of glass slides, repair 
materials, finding aids, student assistance, retiring 
professors and in-service education. 

At the seminary Fr. Tibesar, librarian, and I have 
just met with three women from the Minnesota His-
torical Society regarding the possible funding by the 
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National Historical Publications and Records Com-
mission for the microfilming of the John Ireland pa-
pers. This would also probably include Sister Helen 
Angela's manuscript of the life of Archbishop Ireland 
which we have in the community's archives. Good 
publicity for both the Catholic Historical Society and 
the Sisters of St. Joseph. 

I have found in the archives of the Catholic Histori-
cal Society ample evidence of the scholar Sister Helen 
Angela was: many research notes in the Vivaldi col-
lection, materials on Indian affairs, copies of articles 
she wrote on the history of St. Peter Claver parish. 
Like John Ireland, for whom she had a great admira-
tion, Sister Helen Angela recognized the mission of 
the church to be most clearly where people's rights 
were ignored or endangered. 

OCTOBER, 1977: October always lures my wandering 
spirit out on week-end bike hikes and spur-of-the-
moment picnics away from the city. Too bad, then, I 
think, that professional groups find it such an attrac-
tive month to sponsor annual meetings. But having 
attended the Minnesota Historical Society's annual 
meet, the Women's History Conference and a week-
end workshop on preservation and repair of archival 
papers, I consider what I learned well worth the tam-
ing of my spirit. Fascinating. And among the greatest 
satisfactions of a new work is meeting the people al-
ready engaged in it. Individuals at the Minnesota His-
torical Society and the university's Social Welfare 

History Archives have all been friendly and eager to 
help me in whatever ways they can. 

NOVEMBER, 1977: I have been active in the archival field 
better than a year and am grateful to have found a 
work that addresses me and my interests and 
abilities. In the archives of the Catholic Historical So-
ciety I have drawn some order out of the chaos and 
am about to prepare inventories for about twenty-five 
manuscript collections. The crown of the work will be 
the publication of a guide that will define this collec-
tion for researchers. 

I see many possibilities for the development of the 
archives of the Sisters of St. Joseph, and this is the 
work nearest my heart. My first concern is for the 
development of an out-reaching educational program 
to acquaint our sisters with what we now have in our 
archives and, hopefully, what our archives can ex-
pand to contain. I hope to visit our hospitals and the 
junior college to investigate the possibility of these 
institutions establishing satellite archives. The ad-
ministrative personnel of our elementary and sec-
ondary schools need to be contacted and informed 
as to what types of materials would be important 
to the archives. We have to record in writing and 
photography the history of our new works. Most im-
portant, communication and education must take 
place between the archivist and our top-level adminis-
trators so that we can plan adequately for the preser-
vation and care of routine and extraordinary papers, 
all potentially archival material. I'm eager to begin. 

Letter Home 
Thanksgiving, 1977 

Dear Sisters at St. Luke's, 
Returning to you last summer after a three-year absence was a happily anticipated 

event and one I will remember. I heartily felt that it was with you that Icould most 
peacefully pursue a religious life. I was being gifted and I knew it: 

You possess a warmth of acceptance continually being rooted within your 
community; 

Your spirit thrives on shared experiences of flowers and festivals, dances, 
doldrums and prayer; 

You are a fine blend of individual and communal ingredients, a continual feast of 
admirable living; 

You are an amazing grace 
With affection, 

Mary Kraft 
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From an Artist's Notebook 

Sister Celine Charpentier 
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IN REAL LIFE 

Sister Patricia Schoonover 

ONE AFTERNOON AS I stopped by to visit On third 
floor at Bethany, I was approached by a sister who 
wanted to talk to me. "I just had an awful experi-
ence," she said as we walked to her room. "I was on a 
trip to Omaha with a group of student nurses and 
. . ." At this point I interrupted her and said, "No, Sis-
ter, you have not just been to Omaha. This is Bethany 
Convent and you have lived here for three years. You 
have not been on a trip." "Oh, you mean it wasn't 
real? I wasn't with those nurses?" "No, Sister, you've 
lived at Bethany for three years." With a smile and a 
sigh of relief she said, "Am I ever glad it's not real. 
They were the worst behaved bunch of girls I've ever 
seen, and I couldn't do anything with them." 

I deal with this kind of situation often: Reality 
Orientation, it's called. By not allowing sister to con-
tinue her conversation about something that wasn't 
real, I was calling her back to reality. 

Reality Orientation is part of a rehabilitation pro-
gram, a technique designed to help those people who 
are confused to regain a sense of themselves and 
what goes on around them. The older person often 
withdraws into herself, breaks off relationships with 
others and in general reduces her awareness and con-
cern for even the simplest things; as a result, poten-
tially usable parts of the brain soon grow lax and can 
eventually cease to function entirely. 

Reality Orientation attacks that process in two 
ways: by continually stimulating the person by repeti-
tive orientation, and by placing her in a group where 
she meets and competes with others, thus forcing her 
out of isolation and back into her environment. That 
process has proved effective in reawakening unused 
neurological pathways; it stimulates the person to 
develop new ways of functioning to compensate for 
organic brain damage that has resulted either from 
injury or from deterioration through disuse. 

I first became really interested in the problem we 
call "senility" when I worked for the state of North 
Dakota, evaluating the quality of care in sixteen nurs-
ing homes in the southeastern part of the state. As I 
went into these homes I was acutely aware of the 
large number of people who required total care, who 
seemed to have no sense of who they were or what 
was going on around them. I attended several work- 

shops and met others concerned about the need for 
Reality Orientation. My interest was further devel-
oped when during my novitiate year I spent several 
hours a week at Bethany visiting with the sisters in the 
third floor wing. As I spent time with these sisters, all 
of whom had lived active lives, had contributed many 
years of service, and, in many instances, are well 
educated women, I couldn't help wondering why this 
confusion happens and what can be done to help 
those who become confused improve the quality of 
their lives, if not physically, at least mentally and 
emotionally. We tend to say, "It's all very sad, but at 
least she's happy in her confusion" or "She doesn't 
understand, so it doesn't really make any difference 
anyway," but as I watched these sisters, I couldn't 
help thinking that is not really true, they are not 
happy in their confusion. The drawn expressions on 
some of their faces, the aimless wandering and pac-
ing don't indicate to me that they are happy and un-
aware; listening to the sister who thought she had 
been to Omaha convinced me that those unreal ex-
periences are not always pleasant ones. 

Probably the most decisive factor in my pursuing 
the subject of confusion, however, were conversa-
tions with a sister with whom I had lived just prior to 
her coming to Bethany three years ago. This woman 
had been very active in nursing and nursing educa-
tion in North Dakota for many, many years and had 
received a Master's degree in Library Science when 
she was in her sixties. Now she did not remember 
where she was, nor did she know what was going on 
around her. She was not able to make any decisions 
regarding her daily activities. As I talked with her, it 
became obvious that she was not happy in her confu-
sion. She had moments in which she was painfully 
aware of her increasing memory loss, of her forget-
fulness and of her loss of control over the activities of 
daily living. During each conversation she would tear-
fully refer to her fears of "losing my mind" and 
would describe the frustrations of not knowing what 
was happening around her, and of having no control 
over what was happening to her. 

Now I am doing extensive reading on the related 
subjects of Reality Orientation, confusion, senility 
and aging. The literature is very hopeful and very 
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convincing that not only can something be done 
about confusion when it does occur, but something 
can also be done to prevent it; senility is not an inevit-
able result of aging. We will all grow old (if we live 
long enough) but we need not become senile. Less 
than ten percent of the aged in America have actual 
physical brain damage or deterioration. Most of what 
we call senility is caused by psychological factors —
by boredom, by loneliness, anxiety, frustration and 
fear, by loss of self confidence or by loss of a sense of 
purpose and self worth. Social isolation caused by 
failing hearing and vision also often contributes to the 
process. Confusion may be gradual or it may occur 
suddenly as a result of a crisis such as the loss of a 
significant person in one's life or a physical injury 
such as a fractured hip or a stroke. But whatever the 
cause, the process can be reversed, halted or pre-
vented by the use of Reality Orientation concepts. 

