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Preface 

It was no easy way that led us from liberal Protestantism to orthodox Catholicism. Rather this 

pilgrimage has been a narrow and winding road which has enforced its discipline upon us, changing our 

thinking and living in basic ways. As babes, unconscious in our mothers’ arms, our beginnings were 

blessed by inheritance of generations of Christian antecedents. Even with such a heritage much of the trek 

was as spiritual embryos, in much need of development under the guidance and instruction of the Holy 

Spirit. We have now the advantage of late-life in which to look back with amazement at all the growing-

up that we have been compelled to undergo, a growing-up that continues and will end only in the 

fulfillment of our hope - oneness with Our Lord, Jesus Christ. 

Along the way, we’ve occasionally been asked to share what we’ve mercifully stumbled across. 

Not infrequently folks have questioned the direction we have taken. Now and then a friend having tough 

going was seen from our perspective to be not far from a good path. A few points from our well-worn 

roadmap were shared. These attempts to reach out to friends and relatives have occasionally taken the 

form of letters, seven of which have been gathered here with one purpose, to share notations from our 

journey toward and within Catholicism. We have been recipients of much of that kind of help ourselves, 

and perhaps we may, in turn, point out a short cut that will lop off a cul-de-sac for a fellow traveler. 

They say that Catholic converts are “the worst”, meaning, I guess, that we tend to take ourselves 

and our new faith too seriously. Though we agree about possible blundering, it doesn’t relieve our critics 

that we think it is impossible to take the faith too seriously.  Bob and I are especially sensitive to the 

criticisms of the Church which seem to come from either ignorance or bitterness. We experience these 

attacks as a matter of course from Catholic pew-warmers, and even in Catholic periodicals and from 

Catholic pulpits. Such attitudes are only partly to be blamed on ignorance. The deeper part has to do with 

the human condition which we sadly own. The independent spirit acts out toward anybody who claims 

authority, and especially to any claim of infallible authority – heavens! The independent spirit that 

borders on rebelliousness is different from the healthy independence that is defined as “the freedom of a 

godly integrated person.” The first is something quite negative though it is often accepted in our times as 

a virtue. That dangerous autonomy is encouraged on every side even though it is the root of personal and 

social miseries (sins) that grow more ominous day by day.  

Sacred Scripture tells us that autonomy is the fatal disease picked up in the Garden of Eden when 

man and woman were directly infected by that Great Carrier of Rebellious Disease, Satan. It had gone 

unchecked in us because we had never seen lack of submission to godly authority as any particular 

problem. I’m sorry to say, that as Protestants, we listened very little to authority, and now as Catholics we 

are dumbfounded to find that Catholics seem to rile at any suggestion that they don’t have “the right to 



Preface 2 N. Cross 

their own judgment” in matters of faith. Subjective reasoning is the problem going back to Eden. 

Remember Adam and Eve chose to determine their own good and evil when they took that fruit and ate. 

In our liberal religious education which eventually supplanted my grandfather’s Bible-thumping 

fundamentalism, even the Bible had to stand the test of subjective reason which cut out a good deal of its 

heart. Hopefully, the maturing process has pressed on us a diminishment of this spirit of disobedience 

which we thought agreeable far too long. When we hear the old arguments, we are especially sensitive to 

the embedded error and we find ourselves defending the Church from these attacks in any small way we 

can. Unfortunately, the Catholic Church has through the past forty years been reliving within itself the 

Reformation, which was manifest in the rejection of the Holy Father’s encyclical, Humane Vitae. I have 

been amazed in the past few weeks to meet two priests and one religious sister who simply bristle with 

rebellion. No one is going to tell them! So the same impetus that fired that cataclysmic disunity five 

hundred years ago again cuts into the Catholic Christian body. Of course, it does its usual positive work - 

it separates the sheep, those who heed and follow, from the goats, those who are committed to their own 

erratic ways. 

Defense of the Church may seem crazy on the surface. Maybe “presumptuous” is a better word. If 

the Church is who she says she is, the whole Truth of Christ offered to mankind, then why should she 

need or ask for defense? Isn’t that a wobbly human trying to defend Almighty God? A puny little person 

out there trying to defend an impregnable fortress and getting severely banged about for it seems dumb. 

Instead, shouldn’t he be safely behind those great walls against which “the gates of Hell cannot prevail?”  

The defense of the faith isn’t just like that. We know very well that the fortress will never fall 

even under the continuing assault. We believe Jesus’ assurance of that. There are many people, however, 

outside the fortress who tend to believe vicious, hurtful propaganda. That propaganda is purposeful, if not 

on the conscious human level, on the spiritual level. It tends to keep people in confusion about the Truth. 

These people, so loved by God, he wills to hear the Truth and learn to know the Truth - Jesus. So we 

reach out in different ways. Some tend to the crying physical needs of sufferers; some seek justice for the 

poor, others offer spiritual aid of rest and encouragement, and some counter intellectual errors that breed 

confusion and darkness. These last through writing and teaching examine false ideas in the light of Christ. 

The Church has a name for these last workers. She calls them her “apologists.” The work they do 

is called “apologetics.” These workers prepare themselves in the same way as other faithful workers for 

Christ; by prayer, by frequent participation in the sacraments, and by the attempt to live a holy life. They 

are equipped with specialized gifts of the Spirit which Dr. Jeffrey Mirus (in a tract from Christendom 

College) explains are related directly to the charismatic gifts listed by St. Paul in I Corinthians 12. 
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Apologetics is first and foremost an argument by which the apologist attempts to present the best defense 

of the faith to help men and women find and embrace the truth. 

Logos, the intellectual body of specific truths the apologist attempts to make acceptable to the 

minds of others, is related to the charismatic gift of knowledge, epignosis. It appeals to the person to think 

and to reason with the apologist toward the sure gift of truth held by the Church relative to his specific 

situation. It is a supernatural and a natural work. The Holy Spirit’s part in it is mysterious on both sides, 

the apologist and his listener, and inestimable. The Spirit alone prepares the soil (the hearer), gives the 

right seed (the apologist), and brings it to fruition (the hearer). 

The second gift, patnos, is related to the charismatic gift of wisdom. The argument, because the 

topic demands it, must go beyond the intellect and pull into play the attractive beauty of transcendent 

Truth and has, therefore, an emotional appeal. The apologist prays for that attractive power of wisdom. 

The Holy Spirit supplies it. 

The third gift operative in apologetics is etnos which is related to the charismatic gift of faith. 

Etnos requires that the person writing or speaking as an apologist believes and practices what he or she 

preaches. There is no room for pretense in his life, or for public sham or private hypocrisy. Such a life of 

integrity can only be lived by the supernatural gift of faith of the Holy Spirit. The high goals for those 

called out to defend the Catholic faith are awesome and unattainable, except that the Holy Spirit meets us 

in the fray and magnifies every small attempt. 

These letters were written, with one exception, from the heart to a friend or relative who had 

asked a question - “Why did you join the Church?” or objected to a Church teaching. They were meant 

only to answer the question. I had never heard the word “apologetics” when replying to these friends. It 

was only after this letter, beyond its original intent, had been used with a wider circle of readers that its 

apologetic character was pointed out. It will be evident that the letter did not often please the recipient, 

but hopefully did a work anyway. The results of the apologist’s work are completely out of his hands. As 

we’ve said, when the seed is good, there will be a harvest, and the apologist can take credit for neither. 

Our common word, apology, has then lost its essential meaning.  We are not asking forgiveness for our 

faith, but presenting defense of the Catholic faith. With that in mind, I offer these Seven Letters of 

Apologia Plus One, which have been edited as further tools for the Spirit. 
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A Letter To Charlotte 

Dear Charlotte, 

 Many of the children are off at activities this Saturday and the few that are home are busy about 

their own affairs. So I have a welcome free morning to write to you.  

 You’ve asked about our journey into the Catholic Church. I’ve hesitated because our guidance 

has been precisely fitted by the Holy Spirit to suit our needs and is not for everyone, nor do we claim any 

answers, other than Scripture has it, about God’s establishing His Church. And so, perhaps I should not 

try, but I do have strong feelings of love for her and a great longing to share with people who might 

understand. Whether these thoughts are just mine or of the Spirit, I don’t know. I’ll just leave such 

questions in the hands of the Lord. As a good Catholic, you know that the Church is the Teacher who 

finally judges what is true and what isn’t. 

 When Bob attended a Protestant theological school, he was taught that the course of the “true” 

Church has always been the Protestant tradition, that the “true” tradition of the Church was broken and 

the Catholic tradition took over somewhere in the early centuries, and it was not restored until the 

Protestant Reformation. Of course, this came with a complete body of assumed knowledge, seeming to be 

factual and logical. He never doubted this through his Protestant education and ministry as either a 

Presbyterian or a Baptist. 

 The Pentecostals teach that the true Church must be patterned after the First Century church so 

many of their groups claim to adhere only to those things present in Acts of the Apostles. (With some 

significant omissions, however.) They call themselves by names they garner from this thinking - 

Pentecostal, Apostolic, First Century, etc. These schools of thought are all based on interpretations of 

various things in the Scriptures. They are strongly believed, and on the basis of these beliefs other 

churches are judged. Most critically judged is the Roman Catholic Church. In fact, these groups form 

their church organization and fashion their beliefs, it seems to me now, more opposed to the Roman 

Church than in any positive understanding of their own. In other words, anything Catholic is repellent and 

guarded against. So the Holy Spirit Himself could hardly lead these people toward a truth if the Catholic 

Church espoused it. They would be closed to it. Bob and I have been completely committed to these 

schools of thought - both the Protestant and then for a time the Pentecostal/ Protestant. 

 When did this rebellious feeling toward the Roman Catholic Church begin? What is the truth 

about the tradition of the Church? Was the Roman Church guided into being by the Holy Spirit, or was it 

a deviation from the truth that took place at some critical point of history? Has the Roman Church been 

guided by the Holy Spirit, or is its belief mostly fabricated? How has the Roman Catholic Church the 

audacity to proclaim itself as the One True Church? How can it claim such a thing in the light of all its 

sins — fornicating Popes, cheating Bishops, lying priests, and cruel inquisitors - all in the name of the 
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Roman Church? Hadn’t Christendom suffered enough under this evil to justify a Luther centuries before 

he courageously stood against it? 