These concepts are relatively simple and obvious. 
They are put to use twenty-four hours a day by every 
person who comes in contact with the confused per-
son — nurses, aides, doctors, housekeepers, friends, 
relatives —, who constantly remind the confused 
person of who she is, where she is, when it is (time of 
day, date, season, etc.) and what is happening 
around her. In an ideal helping program the envi-
ronment contains many reminders of reality and pro-
vides sensory stimulation — clocks, calendars, daily 
schedules, plants and flowers, bright colors, pictures. 
The person is encouraged to do as much as possible 
for herself and to engage in as many meaningful ac-
tivities as can be provided for her. A second part of 
the process involves a structured half-hour class each 
day, which provides an intensified presentation of 
the basic facts of who, what, where, when and why  

regarding persons and activities. Experience has 
shown that as the confusion lessens, the class content 
can expand to include other topics that help the per-
son regain an interest in life and in the things and 
people around her. In a very real sense, because such 
a program re-teaches the person material she has al-
ready known and has forgotten because of injury to 
or inactiviy of certain brain cells, she must always be 
approached as an adult, never as a child. Because of 
the confusion, the attention span is very short and at 
first the basic information must be repeated fre-
quently and simply. The environment must be calm 
and a set routine established. Because there is already 
a great deal of anxiety in the person who is confused, 
and indeed, anxiety may be the major cause of the 
confusion, everything in the surroundings should be 
designed to lessen that anxiety. The person is always 
approached as one who understands what is being 
said (indeed they often are much more aware than we 
give them credit for) and a simple explanation is 
given of exactly what is happening or being done to 
or for her. 

Early last spring Sisters Sophia and Aleda attended 
an all-day workshop on Reality Orientation and were 
eager to apply these concepts in the care of the sisters 
at Bethany. Of course, I was interested, and available. 
And so, Reality Orientation is beginning at Bethany. 
Staff training has begun, as has involvement of all the 
sisters who live at Bethany. We hope to begin twenty-
four hour Reality Orientation in the third floor wing 
and gradually include all areas where there are con-
fused people. It is an exciting program and a hope-
ful one. Ahead, I see chances for a more meaningful 
life for those we once thought beyond our help. 
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IN THE WAKE OF WATERGATE 

Sister John Christine Wolkerstorfer 

TRY AS WE MIGHT, we Americans find it next to impos-
sible to lay to rest the Watergate affair. Even were that 
possible, however, it might not be desirable: we 
might indeed do well to keep alive the memory of 
that phenomenon which inundated American life in 
the mid-seventies. Like an underground river churn-
ing along concealed channels before finally breaking 
into open air, so Watergate has released a torrent of 
deception, fraud and crime growing out of un-
checked ambition for political office. Truly Watergate 
almost tore the nation asunder, and what it revealed 
sickened an unbelieving America. We guileless patri-
ots were loathe to admit that such corruption gripped 
the vitals of our country. Yet as we sat mesmerized 
before TV screens, we discovered ourselves to have 
been enmeshed in such subterfuge, chicanery, impi-
ety, and unscrupulous manipulation as made the 
Tweed Ring pale by comparison. The "City on the 
Hill" built by 200 years of democratic striving trem-
bled like a house of cards left to the vagaries of the 
easterlies. 

The chaos was total: our American dream lay shat-
tered. No one escaped the gnawing, unnerving ques-
tions: what were the real causes of this betrayal? who 
was responsible? how could this have happened in 
America, home of the "noble experiment"? why had 
we been taken in by, why had we supported such 
unprincipled egoists? was there anyone associated 
with the presidency of Richard Nixon who would 
walk away unscathed by the day-by-day disclosure of 
corrupt government? 

These and other questions prompted national 
soul-searching. During the two years since the 
Watergate disclosures before the Ervin Committee, 
we bought and read a plethora of books written by 
central figures in the affair. Daniel Elsberg's Pentagon 
Papers (1972) and Carl Bernstein and Robert Wood-
ward's All The President's Men (1975) and The Final 
Days (1976) presented views from the outside. Jack 
Anderson's newspaper columns demanded re-
sponses from those obviously guilty. From the pris-
ons came the accounts of convicted members of the 
inner circle — John Dean and Charles Colson. John 
Ehrlichman's novel, Washington Behind Closed Doors 
(1977), added to the disgust of Americans, who re- 

fused to consider his work a piece of fiction. Accounts 
by H. R. Haldeman and Richard Nixon himself will be 
forthcoming. Prosecutors Archibald Cox and Leon 
Jaworski have also added to the printed accounts. 1  

No account to date, however, so sharply touches 
the nerve center of the Watergate issue as does John 
Dean's Blind Ambition (1976). The title itself, besides 
expressing his major thesis, is ultimately corrobo-
rated by that of the other books, each of which come 
off as an apologia pro vita sua turned ego-trip for the 
author. Surprisingly Dean does not emerge in Blind 
Ambition as the Little Lord Fauntleroy of Nixon's 
inner circle of advisors. Quite the contrary. Dean ap-
pears as a guilty, defeated, tragic figure, beaten by 
the unbridled ambition which he, like all the others, 
could not control. All rode roughshod over the ques-
tion of right and wrong, ignoring the distinction be-
tween the two. Unchecked, ambition became the 
means, end and constant preoccupation of men who 
sought political power solely for personal aggran-
dizement. Uncontrolled, that same ambition ironi-
cally destroyed what power they had and aborted 
their political futures. 

The process developed for each politician through 
similar stages. First a moral aberration, next flagrant 
immorality, then willful immorality and finally the 
god-like assumption that one could indeed create 
one's own moral system. Having reached this view of 
themselves, it became possible for these men to con-
sider all laws, natural and divine, as subject to and at 
the disposal of their own ambitious wills. The Ameri-
can situation at this point bore striking similarity to 
that described by Dostoevsky's Raskolnikov in Crime 
and Punishment, in which all human beings are as-
signed to one of two categories — those whose des-
tiny is to obey the law and those who, through a 
superior calling to move the world and guide it to its 
goal, are free to overstep the law, even to "step over 
bodies or wade through blood," in order to achieve 
that goal. 2  

With such a philosophy it follows logically that the 
Cuban break-in, the coverup, the hush money, the 
break-in of Dr. Fielding's office, the mutilated tape, 
burnt records, lies, perjury — in short, the whole fla-
grant betrayal of the American people — could all be 
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justified because they served the superior ambition to 
keep the President in power. 

But eventually, like the mighty colossus of Rhodes, 
the Nixon idol crashed, brought down by disloyalties 
within its own structure. The god was discovered to 
be merely a manufacture after all! Although staunch 
Nixonites called the fall a "Judas betrayal," the great 
majority of the American people considered it "hon-
est disclosure." Thus began the demand for full in-
formation which marks political life in the late 197o's. 

The legacy of Watergate has been a cancerous dis-
trust among Americans of all their hitherto trustwor-
thy systems — political, economic and social. Gov-
ernment at all levels, free-enterprise economics, the 
family unit, Church authority and school systems 
have been weighed in the balance and found want-
ing; as bonafide structures in American society, some 
have been totally rejected. And dissatisfaction has not 
yet run its course: John Q. Public, the news media 
and special lobby groups are loathe to leave concealed 
any public official's past — every stone must be un-
covered. This growing fetish for disclosure, how-
ever, is threatening the right to privacy of elected 
officials and prohibiting some capable leaders from 
running for public office. Who wants to represent a 
constituency that supports a candidate with only 
Gestapo-like trust? 

A similar distrust pervades today's business scene. 
Wall Street reflects this uneasiness in the listings on 
the New York Stock Exchange, which read like a 
heart monitoring machine. Although fear and dis-
trust are old-time bogeymen of economic growth and 
stability, investors today are stymied by both. Their 
faith in American productivity to return sustained 
growth on capital invested has been so weakened 
that the entire economic system in this country is 
threatened. 

Neither has the family structure been able to insu-
late itself against these disruptive repercussions of 
Watergate. It is true that many other causes have mili-
tated against the integrity of the family; yet, the ex-
posé of the John Mitchells as well as the Richard Nix-
ons has provided little for American families to emu-
late or even respect. Secrets kept from spouses have 
generated lies that could not be tolerated. Questions 
of family loyalty versus personal integrity have wid-
ened the circle of traumatized victims of Watergate. 

But surely Americans have found solace in those 
trustworthy institutions so close to them as individu-
als — education and the church. Surely educational 
and religious leadership have filled the gap and pro- 

vided the leadership so wanting in political and 
economic life. Not so! Education has offered a specta-
cle of in-fighting among educators jockeying for job 
survival and self promotion, while graduates from 
American schools are increasingly characterized by 
an inability to read, spell, write or arrive at logical 
conclusions. The churches are struggling with inter-
nal conflicts over moral doctrine and roles of author-
ity; church leaders seemed just as enmeshed in politi-
cal and ambitious intrigue as were the men around 
the President. 

Thus no matter where Americans have turned for 
some relief from the Watergate mess, they have met 
frustration. Authority structures on all sides have be-
trayed the trust Americans had given them. The only 
avenue left has been to turn to themselves, to self-
reliance, as apparently the only American value that 
has remained uncorrupted. And yet. . . . 

In all of this structural chaos have we Americans 
'failed to see our own tragic flaw? Have we failed to 
recognize our own responsibility for Watergate? 
Some of us flaunted the bumper sticker that an-
nounced "Don't blame me. I voted for McGovern!" 
Most sat back as members of a kangaroo court, prid-
ing ourselves on being saviors of the nation by having 
done all we could to "throw out the bums" in the 
White House. In thus alienating ourselves from 
Watergate, treating the whole affair as out there 
somewhere, we failed to realize that we were actually 
subscribing to the values of Watergate: selfishly pro-
tecting and furthering our own ambitions. 

When Americans, or anyone, for that matter, put 
individual and even national ambitions above the 
moral law, they make themselves gods. But how long 
can this last? Can a capitalistic society which makes a 
creed of uncontrolled competition and ever-bigger-
and-better productivity be able to keep in balance the 
ambitions of all people involved? Can a society that 
relegates moral values primarily to individuals and 
encourages its corporate membership to pursue ambi-
tions without setting parameters provide institutions 
that will long maintain the trust of its members? If 
that society professes to be democratic, can it exact of 
its members, leaders or followers, virtues not inher-
ent in its core creed? 

One wonders what, if anything, we Americans 
have learned from Watergate. Hopefully, sound 
analyses of the ordeal will be forthcoming and we will 
face the reality of our part in the national crisis. 
Otherwise, having lost a sense of real history, we will 
continue down the path of myth and unreality, be- 
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stowing upon yet another generation the legacy of 
another Watergate. History repeats itself if and when, 
as Santayana says, people refuse to learn the lessons 
history offers. Only if we recognize the reality of God 
and of the children of God and live according to the 
basic differences between them, will there be hope 
that we can use our God-given powers fruitfully • 
within our creaturely limitations. d) 

1. As have the following: S. Dash, Chief Counsel (1976); M. Dean 
and G. Hayes, Mo — A Woman's View of Watergate (1975); J. 
Doyle, Not Above the Law: The Battles of the Watergate Prosecutors 
Cox and Jaworski (1977); L. Jaworski, The Right and the Power: The 
Prosecution of Watergate (1976); G. Magruder, A Gift of Love (1976); 
C. L. Mee, A Visit to Haldeman and Other States of Mind (1977); W. 
Safire, Full Disclosure (1977). This last is a novel by a former 
speechwrite for Nixon. 

2. Fedor Dostoevsky, Crime and Punishment, Coulson, tr., George 
Gibian, ed. (New York: Norton, 1964), pp. 250-251. 

WORD 

Sister Rita Battaiola 

ONE CAN OWN A THOUGHT but not a word. To speak is 
to release gift or destruction. To speak boldly is to be 
changed. To persevere in boldness is to suffer and 
die. To choose boldness in the face of suffering is to 
live. 

The spoken word can uncover a depth of experi-
ence the speaker can claim for her own. By word she 
can move out again and again on a mission to recon-
cile polarities: By word she can learn that to know 
nothingness can transform living, to relinquish cer-
titude may mean to grasp forgiveness, to resist taking 
and conquering may lead to love giving and receiv-
ing. Perhaps a person can come to know who she 
really is by finding words that put together what she 
is doing with what she is imagining. 

Word becomes reality only after it has become 
flesh, i.e., one cannot speak peace until one first has 
experienced peace within one's heart; one cannot 
identify evil until she has first recognized the evil that 
crosses her own heart. Word become flesh is pow-
erfilled. 

In both Testaments word is interchangeable with 
promise. The promise took flesh in Jesus. He is the 
lasting and faithful word of God, continually reveal-
ing himself that this faithfulness may endure. 

"By whose power do you speak?" someone asked 
Jesus. "The one who spoke me, he it is whom I speak. 
We are one." What Jesus prays for his followers is 
that they be caught up in this union. 

Word is power. This is my one work: to believe the 
Word and do it. Believing the Word is the indestruc-
tible seed and gift — already at work in me — calling 
me forth to live it. I think truth is the coming together 
of believing the Word and expressing it in flesh as 
Jesus did. I think this is what Jesus means when he 
prays that his followers may be consecrated in truth. 
Through those who have given flesh to the truth, 
others will come to believe in Jesus. 

The Word of God is the power that is sustaining 
and lifegiving: "It gathers together the waters of the 
sea; laying up the depths in storehouses." It reaches 
out and reaches down, like two beams that converge. 
There is no way but the cross since the word can be 
declared true only if tested by fire. And the cross 
confounds: "His word is full of power, neither can 
anyone say to him, why dost thou so?" The Word 
sears and at the same time heals. It brings truth to my 
consciousness so I can recognize and admit my sin. 
The Word bears me up when what I see is too much. 
The Word is always an invitation that can be accepted 
or refused. It pursues me and its pursuit is stronger 
than my resistance to it. 

The Word is the "sword of the spirit." The Word is 
boldness. To risk the consequences of our spoken 
words is to dare to be bold people. If our words and 
the Word are one, there is no imprisoning the Word. 
"We can lock up the bold men" but the Word gains 
momentum through their boldness. 
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A WALK INTO THE RISING SUN 

Sister Rose Carmel Engesser 

I WOULD LIKE TO TAKE YOU with me on a "walk" into a world of confusion and 
unity, struggle and peace, activity and contemplation. We pass through a 
kaleidoscope of images, of people whose lives are the opposite of ours even in 
going to bed and getting up, a people formal, serious, trustworthy, intense and 
artistic, contemplative by nature — the Japanese. So much is unfamiliar to our 
eyes — 

chopsticks and rice and fans 
saki and tea 
kimonos galore 
totami floors and stocking feet 
masks and round-faced wooden dolls 
bullet trains and midget cars in "wrong" lanes with steering wheels 

misplaced 
immense expanses of water and hemmed-in cities 
bamboo trees and plum blossoms 
cherry blossoms and snow-covered Mt. Fuji 
tea ceremonies and flower arrangements 
stone gardens and hot springs 
shrines and temples and pagodas 
Buddha and Hindu and Zen 
O'Bon Odori (dance) and O'Bon (festival of the dead) 
Tokyo and Tsu and Kyoto and Hiroshima (atom bomb) 
Peace Park, a story of horror and sin 
Jesuit Retreat Center, a story of thirty-day retreats and prayer 
a country of 113,000,000 people and only 35,000 Christians — a land waiting 
for the Word of God to be proclaimed. Who can capture all it contains! 
Our ears catch unaccustomed sounds, sounds that are musical, puzzling and 

tantalizing because we can't understand what the sounds are saying — Ohayo11 

gozaimas (good morning) and ogenki deska (how are you) Kekko des (no, thank 

you) and chichi to koto seirei tono mina ni yorite. Amen. (sign of the cross) —
words that were spoken in intensity and faith, in hope and expectation, in love 
and understanding. 