These were the questions that pressed on us when we began to feel a drawing toward the Roman 

Catholic Church that began in about 1966. I really don’t know how it started; it was mysterious. I know 

that it was not through contact with people at first. After Bob and I entered the Renewal of the Spirit, I 

began to jot down a list of things that were beginning to make sense to me. All happened to be doctrines 

of the Roman Catholic Church: the need for sacramental confession and absolution, the need for 

communion often (as Presbyterians we had communion four times a year), even the need for purgation 

before heaven. Of course, this was very curious because before the Spirit-infilling experience these things 

made no sense at all. I was offended by such concocted ideas and vigorously opposed them. As 

Protestants do, I had accepted negative explanations without question. No need for intermediaries, no 

need to make anything magical out of communion - don’t we have the Lord with us always? When we are 

“in Christ” what could this purgatory thing be but a medieval myth? So these stirrings were disturbing, 

but also intriguing. In fact, it was a glimpse of something that made me exceedingly curious. 

 From that time, contacts with my first Catholics began. There was Mother Teresa Smyth, who 

headed a home for the aged in Flint called Marion Hall, and a priest, Father Charles Conroy SJ, whom I 

met through Mother Smyth. I sensed in them something that changed curiosity to a kind of hunger - 

something I had never sensed in a Protestant, as strange as that may sound.  

 Just previous to this, I had been in a Catholic bookstore. How I ever happened to go into the place 

is mystifying because my anti-Catholic feelings were deep. But there I picked up a book off the rack - 

This Tremendous Lover by Fr. Eugene Boylan. Rather than choosing it, it chose me. I couldn’t get 

enough of that book. I read it and groaned over it. I almost wore it out. Nothing, aside from the experience 

of the Holy Spirit itself, affected me so deeply. Like a lens that was beginning to focus, the object was 

becoming clearer. The Roman Catholic Church, could it possibly be what it claimed to be -The Church? 

Even then, an inner “yes” to that question was growing unbidden, slipping over all the barriers. I still had 

not talked to any Catholics, except a former neighbor years before, whom I had tried vainly to convert and 

who, though she was very poor in understanding the Church, never was budged by my subtleties. 

 I should add here that when I was young, maybe about twelve, my family had summered in a 

cottage where there was a copy of The Imitation of Christ. My understanding of what was written there 

was very limited, but I had the same taste for it that was reappearing. Sitting on a sanddune, looking out 

over Lake Michigan, I heard through aKempis’ words a kind of calling from far away linked to something 

akin to homesickness. Especially haunting were his descriptions of the Eucharist which I didn’t even 

know were Catholic. Now I think back on that with some wonder because in the Church, expressed by so 
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many others, I do feel I have come home. But for years, this was not connected to anything tangible, not 

until this strange process began.  

 It was all very odd when you consider my background had been evangelical Protestant for 

generations.  My English roots are traced back to William the Conqueror, who was Catholic, of course. 

But intervening was the English Reformation. My great-grandfather, a convert from Anglicanism, was a 

Methodist missionary to the Fiji’s. My grandfather left medicine studies to become a Baptist preacher. 

My father became a ruling elder in the Presbyterian Church. All, with the possible exception of my dad, 

were fervent. Family history was a picture of Protestant disunity, and because of a growing love for Jesus 

Christ, I was developing a need for what he cried for - unity.  

 I began to visit the chapel on the top floor of a Catholic Hospital near our home - not too 

frequently, but when I had the occasion or was troubled about things. This chapel, lovely as it was, was 

just a room. But it was different from all others I had ever been in.  Someone was there. I knew nothing at 

the time about the Presence of the Host. But my attraction to the Church grew because of this Presence of 

Jesus that was palpable. Still, I hadn’t grappled with my intellectual hang ups about her. They didn’t seem 

important, though deep down was the realization that I would have to come to grips with them. The 

Reality of what was in the Church was more important to me already than reasons why it shouldn’t be so. 

Most importantly, the message of wives submission to husbands played an integral role in this 

whole process. It was my experience of grace through submission to God’s authority in the home that 

brought much of the truth of the Catholic Church to light. Did I want unity with Bob? I did. Submission 

supplied it. Did I desire real equality? I did. It actually lay in the acceptance of his headship. What I 

experienced in learning the power of submission made my heart ready, even achingly ready, to submit to 

God’s will in other things. Laying down so many of the intellectual hang-ups I had about the marriage 

relationship - all the reasoning about what should and shouldn’t be: rationales about successful parenting, 

concepts of equality in marriage - these I was given the grace to put down. (Some of them I have tried to 

pick up again, only to come to a painful dead-end.) In doing this, I tried to submit to the Lord to work 

through His headship in my life – my husband. When this was attempted, I had found a deep river of 

peace flowing underneath the hard intellectual rocks of reasoning I had thought were “it”. And then, 

miracles of miracles, the way was opening up, and contrary to my best understanding right and wrong 

were turned around. Bob’s authority and his way of doing things were graced. My thinking had often 

been deceived, yet affirmed by the culture all around. It had all seemed so right. What was this thing, 

“submission?” What was the truth in these matters? I thought I had it, and now like mist before the sun it 

had gone up mere vapor. 

If the uncritical acceptance of cultural patterns determining the marriage relationship was 

deception, what about the whole rationale behind the lack of submission to authority of the Protestant 
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tradition? There loomed the impossible statement of the Catholic Church about herself that she was the 

true authority of God on earth, the real succession of the authority of Jesus through Peter. If the secular 

understanding of what was meant by “equal” relationships, supported by sociology and psychology, had 

proved to be mere nothings or possibly opposed to the will of God, what about the reasoning that 

established the Protestant Church? It became suspect to me. The constant apologetics about the rightness 

of the Protestant and Pentecostal leadings began to sound hollow. I began to think that if we Protestants 

would give up and submit to an authority appointed by God, who knows the dense fog that would simply 

evaporate, as my ideas about marriage had? Unity of all the Christian churches that we prayed for had 

always been in view, but blocked by an entrenched stubbornness, often called “invincible ignorance”! 

 Learning my role as a woman in obedience to God’s will was a basic thing that happened in this 

overturn. Introduced to me in a significant dream, Mary then began to grow in my consciousness; she is 

still growing. Woman began to make sense, the One woman, Mary and my own existence. If in her self-

giving obedience she was what the Church proclaimed, the Mother of God, and my Mother - so it 

appeared in my growing experience, another whole facet was sliding into place. A facet distinctly not 

Protestant. It even cast light on the male headship of the Catholic Church. 

Bob’s attitude toward my new religious interest through these years was one of amusement. 

Though never overtly anti-Catholic, his attention was not drawn toward my studies. Plainly, that was 

God’s safeguard for me. I really believed at this point that God’s will for us together could only be known 

through His leading of Robert. For his part, he realized clearly that our relationship had undergone a 

wonderful transformation and that Biblical headship was the reason. In regard to my interest in 

Catholicism, Bob gave me freedom to grow in this direction, but he generally treated it as a whim. During 

the process I was never able accurately to describe to him what I felt or was learning because I really 

didn’t know myself. He would say to friends, “If I die, Nancy will run across the street and join St. 

Mike’s.” Big laugh there. But he was tolerant, and in time began to be more involved himself although 

without design. Never was he consciously interested or drawn toward Catholicism. He maintained this 

consciousness right up to the day that the Lord spoke to him about the course He wanted him to take. He 

did not read or even think about Catholicism and never considered it as a path for himself. At this time, 

besides work in the church, he was working with alcoholics in a hospital rehabilitation program. 

Father Conroy, my early contact, met Bob, and after leading some retreats in Flint, asked him to 

help on the first interfaith retreat held in the Convent of Mary Reparatrix in Detroit. We were both very 

much impressed with the youth despite age, vitality, and love of these sisters. Bob grew to love Father 

Conroy, and still has that love (RIP). He also went on a silent retreat for men at the Jesuit Retreat House 

in Detroit under the leadership of this same priest. But, despite these Catholic associations, he had no 
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thought of changing his religious affiliation. Happy as a Presbyterian minister, he was thoroughly content 

to follow his day to day guidance.   

 With the opening of an alcoholism unit in the Minneapolis General Hospital in 1969, Bob 

accepted a position there. We moved from Flint to Minneapolis and began the church search. In Flint, we 

had learned that obedience meant staying put in the fellowship of our Protestant non-charismatic church.  

That feeling of restlessness and criticism that occasionally tempted us to leave that church and join other 

Pentecostal friends in some separate existence was resisted. We had seen many blessings, large and small, 

poured out in our church body that did not know the charismatic fellowship even existed. To think that 

the Holy Spirit, if enlivening us as yeast, would now lead us out of the dough to ferment uselessly with 

other yeast in some isolated spot seemed incongruous to the Spirit of unity.  The demands of love were 

now more exacting than ever. We hoped that the Spirit had more control of us than previously, so the 

burden of proof was to love the brethren in humility and submit to them. If we succumbed to a temptation 

of arrogance, pride, noisiness, or attention-getting, we would be failing in the love expected and described 

in I Corinthians 13. 

 As a result, looking for a church fellowship in Minneapolis, it was not for a charismatic 

situation, but only for guidance to a church the Spirit chose as right for us and we for it. We attended a 

Presbyterian church for several months but the Spirit did not move us to stay there. Then one night we 

ended up at the last meeting of Emily Gardner Neale, a noted speaker on healing at the time, in an 

Episcopal Church in St. Louis Park. We liked the humble attitude of the two priests in the church and felt 

the draw of the Spirit that night. Much to my great happiness, Bob decided that we would attend that 

church. For a year and a half, we were diligent in attendance, in taking communion - we were granted that 

right though we were not Episcopalians - and we tried to get glued in there.  I think of it now with some 

wonder that God did not let us become stuck, but it was as though we had never attended that church 

when we were finally motivated to move on. Even though thirteen of us had taken up a pew every Sunday 

morning, we knew hardly one soul and never felt any attachment there at all — very strange. If we had 

been phantoms in their midst, they couldn’t have missed us less when we left. But we had been provided 

an introduction to a new kind of liturgical experience, and in retrospect could see this as a God-provided 

bridge to the Church. 

 In the peculiar restlessness we felt, we tried to find a reason. We thought perhaps it was the lack 

of church music we missed or more Christ-centered sermons. We just didn’t know. But eventually we 

went with friends to a Lutheran church. There were those things which, intellectually, we thought we 

were looking for – sermons, biblical and well done, music of hair-raising beauty – organ full tilt, and the 

possibility of frequent communion. The pastor would have allowed us to that table, although strangely 

enough, we never took communion in that church. Despite all this, we were miserable. What was it? We 
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had no fault to find. But the feeling of unrest wouldn’t leave us. We were still trying to faithfully 

overcome any faults of our own by sticking in that new situation when we went on the Ignatian Retreat in 

October of 1971 at the Cenacle Retreat House. Bob was also trying to get his obedience to the 

Presbyterian organization in place by attending the Presbytery meetings more faithfully. In his 

uncertainty, he was simply looking for God’s will. 