These sounds bring us to the scene of the retreat itself, a journey into the 
unknown, where one travels through valleys and peaks alone with her God, a 
faith experience like that of Abraham who by faith obeyed the call to set out for 
a country unknown, a land of unfamiliar images, customs and tongues. "He 
set out without knowing where he was going . . . ; he held to his purpose like a 
man who could see the Invisible." 

To be truthful, at the outset I had mixed emotions about this "walk." I was 
fearful and at the same time eager and excited. But when the time came to 
begin the journey, I actually felt safe and secure in God's arms, knowing that 
He would be with me, guiding both me and the retreatants. And He was. 
Arigatoh gozaimas (thank you)! d-) 
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MOTHER ST. JOHN FOURNIER: 
WELLSPRING OF INSPIRATION 

Sister Ann Thomasine Sampson 

I BECAME INTERESTED in Mother St. John Fournier in 
1951 when our St. Paul Province observed its cente-
nary and I was assigned the task of directing a 
pageant at St. Joseph's Academy to commemorate 
that institution's loo years of service to the archdio-
cese and the state of Minnesota. 

Twenty years later, our community had to close 
this historic school, and while collecting the material 
and artifacts to be put in the province archives, I dis-
covered in the attic a set of ledgers dating back to 
1851. I poured over these books, meticulous records 
of every penny the sisters had received and spent. I 
tried to imagine what convent life must have been 
like in the "wild country" of Minnesota, and gave a 
great deal of thought to the first sisters who came to 
plant the seeds of future educational, health-care and 
social service apostolates. 

Meanwhile, an unexpected tour on a towboat, plus 
a chance remark made by a sister about the possibil-
ity of taking a trip to St. Louis on the Mississippi 
river, stirred my imagination a bit more and I decided 
to reconstruct the trip our first sisters made in 1851 
from St. Louis to St. Paul — only in reverse and on a 
modern boat. I did take the trip, delved into the St. 
Louis generalate archives and read some more about 
the early accounts of the St. Paul mission. The next 
year I had the opportunity to reconstruct the river trip 
the sisters made from New Orleans to St. Louis after 
their arrival from France in 1836. 

Another interest occupied my spare time, that of 
family genealogy. In my research I found that my 
great, great grandparents, Joseph and Josette Bou-
dreau and their family had emigrated from Sorel, 
Quebec, to St. Paul about 1848. The following year, 
one of their daughters, Baziles, was married to Daniel 
LaVallee in the first St. Paul Cathedral with Mon-
signor Ravoux officiating. The marriage records show 
that Louis Robert was one of the sponsors. The 1851 
ledger records that Captain Robert sent his daughter 
to our Academy as did Pierre Bottineau of St. An-
thony, whose daughter Mary had a brother named 
Daniel. The latter married one of my great aunts. 
Mother St. John must have had some contact with  

these two girls. I determined to know more about this 
woman. 

Further research in convent and diocesan archives, 
community histories, brochures, etc. have thus pro-
vided me with the information I have assembled 
about Mother St. John whom St. John Neumann ad-
dressed as "dear respected Mother." 

Last fall I took another towboat trip — this time to 
retrace the route this veteran missionary made from 
St. Paul to St. Louis via the Mississippi, then onto the 
Ohio river to Cincinnati, then to Wheeling, finishing 
the last part by land/air to Philadelphia. Here I visited 
the resting places of the two "St. Johns" and learned 
more about Mother St. John from the Sisters of St. 
Joseph of Chestnut Hill, who had been so generous in 
sharing their official information about this woman 
who left home and country forever to spread the 
Good News in a variety of geographical areas and 
apostolates in response to the needs of the times. 

The recent canonization of St. John Neumann 
should be of particular interest to the Sisters of St. 
Joseph of Carondelet, St. Paul Province, because it 
was this bishop who recalled Mother St. John Four-
nier, our first superior, to his diocese of Philadelphia 
in 1853. 

How much do we know about this woman who 
would be asked by a saintly bishop to return to the 
apostolic works she had initiated in the East prior to 
her coming to St. Paul in 1851? 

Today, when many people are searching for their 
roots in the past, our own community has researched 
and discussed our roots in France. I am interested in 
our roots in Minnesota, especially the first Sisters 
who laid the foundations for over 2400 Sisters of St. 
Joseph who were to follow them. Detailed research 
has revealed some very illuminating information 
about Mother St. John, whose life seems to exemplify 
to an outstanding degree the consensus statement of 
the central ideas of Jean Pierre Medaille, S.J., to be 
found in the primitive documents. 

Mother St. John wrote very little about her personal 
life. A summary of her early years can be found in the 
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brief resume she wrote on a small piece of blue paper 
for the Sisters of St. Joseph at Chestnut Hill, 
Philadelphia: 

Left Arbois for Lyons and entered the Community 
of the Immaculate Conception (Mme. Rollet Spr) 
in April, 1828. Made simple vows April 19, 1832. 
Entered St. Joseph's June 8th, 1836. Received the 
habit on the i6th (after my retreat) the same month 
and year. Went to S. Etienne to learn the Method 
of the Deaf and Dumb. Returned to Lyons March 
1837. Left Lyons April 27, 1837. Arrived in St. 
Louis September 4 the same year. Made my pro-
fession (sic) December 27th 1838 . Came to 
Philadelphia May 4th 1847. 

A long letter written by Mother St. John in 1873 at 
the request of the Superior General of the Sisters of 
St. Joseph of Lyons reveals more detailed information 
about her departure for and subsequent work in 
Carondelet and St. Louis (1837-1847); Philadelphia 
(1847-1851); St. Paul (1851-1853); and her return to 
Philadelphia in 1853, where she died in 1875. 

These two primary sources, plus correspondence 
and information found in community and diocesan 
archives, reveal a woman who in the words of Sister 
Margaret Rose Brown, S.S.J., was "filled with joyous 
enthusiasm for the new and experimental, for all that 
let the love of God grow in His people. This is the 
legacy to her spiritual daughters. This is the well-
spring of inspiration to her twentieth century fol-
lowers." 

Julie Alexise Fournier was born November 12, 1814, 

to Jean Claude Fournier and Marie.Ramboz in a little 
town of Arbois, France. She had five older brothers. 
Not much is known about her early life. In April, 
1828, a few months before her fourteenth birthday, 
she left her home and traveled to Lyons to enter the 
contemplative community of the Immaculate Concep-
tion, where she made simple vows on April 19, 1832. 
It was from the Countess Felicite de la Rochejacquelin 
whose protege she became, that she first learned of 
the American mission being planned by the Sisters of 
St. Joseph of Lyons. Responding to a deep call to 
work among the American Indians, she arranged to 
leave the cloistered community before her final vows 
and transferred to the Sisters of St. Joseph. Her sec-
ond novitiate was made at St. Etienne, about 70 miles 
southwest of Lyons. She received the habit in the 
chapel of Chartreux on June 16, 1836. Mother St. John 
Fontbonne gave Julie her own name "in order to re-
mind these dear missionaries that her heart did not 
forget them." 