 The first night of the retreat, while reading the fifty-fifth chapter of Isaiah, the Lord spoke!  Bob 

heard that he was to join the Roman Catholic Church. It was a silent retreat, but he indicated our need to 

talk. We went for a walk on the grounds of the Cenacle and he dumbfounded me with his decision. After 

speaking to the priest-director of the retreat, he went forward with never a regret nor even a backward 

glance. On the Monday following, he asked his superior in the Presbyterian Church to erase his name 

permanently from the rolls. That drastic action was taken. 

 Without an upset anywhere, everything went smoothly. All of our children, ages nineteen to 

nine, seemed ready to accept the decision. Martha, who felt she would wait for her fiancé, Steve, did not 

join until she was confirmed with us the week before Thanksgiving, a year after our first communion. 

Every detail seemed tailored to our needs, including the man of God, Father Rinaldo Custodio, whom 

God sent to prepare us, and who continued to be our spiritual guide. A day doesn’t pass when I don’t 

thank God. It is such great evidence of His care for us. He made the path perfectly. When the Exodus 

story is read during Lent each year, it all seems our personal story – out of bondage, through the desert, 

and into the Promised Land. 

 That was the way it happened. Light was given to our understanding along the way. The summer 

before, I read looking for some answers to those questions stated near the beginning of this letter. Merton 

had become been a favorite. I read Seven Story Mountain. He was also a convert. Then I sought answers 

by reading part of Here I Stand the biography of Luther. I also read some history of the Church. Always, 

this was asking the Holy Spirit to witness to me what was real and true. I now have this understanding: 

Luther followed the will of God concerning the error in the Church, but Luther’s own disobedience in 

spirit led to the break in the Body of Christ.  He came to hate the Pope. In despising the Pope’s sin, he 

could not distinguish the man from the office as God’s appointed authority. He rebelled against him – 

God’s authority in his life. 

Instead of saying what might have made him a martyr and, surely, a saint, “I cannot recant God is 

my judge, but you are His authority in my life, so do to me what you must,” he ran away, thus saving his 

life but breaking the Body through his disobedience. The disobedient spirit bred more and more 

disobedience until the whole Church has been rent a thousand times (actually 34,000 times and more). It 

seems clear that had Luther died for his stand, through his obedience the Church would have been 

purified by the grace that God could have poured in through his sacrifice. But his disobedience brought 
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evil into the Church and broke the Body. And, as I say, this spirit then spread. No one would submit. If a 

man had a private revelation that was contrary to the part of the Body to which he was attached, he felt 

free to break away. It happened again and again, and all for the sake of preserving a tiny personal 

revelation. And so it continues right into our Holy Spirit prayer groups, leading me to believe that as long 

as we put a private truth before submission (which is love), Satan will have a very important influence on 

our further course. Submission to authority, God’s authority, purifies private revelation. God alone 

maintains Truth - man cannot do it. He can only ruin everything by putting forward the small insight 

which has been given him as though it were the whole picture. This process of breaking the body kills 

Jesus over and over. It breaks my heart. The intense desire that the Holy Spirit gradually put in our lives 

for unity of Christians was a great motivating force in our becoming Catholic. No small error or no small 

truth should get in the way of Love - let God take care of truth while we submit in love to one another and 

to the human authority God has established over us. Jesus is Truth, and we needn’t wrangle over truth. He 

will also use His established authority, to whom we submit, to protect and promote the Truth.  It will be 

the Real Truth, not just that little piece that you or I might glimpse and then be deceived by. 

 In my reading, I was impressed again and again that despite the sins and errors of the Church, 

God has never taken His Holy Spirit from her. In all her ways, she has been guarded and guided just as 

Jesus promised in John 15, and the centuries have been especially for her benefit. She is becoming the 

bride God is preparing without spot or wrinkle. If He had wanted the First Century Church as His bride, 

history would have ended with the Consummation. But the process of growth through which she has 

come is imparting perfection. That humans have muddled her and disgraced her is not to be wondered at - 

the wonder is that she is what she is despite sin. Jesus is at the center of everything in the Catholic 

Church. His Body and Blood are Reality around which all worship revolves. From that sacrificial altar all 

life is renewed. “Unless you eat my body and drink my blood, you have no life in you.”  

With each dissenting group, with each new break in the Body, the shame grows, and He is placed 

a little more to one side. As good as Scripture is, it cannot take His place. Nothing feeds us like His own 

Body and Blood as Jesus declares. That the great foundation stones of faith remain intact, that the Roman 

Catholic doctrines, though looking like dry bones to some, are still the very bones of the whole Body 

essential for unity - that all this is true despite evil men and Satan’s attacks is truly the ongoing miracle. 

The gates of Hell have tried, but have not been able to prevail against her. Through all these centuries, 

despite errors and sins, there have been thousands upon thousands of faithful, priests, sisters, and lay 

people, finding the fulfillment of all the promises of Scripture in the Church. This is miraculous - daily 

miraculous. 

 If anyone doubts that the Church is what she says she is, the True Church, think a moment about 

Satan’s attacks. What other religious group must suffer profanation of their worship because of demonic 
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parodies? The Mass is so potently alive with Jesus that Satan must drag it down by obscene Black 

Masses. Wherever the paganism of other lands made fertile soil for Satanic influence, and where Catholic 

missions work to displace diabolical intrusions, he confuses the world by labeling the sorcery and 

witchcraft, the superstition, as products of Catholicism. Where the same influences of superstition and 

idolatry abound, but Protestant missions are established, there is no such correlation. Catholicism is 

discredited by Satan with a special vengeance – recall the Mafia, demonic but with the trappings of 

Catholicism. Rarely; if ever, does Protestantism withstand slanderous attacks. “It’s where the Body is that 

the vultures gather together.” During the priest scandal of 2002 – oh, how grievously this hurt the Church 

- other denominations were riddled with even higher percentages of involved clergy, but it was of no 

interest to the media. 

 I can hardly begin to — in fact, I can’t — tell all the things that have come into mind as I write. 

As the Church teaches, there are many in other communions who know and are growing in salvation, but 

this is all more available, in right order, with complete protection, and with great graces within the true 

Church, the Roman Catholic. I feel that this process for those outside the Church is possible but much 

more difficult and not as joyous. I also believe that ecumenism will come, not as we all shed differences 

and try to grow together, but through submission. Love will never come into a marriage through rational 

ways. Love comes only as a woman submits to God’s order and lets love reign. The same is meant to be 

true of the Church. 

  Bob and I did not agree intellectually with every aspect of the Church – we didn’t even know a 

smattering of what she was - when we submitted to her headship over us. The Catechism wasn’t written. 

We must trust God to teach us what we do not know or understand. He had promised that the Apostles 

would be guided into all Truth – our bishops are their successors. They are His business, and in every way 

through them He protects His Church. If the day ever comes, by a stretch of the imagination that some 

error is forced upon us by those in the Church (it cannot be the Church herself), we would duck and 

weave and bob until we are in the corner. Then for the great love of the Church we shall with God’s grace 

(otherwise it would be simply impossible) say, “We love you, you are in error, we cannot accept this, but 

do to us whatever you must, we are still “part of you.” Then put our trust in God. 

 In the course of our early prayer group’s life, we saw the errors of each man’s inspiration and 

leading. There was some truth in it. There was error in much of it. Those members of the early group who 

followed their own lights were led into peculiar things, fanatic twists. The devil became well known to 

them disguised as the Angel of Light. All prayer groups are eventually tested in this way - will they or 

will they not accept authority for discernment and learn submission of their inspirations? This is what I 

see as one of the foundation stones of Catholicism. It was learned the same way we learned it in prayer 

groups. Remember the church in Corinth was a charismatic fellowship for all the world like our prayer 
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groups. In Paul’s first letter to them he was correcting possible youthful excesses wrongly attributed to 

the action of the Holy Spirit. This church and the others like it were the First Century Church, the baby 

Church. The growth to maturity has spanned the centuries and is not finished. Why should we be tempted 

to go back to recapture infant years, unnecessarily reliving growing pains  - time consuming errors that 

were so grievous to the Body. With the protection offered by Bishop and Pope, no prayer fellowship ever 

need relive Montanism or Gnosticism, devastating errors of the First and Second centuries. Yet many 

groups are doing that right now. We have the most perfect authority giving us complete protection, when 

we will let it, for the discernment and rout of Satan. It truly is the great ark which keeps us above the 

floods, protecting us and holding us until God’s time is up. 

 I have never known such joy and peace as I know being in her care. I do hope others, who might 

see her as she is, will be guided to pray more and more earnestly that the Spirit of submission, which is 

the Holy Spirit, more and more will open hearts and minds to where the unity of the Church lies. We 

should fast for the unity of His Body. A friend had a dream the other night that seemed to speak of this 

need - the other Christians outside the ark will be terrified and shaken in the evil and dark days which are 

coming. We need to pray they get into the ark in time. Perhaps the Supreme Court ruling on abortion was 

an early forerunner of this time of approaching darkness. It becomes darker in our day. Perhaps the 

growing attack of secularism on woman’s fruitful virtues and strengths, on authority and order, on 

Biblical morality, are preludes to the gathering storm. The ark is equipped to make safe passage. Sadly 

within her are those who unwittingly work to make her less seaworthy. They will not succeed. I hear 

some Catholics every day who demand their own private judgment and acting on democratic principles 

refuse Church guidance.  A democracy the Church is not! 

 As we associated with more and more Catholics, there was another influence that I’m sure helped 

in Bob’s decision. We had both been in churches since babes - Baptist, Congregational, Presbyterian, 

Episcopalian - with contacts in many others. We had known many Christians in these denominations, but 

even in the most devout of them the fruits of the Spirit were not as evident as in the devout Catholics we 

met. The lives of the sisters of the Cenacle and the priests whom we were learning to love were great 

witnesses to us. We remembered Jesus’ words,” You will know them by their fruits.” He hadn’t said 

“Biblical interpretations,” but “fruits.” Fruits come only from union of opposites, which entails 

submission. 

 I have referred to John’s Gospel where Our Lord, speaking to the Apostles, said that there was 

much He wanted to tell them but they were not ready for it.  He would in time lead them by the Holy 

Spirit into all truth. This gave us much to think about. Protestants attack the Catholic Church on their 

judgment of her “unbiblical tradition.” “You can’t find this and that in the Bible.” Jesus is clearly saying 

that a period of growth would be necessary, that the writers of the Gospels themselves have not been 
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initiated into all that He will teach in time to come. We must believe that the Tradition of the Church is 

the leading of the Holy Spirit. Under the canopy of the Church everything has undergone thorough testing 

by submission to His own authority. How can we doubt that what has been substantiated as dogma, the 

Assumption of Mary, and the Crowning of Mary, has been done so by the Lord Himself. 