Soon after her entrance, Julie and her cousin, Sister 
Celestine Pommerel, were sent to study with the Sis-
ters of St. Charles, the only community in the diocese 
of Lyons engaged in teaching the deaf. Upon comple-
tion of her training to work with the deaf and of a part 
of her novitiate, she and her cousin made plans to 
travel from Lyons to St. Louis to begin their aposto-
late. 

This trip was to last approximately five months and 
is described in the letter that Mother wrote to Lyons 
two year before her death: the soldiers aboard; 
activities and periods of waiting at Brest, France; Fort 
Royal, Martinique; Havana, where yellow fever had 
broken out; New Orleans and finally St. Louis. 

The two sisters had some difficulty convincing 
Bishop Rosati that they were bona-fide religious, 
since they wore secular garb. After communicating 
with each other in sign language, they presented the 
bishop with a letter from Father Charles J. Cholleton, 
their spiritual director in Lyons, who wrote in part: 

The second, Sister St. John, a novice, is 22 years 
old. She will esteem herself very happy to make 
her profession into your hands when you find her 
sufficiently prepared. Both are animated with the 
best dispositions, are capable of assisting your 
plans, and of bringing your work to a good end. 
Madame de la Rochejacquelin has given them 3000 
francs. If you wish to thank her, her address is 
Lausanne, Switzerland. 

The Lyons letter describes the meeting with Bishop 
Rosati and his fears that the sisters had run away 
with some of the 40o soldiers and 4o officers they met 
while aboard the frigate Hennione during their several 
months' journey on the sea. 

The sisters' arrival at Carondelet was unexpected 
and exciting. Here they distributed letters and trunks 
of supplies which Mother St. John Fontbonne had 
given them for the six missionaries who had arrived a 
year before. Living conditions were very primitive. 
Sister St. John's description ,  of the roofless convent, 
the rain, mud and mice are told in a brief but graphic 
style; however, the sisters coped with the situation. 

Various trials and misunderstandings immediately 
tested Sister St. John's desire to be a good mission-
ary. The living conditions plus the harsh climate 
played havoc with her health. Friction occurred 
among the two Fontbonne nieces and their brother, 
Father James Fontbonne, the community's spiritual 
director. Mother Delphine Fontbonne, the superior, 
seemed totally unaware of the effect of her imperious 
and austere nature on the small community. Sister St. 

THE FLOOD 61 



John's mental suffering was increased when there 
was a question about prolonging the period before 
she could make her vows. The health problem was 
somewhat resolved by her doctor's recommendation 
and the bishop's consent that she spend some 
months in St. Louis with the Religious of the Sacred 
Heart where she divided her time between rest, 
prayer and study of the English language. 

After much prayer and reflection, she solved the 
problem of profession by writing long letters to 
Bishop Rosati, who eventually received her vows on 
the feast of her patron, St. John the Evangelist, De-
cember 27, 1839, in the Church of Our Lady of Mount 
Carmel, St. Louis. 

Upon her return to Carondelet, she was assigned to 
Madame Celestine's school, where she taught French 
to the boarders and day students, helped with the 
instruction of the deaf-mutes, and in her spare time 
visited the sick and the poor in their homes. 

In 1845 Mother Celestine, who had replaced 
Mother Delphine as superior, appointed Sister St. 
John as superior to open St. Joseph's School for the 
Colored where daughters of free blacks were in-
structed in regular elementary subjects as well as in 
French and needlework. Children of slaves received 
catechetical instruction outside the regular class 
hours and on Sunday. This first minority group apos-
tolate of Carondelet missionaries among the blacks 
of St. Louis was short-lived because of prejudice and 
bigotry. The Lyons letter tells of the people who 
cursed and threatened the sisters. The school finally 
closed upon a recommendation of the mayor of St. 
Louis to Bishop Peter Joseph Kenrick, who had come 
to that city as co-adjutor to Bishop Rosati. The follow-
ing year, with the withdrawal of the Sisters of Charity 
from the Boys' asylum, Bishop Rosati asked Mother 
Celestine for Sisters to take care of 75 homeless boys. 
Sister St. John became superior of this institution and 
stayed there until her appointment to Philadelphia in 
1847. Thus, in ten short years, Mother St. John in 
modern terminology had become an educator and an 
administrator; she had engaged in social service apos-
tolates among the deaf-mutes and minority groups as 
well as given personal service to the poor and the sick 
in house-to-house visitations. 

Her apostolate in Philadelphia was the outcome of 
a visit Bishop Francis Patrick Kenrick of that city 
made to his brother, Peter Joseph. Here he observed 
the sisters' work in the orphan asylum and lost no 
time in asking for some Sisters of St. Joseph to come 
to Philadelphia to do similar work. Despite the reluc- 

tance of Mother Celestine to grant his wish because of 
her small number of sisters, the bishop kept writing 
letters to his brother, and finally Mother Celestine 
acquiesced. On April 15, 1847, Mother St. John, 
superior, and three sisters, began a three weeks' 
journey by river steamer and stage coach to the city of 
brotherly love. The Public Ledger (Philadelphia, May 
4, 1847) records the journey in these words: 

They traveled by way of the Ohio River to Cincin-
nati, thence to Wheeling (now West Virginia). The 
rest of the three-week journey was made by stage 
coach. 

Philadelphia, despite its beautiful name, was a fast 
growing port city filled with bigotry, tension and 
Natavist riots. The boys' orphanage was in a very sad 
state; however, Mother St. John and the sisters "got 
to work immediately and with courage." Bishop Ken-
rick wrote his brother that the sisters "have indeed a 
generous spirit ready for any good work" — a state-
ment that resulted in a number of new and diverse 
works within the next three years: a parochial school, 
a home for widows, a novitiate and a hospital. Mother 
St. John divided her time between the hospital, 
orphanage and the novices — handicapped by the 
small number of sisters too thinly spread out, and 
hampered by the attitude and actions of the lay 
trustees. In 185o Sister Delphine Fontbonne came 
to take charge of the orphanage and the novices 
who lived there, while Mother St. John directed her 
personal attention to the sick of the hospital, often 
sleeping on boards so that patients could use her bed. 
Four years of intense activity underminded her health 
and upon the advice of physicians, she returned in 
the autumn of 1851 to Carondelet for rest and time to 
spend with her beloved friend and cousin, Mother 
Celestine. 

The rest and relaxation at Carondelet came to an 
abrupt end when Monsignor Joseph Cretin, bishop of 
the newly formed diocese of St. Paul, came to plead 
for sisters. The bishop was well acquainted with the 
Sisters of St. Joseph in France and at Carondelet 
where he had given a retreat. Knowing only too well 
what this venture entailed, Mother offered her serv-
ices because most of the sisters already had their as-
signments for the year. In the latter part of October 
she and three sisters boarded the steamboat, St. Paul, 
and traveled for six days north on the Mississippi 
through Lake Pepin where ice was forming, arriving 
in St. Paul during the night of November 2. Her 
Lyons letter describes the trip, the "bishop's palace" 
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(a one-room shanty which became their convent), the 
Cathedral log cabin, where they taught their stu-
dents, the treks through mounds of snow to attend 
daily Mass until a starving wolf attempted to attack 
her. After that nearly fatal episode, Bishop Cretin 
came daily to the convent for Mass. 

A large leather-bound ledger which the first sisters 
kept gives us an insight into more meticulous and 
practical details of those first year's expenses and re-
ceipts for students' rooms, board and tuition, school 
supplies, convent furnishings, travel, food, and often 
repeated items as water, cutting wood, rat traps and 
poison! The general expenses for the first fifteen 
months were $585.06, while the receipts amounted to 
$587.01. Bishop Cretin personally audited and ap-
proved the accounts. One could spend chapters on 
the contents of this fascinating ledger. The very first 
page is particularly interesting in that it contains this 
information: 

Sisters of St. Joseph, St. Mary's School, St. Paul 
The school opened on the 17th of November/51 
under the protection of the most Immaculate 
Mother of God, under the title of St. Mary's 
School 

The name of St. Joseph's Academy does not appear in 
the ledger until 1859. The mystery of why the school 
was dedicated to Our Lady seems to be solved as one 
discovers the many allusions to Our Lady in Mother 
St. John's Lyons letter. 

A second request for sisters to work at the Long 
Prairie Indian Mission sounded like an answer to her 
prayers to serve among the American Indians; how-
ever, she did not go. Young Sister Scholastica was 
chosen and the ledger gives an account of expenses 
for the trip in 1852. Meanwhile, Mother attended to 
the needs of the sisters and taught some of the 
classes to students now housed in a new brick school 
built by Bishop Rosati. It was during this year that 
she experienced another uprooting — a request for 
her return to Philadelphia. 

In May, 1853 she returned to Philadelphia, where 
she learned that Bishop Kenrick had been transferred 
to Baltimore and Bishop John Neumann, a Redemp-
torist priest, had been chosen as his successor. 
Bishop Neumann had heard of Mother St. John's abil-
ity to cope with the temper of the "city of long- 

standing confusion," as another bishop had de-
scribed Philadelphia. Here Mother was to remain 
until her death in 1875, working closely with Bishop 
Neumann and his successors to develop an outstand-
ing parochial school system, to organize a nurse corps 
of twenty-four sisters for the Civil War, and to build 
many new institutions. Sister Maria Kostka Logue, 
S.S.J., summarizes her accomplishments in these 
words: 

The years that followed were often burdened by 
deep anxiety, but their developments were inspi-
rational. Her large vision saw the young commu-
nity and the young nation growing concurrently. 
In making adjustments to the varied conditions 
that had to be met, she showed widom and dis-
cretion, governing her pioneer group with the 
flexibility intuitively accorded founders for chang-
ing times and circumstances. 

Her last twelve years of almost constant suffering 
which resulted in dropsy impeded her physical activ-
ity but did not diminish her mental powers. She 
turned her creative talents in other directions. She 
not only taught French at Mount St. Joseph's 
Academy, Chestnut Hill; she also wrote or adapted 
plays based on Scriptural themes for the students to 
enact. She translated a number of French classics, 
two of these about Our Lady. Another translation 
which had to do with good manners and social de-
portment was dedicated "to the young ladies at Mt. 
St. Joseph's Academy, Chestnut Hill, in the hope that 
they may sometimes in after-life, be reminded of their 
'Convent Home' mid the friends whose memory and 
prayers will follow them into the busy arena of the 
world." 

Mother wrote very little about her own inner 
spiritual life; however, her correspondence reflects 
what mattered most to her: loving kindness to chil-
dren, concern for the sick as suffering members of 
Christ, love of the Blessed Sacrament, zealous care 
for religious — all balanced with a practicality in tem-
poral affairs. She died on October 15, 1875, after giv-
ing 39 years of service as a Sister of St. Joseph. 

As I meditate on this woman's life and work, I 
realize clearly that she has become for me a well-
spring of inspiration in this twentieth century of 
change, confusion and uncertainty. d--)  
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OBSERVATIONS 

Sister Rose Tillemaiis 

In Tones Diverse 

I'm glad that you can share with me 
your gifted self. Diversity 

adds tone and zest. 
The very best 
comes into view 
when I can see 
the you in you. 

I hope you have propensity 
to recognize the me in me. 

Some License 

AVE license plates reveal 
what we might want to conceal 
For no matter what direction 
there'll be obvious detection 
by those who see us driving, 
stopping, shifting or arriving 

One wonders — 

Did we get some special rates 
on those AVE license plates? 

Free Store Friends 

AGNES: Over-endowed with body Flesh heaped bulbously upon short frame 
Stomach pushing overblouse out Smooth, narrow, comely face Light brown 
hair pulled straight back in the style of men in the forties Walks with a sway 
from side to side 

Speaks in rapid syllables, panting between phrases So excited to tell her 
story Breathless and gasping as she works and talks 

Adept at repairing clocks, radios and sewing machines Makes all things 
work with her quick "fixing" skills 

So easily slighted and offended We must be careful to greet her graciously 
and recognize her worth from time to time Make an effort to assure her we 
are aware of her presence If we slight her unintentionally by indicating that 
this really isn't her day to work, she bruises Her hostilities break into wrathy 
broadcasts that she is treated like dirt in this place The faults, real and 
imagined, of the whole Free Store staff are announced to all ears as her anger 
grows more fiery Then we must call a meeting of the volunteers and clarify 
who is to come on what day Soon the hurt face relaxes and she begins to 
reason about what we are saying A week later the deep wound begins to heal 
and she sways among us again with a song What a lifetime of rejections and 
aches must be hers, we assume, though not hearing from her what they 
are She's not easy to have around There's so much of her She commands 
her due in ways that try us and test our patience She is so inescapably 
present to us 
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PHIL: Six-foot three and twenty-six Yellow, greasy hair and long untamed 
matching mustache Mouth loosely open Eyes hot with the hurt of life, 
glancing nervously and insecurely from person to person Spouting his 
formulations at whoever will turn his way His tongue often too thick to shape 
the words Hides his flask in a big mitten and raises it to his mouth when he 
thinks we aren't looking Then, caught, he pulls his long frame up from the 
couch and exits, for he knows the rules here 

Sure can assemble our artificial tree for the party Didn't he work on a 
Christmas tree farm in Oregon? Don't tell him how it goes. Stand back, 
ladies I've been asked to do this job for the sisters and I'll thank you to stay 
out of my way 

Save a sleeping bag for me if it comes in My ladyfriend kicked me out 
Why are you looking at me like that? 
Find John Brooks for me in the phone book. He's my step brother Would 

like to talk to him Haven't seen him in ten years 
The stench of unbathed feet and sweat-soaked sox His cheap-wine breath 

in my face 

J.B.: Bright, alive face Dark eyes that search for what's funny and exciting 
Black hair over the shoulders and striped stocking cap perched on head 

It's hard to sort in this corner with such a big Indian to work around 
Can I use the phone a minute? Smooth talk to the girlfriend 
Soft manners and wit capture more friends than anybody else J. B. here 

today? they ask Where's J. B.? His stories, not too pure, are the best and 
win the loudest laughs from the boys 

Did I know Sister Hildebrand, his third grade teacher? She told them about 
the devil and scared hell out of everybody. Had a vision of the devil the other 
night 

Has the status of a part time job and an educated sister Can drink more 
than anyone and not feel it much 

Want your trash barrel emptied? Sure, I'll carry those boxes for 
you Anything else you want done? Oh, oh, I guess I have to run now My 
bus is here I'll come around tomorrow to finish that job 

IDA: All this heat period 
I was born and raised a Catholic on the farm No running water or 

electricity 
Let's put it this way — there's work, work, work here period 
A plain, plain face and goblin-colored, straight hair that always needs 

washing Yellow cardigan spotted with food stains 
Ha, ha, look at this, sister, a funny hat The things people give us Let's put 

it this way They just want to get rid of it 
Stuffs the choicest into her gray cloth bag 
Her retarded son comes in and laughs to his mother 
Those people out there grab, grab, grab, period 
Don't strain yourself Nothing worse than a bad back 
That phone is sure ringing today Everybody's calling us 
My husband likes brown sugar on his cereal, but I always use Sprinkle Sweet 
I'll come any time you need me We just sit around, me and my husband 