  There’s just one more thing that comes to mind. Lately when I was rereading the end of 

the Gospel of John, I seemed to see Peter, so lovable, common and human, attesting his love to Jesus 

three times over and each time Jesus begging, “feed my sheep,” “feed my lambs.” And then I saw Peter 

through his successors, not always so valiant in the Spirit, but feeding the lambs, feeding the sheep from 

Peter’s chair over the centuries. And such food - the Body and Blood of our Lord! My years of 

goatishness still fresh in my mind, when independent of the Church I ate many things not good for me, in 

thanksgiving I cried out, “Peter, make me one of your lambs! Peter, feed me till our Lord comes again!” 

 So, Charlotte, God bless you in the same way. 
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Can We Overcome Our Estrangement? A Reply To Gene’s Letter 

Dear Gene, 

 How many times my mind returns to the closet where I have shelved our conflict? I open the 

door, stand there looking in, hoping something will emerge that will resolve the distress. But then, not 

finding the panacea, I close the door again and go away sorrowful. Today, because of your letter, I have 

decided to haul out all the contents of that closet and sort it right here in plain view of both of us. I’m 

thankful for your letter because it has been the key to ordering the contents of that otherwise disorder.  In 

reading it, I was aware that it gave me a working framework that would pull together all the ideas I’ve 

stored haphazardly marked “Separated Christians.”  Our separation and estrangement is more than a 

painful personal experience. The pain between us who have known and loved each other so well is a 

small part of a greater suffering that afflicts all Christendom. In view of Jesus’ impassioned plea to his 

Father and to us that “we all be one” even as he and his Father are one, we agree that we must work at 

finding a solution. 

 How can two couples, you and Doreen, Bob and I, who have loved each other with real Christian 

love, have come to this place where we can hardly tolerate each other’s belief? What has happened to us? 

We both claim the guidance of the Holy Spirit, yet you and Doreen are worshipping in a ‘home church” 

under your own leadership, while Bob and I have found our spiritual home in the Roman Catholic Church 

under successive layers of authority. You think we’ve been deceived by a “childish need” for authority 

which appears to you as a spiritual bondage; we believe you’ve been misled by deceptive ideas of 

inspiration and by the beckoning of a false freedom that truly is bondage. 

 There are four questions that you raised that I wish to reflect on. First, what is the relationship 

between personal revelation (guidance by the Holy Spirit) and Church doctrine? Second, were the earliest 

Christians wholly guided by personal revelation with no hierarchical structures and no doctrines? Third, 

why do we need the authority and the discernment of the Pope and the Magesterium for personal spiritual 

insights or revelation? Fourth, how does the teaching of obedience to authority lead us to Christian unity? 

 In looking back to our early prayer group experience together, you stated in your letter, “The 

progression towards freedom in Christ was meant to continue until we were all so free from reliance upon 

church doctrine and established Biblical interpretations that we could be completely dependent upon his 

guidance and care for us through his Spirit.” This brings us to the first question: What is the relationship 

between personal, Spirit-led revelation and church doctrine? 

 I agree that it is possible to rely on externals in our faith - dogma, and rituals, and never take the 

core of the gospel to heart - never to experience conversion. But there is more implied in your question 
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than that. You are saying that the Holy Spirit only freely guides people who disentangle themselves from 

the established Church. The thrust of your statement is that doctrine and interpretations of Scripture given 

by the Church over the ages are negative things, capable only of enslaving us. Each one of us should be 

entirely free of such bondage. 

 On the merely human level, Biblical interpretations, traditions, and doctrines appear to be the 

thoughtful, prayerful reflections on Scripture and Christian experience by the faithful over the ages. As a 

collected treasury of God-incidents, aren’t they a wisdom that has been verified in life by individual 

Christians again and again? But they go much further than that and carry much more Truth. Jesus tells us 

in John’s gospel that there is more truth to tell than he has been able to reveal to his disciples. However, 

he is not leaving them in the dark. He promises that he will send the Holy Spirit who will lead them into 

truth. He is speaking to a select group – the twelve. That leading of the Spirit through the Apostles and 

their apostolic heirs – the bishops, is what the Church calls “doctrine.” Doctrine is a word which merely 

expresses the agreement of the devout on the tremendous implications of the Word of God as it has 

unfolded over the generations. You would be interested in John Henry Cardinal Newman’s The 

Development of Doctrine. A convert to the Catholic Church, he profoundly explores the need for and 

assurance of truth in doctrine as it develops over the centuries under the canopy of Church authority. 

More is to be said about Tradition. 

 In this connection, our son Dan, now in his fourth year’s studies in engineering said, 

“Disregarding or scorning doctrine and tradition is like refusing to accept the development of 

mathematics since Archimedes, and insisting in your own lifetime to work out from scratch all your own 

equations, theorems, and tables.” Must each person reinvent the wheel?  

 In order to keep the unity of the Body of Christ, as this collective unfolding of truth takes place, 

there must be an authority, established by God, who by special gifts of discernment is able to make sure 

that there is no hidden error in the development of the original Christian idea. I have come to welcome the 

judgment of this authority because I have become aware of my own inadequacy to receive direct 

revelations from God, as limited as those would be. There is in me a human persuadability because of my 

finiteness, which easily gives Satan an opportunity to adulterate any small truth received. The Church acts 

as an umbrella to shield me from such deceptions in myself and others. You must surely see that all 

around are people like yourself who claim the inspiration of the Spirit who disagree with you, even 

intensely. 