Nothing to do until the first of the month when our check comes fl 
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THE DONKEY'S TAIL 

Sister Hope Wilwerding 

"THE PLAY'S THE THING," especially when a donkey's 
tail has a role in it. Sister Lenore was sure of that, 
though Shakespeare had probably never dreamed of 
it. She was preparing her sixth grade class at St. Fran-
cis School to present "Noah's Ark." She decided that 
the smaller animals required but one actor each, 
while the larger ones, like the donkey, the giraffe and 
the elephant, needed two actors. Carefully she 
selected her dramatic personnel, fitting the character 
of the pupil to that of the animal he represented. 
Among those favored with an important role were 
Heine, a new pupil, who was assigned to be the front 
half of the donkey, and Tony, who was to be the hind 
legs and tail. Tony was a Cuban refugee, a lonely, 
motherless child whose dark eyes were alternately 
brooding or dancing with mischief. Usually ignored 
by his classmates and teachers, he was overjoyed 

with his part in the play, scarcely listening as Sister 
warned those who had leading roles that if they 
missed a single rehearsal, they automatically would 
be ousted from the play. 

"Instead of one prize, this year we're offering 
three," she went on. "The third prize will be a minor 
role in the Alvernia Dramatic Club; the second, a 
statue of St. Francis and the Wolf; the first will be 
announced at the end of the play. Our benefactor, 
Franz Hallman, is contributing the money for this 
prize, and I want to add, it will be a Big Surprise." 

"What are the rules for winning?" asked Heine. 
"The best performance, of course, and the most 

appropriate and well-tailored costume." 
"Who'll be the judges?" asked Jim, sullen at having 

been overlooked. 
"Sister Beata, principal, Franz Hallman, and the 
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president of the Alvernia Dramatic Club," replied Sis-
ter 

That morning before going out for recess, Tony 
paused before the statue of St. Francis and prayed, 
"0 gracious San Francisco, lover of all God's animals, 
help your little brother, Antonio, to win a prize and to 
be a good Donkey's Tail." 

The next morning when Sister Lenore called the 
animals who had important roles for another rehear-
sal, Tony wasn't there. The group waited five min-
utes, then ten, but finally Sister Lenore, with a little 
pang of regret, called Jim to replace him. A half hour 
later, Tony came puffing into the room. Sister Lenore 
looked at him and said sharply, "Take your seat, 
Tony. You lost your part in the play. I forewarned 
you not to miss any rehearsals." 

"But you told me I could be the Donkey's Tail," 
protested Tony. 

"Yes, but also not to miss a single rehearsal." 
"But Sister . . ." 
"Because you were late, Jim will replace you," she 

interrupted. "You know a donkey has only one tail; 
you'll have to be one of the animals that just sits in 
the background in the Ark." 

Tony gave her a last pleading look. Surely she 
couldn't realize how much this role meant to him! But 
Sister Lenore's oval face was unyielding. 

Crestfallen, eyes streaming with tears, Tony stum-
bled into his seat, buried his head in his arms and 
burst into hot, galling tears that trickled down his 
face, raining big blotches upon his desk. He seemed 
alone in the world, a world blurred with tears. He 
tried to stifle them, but the harder he tried, the faster 
they flowed. He tasted the salt of them; he tasted the 
bitterness of life. 

When Jim began to rehearse the part of the Don-
key's Tail, Tony burst into convulsive sobs as if his 
heart had been shattered into fragments. Added to 
his grief now was a flood of resentment that rushed 
into his mind, overwhelming him. Rapidly its venom 
spread. Jim, that snob! Jim, his mortal enemy, was 
now rehearsing his role as the Donkey's Tail! His role! 
Tony's chest heaved and fell like waves on a stormy 
sea. To top it all off, when the rehearsal was over, as 
Jim passed Tony's desk, he kicked him and at the 
same time brayed softly into his ear. Tony brooded 
over his gloomy situation, realizing now more than 
ever before that though many times he had been 
ridiculed by his classmates, especially Jim, and de-
prived of his rights, he was doing little to defend 
himself. Was he how, along with everything else, a  

coward? This paralyzing thought gripped him. He 
had always dreamed of being a hero, but here he was, 
giving in to timidity and accepting sheer humiliation. 

Suddenly he scrambled out of his seat and con-
fronting Sister Lenore, he gulped, "Please can I take a 
drink?" Looking at his tear-stained face, she gave her 
consent. 

Tony streaked down the hall past the drinking 
fountain to the doorway of the principal's office. Sis-
ter Beata looked up and again fear gripped him. She 
was tall and sharp-featured, with an authoritative air 
about her. But when he looked into the calm brown 
eyes, he saw understanding. In a voice broken with 
sobs, he told the story of his rejection as the Donkey's 
Tail. 

Though Sister Beata could not at first untangle the 
mystery of the Donkey's Tail, she smoothed back To-
ny's disheveled black hair and said, "Tony, you wash 
your face now. I'll check with Sister Lenore to see 
what I can do for you." 

The following day Sister Lenore changed Jim's role 
to that of the Dog and reinstated Tony as the Donkey's 
Tail. His self-confidence restored, he adopted a new 
view of life — one of initiative. In the next few days 
he returned several times to Sister Beata's office and 
struck up an intimate friendship with Heine, his co-
partner as the Donkey. During the noon hour in some 
secret corner of the playgrounds he coached Heine in 
the arts dramatic and to elaborate the Donkey's role 
added a few tricky interludes of his own. Heine, an 
apt pupil, quickly entered into the conspiracy with 
Tony, and himself supplied a number of ideas for the 
play. 

Meanwhile, envious of Tony's role in the show, Jim 
schemed of a way to oust him. On the playgrounds 
the day before the kick-off, he sneered, "Here comes 
the wild, braying donkey." 

"And here comes the wild, yapping canine who 
has a dogfight on every street corner," retorted Tony. 

Jim hit Tony. Instantly Fred, who represented the 
Monkey, grabbed Jim and pushed him away from 
Tony. During the fray Jim bit his assailant's hand, 
while in retaliation Fred scratched Jim's arm. 

"I'm telling Sister on you, Donkey and Monkey. 
You'll pay for this by being kicked out of the Ark," 
bawled Jim. 

"But first squeal on yourself . You started this 
fight," was Tony's quick rejoinder. They followed 
him into the school building, where Sister Lenore met 
them. 

"Tony called me names again and Fred scratched 
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my arm. See, it's bleeding," whimpered Jim. "They 
should be fired from the show." 

"Jim started the name-calling and the fight. When 
he hit Tony, I grabbed him. Then he bit me. See, my 
hand's bleeding too," cried Fred. "If anyone, Jim 
should be thrown out of the show." 

"Ever since the rehearsal of the animals started, 
you boys have been acting like savage beasts, mimick-
ing the jungle law by attacking one another with 
tooth and claw. Regarding your dismissal from the 
show, I'll discuss it with the principal tonight. Get to 
your seats and take out your books," snapped Sister 
Lenore. 

After school Tony stayed to apologize for name-
calling. The threat of another expulsion from the play 
hung over his head like a sword. He asked cau-
tiously, "Sister, could there be a Donkey without a 
Donkey's Tail?" 

"Tony, you know how often I've forbidden name 
calling, and you did it again! Moreover, ever since the 
beginning of that obnoxious play, you've had nothing 
in your head except that Donkey's Tail. Go home!" 

"Goodnight, Sister," said Tony tearfully and won-
dered what an obnoxious play might be. 

Heine waited for him on the playgrounds. "Don't 
look so sad. It's too late to fire any of the actors the 
day before the big show. And believe me there can't 
be a Donkey without a Donkey's Tail. As for an ob-
noxious play, Lenore will go into a tailspin tomorrow 
night when she sees what we've added to her trou-
bles," chuckled Heine. 

The next night, the school hall was packed to over-
flowing. Noah's Ark, built by the young men of the 
parish, loomed in the background, painted with pic-
tures of animals and a long-bearded Noah. At seven 
o'clock sharp, the narrator walked up to the lectern 
and began to drone out the prologue. Next came the 
procession of the animals. Decked in their distinctive 
costumes, they came one by one from the rear down 
the center aisle, promenading up the steps and onto 
the stage. They were spaced so that each animal had 
time to speak his piece before the next arrived on the 
stage. 

First, creeping on all fours, came the Mouse. Reach-
ing the middle of the stage, it squeaked its brief 
prayer, "0 Lord, though I am but a tiny, harmless 
mousie, I'm always hunted and trapped. I implore 
You, give me a small ration of food and deliver me 
from that demon Cat. Amen." 

The Cock, the Rabbit, the Kangaroo, the Elephant 
all quietly stepped forward and in a lifeless monotone  

recited their pieces, then retreated to either side of the 
stage. The audience sat dull and inattentive. 

Presently, down the main aisle sounded a loud 
staccato clip-clop. With oversized head and ears, with 
his tufted tail ridiculously swishing to the rhythm of 
his clip-clop, came the Donkey. As he awkwardly 
ascended the steps, he heaved three strident hee-
haws. Then with happy trot he advanced to the mid-
dle of the stage, wearing a whimsical smile while 
swirling his tail like a windmill. Everybody 
applauded wildly, and the audience and the whole 
stage suddenly came to life. 

Nodding his shaggy head, the Donkey began his 
prayer in an exuberant voice: "0 God, who made me 
a donkey, why does the human species always poke 
fun of me, why do they overload me, why do they 
always call me stupid, obstinate, unpredictable? Why 
is my bray always ridiculed? Why are my ears always 
referred to as oversized? Why am I always brutally 
beaten? 0 Lord, take the beast out of the heart of 
man and, 0 Lord, some day soon give me a kind 
master with a meek and gentle heart like Thine. 
Amen." He ended his speech with a series of raucous 
brays and deft tail maneuvers; then, kicking the Kan-
garoo, he lay down in front of the stage, his jet-
button eyes staring at the audience. 

Other animals made their debut, and now that 
some punch had been injected into the play, they 
recited their lines with enthusiasm. As the Giraffe 
tiptoed up the aisle, his spindly neck mysteriously 
wavered, broke off and required repairing, thus de-
laying the play. At this interruption the Donkey 
jumped up and trotted to the middle of the stage, and 
while the rescue crew mended the Giraffe's neck, the 
Donkey sang a jolly duet: "Sweetly brays the Donkey 
when he goes to hay." Then, as if it had been 
planned, alternating hues of red, blue, orange and 
green spotlighted the Donkey's Tail as it swished like 
a metronome, picking up the pulse of the serenade. 

After the Giraffe was mended and spoke his mum-
bly piece, the Dog made his grand debut. Only Jim 
could afford such a striking costume. Dolled up in 
rich-brown plush with a tail curled like a scroll and 
tied with a pink bow, he really was an ostentatious 
affair. He gave a bark and then began his speech. But 
suddenly the spotlight shifted from the Dog to the 
Monkey, who had stealthily crept up to the Donkey 
and was about to tweak his tail. 

The Donkey emitted such a prolonged, agonizing 
bray that most of the Dog's speech was blotted out. 
The only audible part was the conclusion: "0 Lord, 

68 THE FLOOD 



make me a faithful shepherd dog. Amen." To which 
the Donkey added, "Hee! Haw! Haw! Haw! Haw-
aw-aw!" and the Cuckoo added his chirp, "Cuckoo! 
Cuckoo!" 

Then the Monkey, chittering angrily, grabbed the 
Dog's tail. Right on cue the Donkey clattered into the 
fray. While the audience continued to roar with 
laughter at the Donkey, Sister Lenore backstage was 
scared into a spinechill. Fearing a pandemonium, 
Noah rushed to the scene and restored peace, but not 
before the Dog's tail had been ripped off and hung 
dangling in the Monkey's clutches. Disgraced, the 
Dog scurried to the rear of the stage. 

Noah now came forward to make the last speech, 
but the Donkey was not quite finished. Three musi-
cians, the Cock, the Kangeroo and the Pig with pipe, 
drum and guitar scrambled to the front of the stage, 
while at the same time the Monkey fetched a footstool 
to serve as a podium. With the Dog's tail and pink 
bow as a baton, and mimicking all the ridiculous ges-
ticulations of a maestro, he directed the three-piece 
orchestra. The Donkey daintily raised his hoofs. 
Round and round he went, dancing to the tune of the 
pipers. 

Soon the musicians swung into the Irish Jig. The 
Donkey was coming to a grand finale. He clippety-
clopped in spirited tempo until at last only his tail was 
visible as the curtains met and closed in on it. 

As the curtains parted again, the entire audience 
rose, clapped and cheered, and all the boys threw up 
their caps in glee and all the animals from the tiny 
Mouse to the huge Elephant squeaked, crowed, chit-
tered, grunted, howled, mooed, brayed and trum-
peted, each in his own language and tongue. 

Finally, Noah stepped to the amplifier for the last 
speech. "0 Lord, what a bizarre menagerie I inher-
ited from you! Bombarded by the waves lashing 
against the Ark, the raindrops tap-dancing on the 
roof and the snarls of all these animals, I cannot make 
an intelligible prayer. My task as Master of the Ark in 
maintaining peace will certainly not be a circus. Or 
will it be a circus? 0 Lord, give me patience to deal 
wisely with all my animals, especially with that Don-
key and his Tail. Amen." 

The judges had no difficulty making decisions for 
the awards. Franz Hallman sprang to the mike. First, 
he thanked the Sisters of St. Francis School, espe-
cially Sister Lenore, the director. Then he said, "All 
readers of Shakespeare realize what high esteem he 
had for plays. He said, 'The play's the thing.' But the 
brilliant performance of 'Noah's Ark' we witnessed 
here tonight was more than a thing — it was a super-
thing! So in the name of the audience, I heartily con-
gratulate all the actors. And now for the awards. The 
third prize, a minor role in the Alvernia Dramatic 
Club, goes to the Monkey." A hilarious cheer rose 
from all the animals, trailing off with the Monkey's 
chitter. "The second prize, a statue of St. Francis and 
the Wolf, Gubbio, goes to the Donkey's Head." 
Again a deafening clamor. "The first prize, a trip to 
Disneyland — is awarded to the Donkey's Tail." A 
spontaneous applause and uproar, staccatoed by the 
Donkey's bray, vibrated the timbers. 

The tail-less dog gave a low snarl, but Sister Lenore 
ignored him. Of all the people present at "Noah's 
Ark," no one knew better than she that the play 
would have been a flop, except for the Donkey's Tail. 
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Riding The Flood 
and a long time afloat forty days forty nights bobbing along rowing away 
through blue-black water white water back water 4 winds and sometimes 
caught in a lull. Who's to know one day to the next who/what times the swell 
that pushes us fore or drives us aft? Currents run deep clear swift pulling 
down dark play on the surface bump into wash over and under are gone. 
Reeds to the right of us rocks to the left of us who knows we watch and call 
out some at the prow as it cuts a clean path some at the stern where the wake 
churns thick and settles. High on the tide riding the storm wild ride joy ride 
send out a raven to spy and comes back day after day not over yet no land in 
sight on the alien sea but afloat on the flood too of energy faith hope and 
love. 
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