 Therefore, it is difficult for me to believe what you imply - that the Holy Spirit inspires each 

person with a truth so apparent and so independent of his own foibles that this inspiration can become a 

bond between Christians. It has never happened that way historically. Not that the Holy Spirit is at fault. 
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Rather, he has limited himself so that we might be free. He has never taken over a personality to make it 

His robot.  When Satan does that, we call the person “possessed.”  It is our own imperfect, selective 

receiving sets that are the problem. Yet it is precisely this “problem” that makes possible the larger unity. 

No one can claim the whole knowledge, but may contribute only that small part which he alone has the 

frequency fine-tuned enough to receive. And if it does not fit perfectly into an ordered body of truth 

already tested and approved, it is not retained. Like yourself, on every side, however, there are Christians 

who profess not to need this collective truth, who believe that they are totally “led by the Spirit.” All of 

them would agree on your statement that we should be free from all church doctrine, but beyond that, any 

sign of unity among them is missing.  Many of these groups that hold ideas contrary to Christ but believe 

they come from “the Spirit” you would have a very hard time accepting. From your criteria how is it 

possible for you judge who is right? Are you your own authority? 

 You also stated, “We had been taught to accept the position of the early Christians, and that was 

where the Lord wanted us.” This brings us to our second question: Were the early Christians wholly 

guided by personal revelation with no hierarchical structures or doctrines? 

 How early do you want to go? St. Ignatius of Antioch would seem to fit your criteria of an early 

Christian. He lived between 50A.D. (twenty years after Jesus’ death) and 102A.D. He was certainly filled 

with the Holy Spirit, and he left many writings that delineate his beliefs. Your statements that Christian 

persons of his time “could not give extensive theological dissertations” and that “they relied on personal 

guidance of the Holy Spirit, not on established codes or hierarchical structures” just don’t fit him. Here is 

a first century Christian who was intensely theological, and believed in God’s working through Church 

structure. His teacher was St. John or at least St. Polycarp who was taught by St. John.  Both of these 

saints, John and Polycarp were intensely theological and adhered to hierarchical structures. Consider St. 

John’s Gospel and his witness there that Jesus, speaking only to the Apostles, told them that there were 

many things that were too much for them now. The Holy Spirit, He said, would over time guide them, 

that is, the Apostles, to further understand. After the Resurrection, the eleven were given power to forgive 

or retain sins. These things were not said to everyone; He was setting up the hierarchy of His Church 

(upon Peter, Rock) that continues to this day. 

 On his way to martyrdom for the sake of Jesus Christ, St. Ignatius wrote, “It is right for you to 

give glory in every way to Jesus Christ who has given glory to you; you must be holy in all things by 

being unified in perfect obedience in submission to the bishops and presbyters.” He would have been 

disturbed, I think, that personal guidance by the Spirit could be thought to conflict with obedience to 

bishop and priest. 
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 I agree, Gene, that we must begin where the first century Christians began by repenting and 

wholeheartedly accepting the Gospel of Jesus, then by asking the Holy Spirit to take over our lives.  But 

history’s long and difficult lessons are also a part of God’s plan. Otherwise a perfect Church would have 

been gathered to the Lord in the First Century. Instead, the perfecting process goes on. Isn’t that old 

statement, “those who don’t know history are condemned to relive her mistakes” also true for a follower 

of Jesus? Much has been sorted out over the years as to what is really of Christ and what really is not. St. 

Paul recognizing how misled people could be warned that even if an angel of God came with a different 

gospel than the one he preached, ignore the angel! He obviously thought such deception was possible. 

When we dismiss history’s value, we make a serious assumption - that we can develop in one lifetime a 

satisfactory understanding of God’s will and word, and that we can do this totally disassociated from all 

the other Christians who have ever lived. 

 This brings us to the third question. Why do we need the authority and discernment of the Pope 

and Magesterium for personal revelation? 

 The problem of individual inspiration versus apostolic authority appears very early in the Church. 

We know that St. Paul struggled with the Corinthians who, misunderstanding charismatic experience, had 

been quick to claim their own pipeline to God. St. John in the Third Epistle warns that a certain 

Diotrophes goes about with his own interpretations and ignores John’s apostolic authority. Diotrophes no 

doubt claimed direct Holy Spirit inspiration – so who needed an Apostle? 

 In the mid-second century, Priscilla and Maximilla, two women thought to be inspired by the 

Holy Spirit, encouraged Montane to conclude that he was the incarnation of the Holy Spirit just as Jesus 

had been the incarnation of the Second Person of the Trinity. He accused the established Church of being 

“psychic”(animal) while he was ordained to found and lead the “pneumatic”(spiritual) church. Does this 

sound familiar? Neither he nor the women would bow to the Bishop’s discernment of their private 

revelations. The conflict eventually convulsed the Church with the first schismatic heresy. There must be 

a question here as to whether this “inspiration of the Holy Spirit” was illusion or sanctity. But without the 

authority of the Bishops who would dare to say? 

 It is because this is a deception that has occurred again and again in the Christian body that the 

power gifts of the Holy Spirit are hedged about with protection. Our hidden motivations of pride are 

persistent. Without these protections, by our self-interest which uses and abuses all the gifts of God we 

might grasp that high-voltage of the Spirit and hurt ourselves and the Church. For our protection then, the 

Holy Spirit works in the human scene through two hands, so to speak, not one. The hand from above is 

magisterial teaching (the bishops as successors of the Apostles) and the discernment power given in their 

ordination. The hand from below is the individual charismatic Christian in his community. Together they 
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make up the Church. The hand from above, when assuming that it alone has the guidance of the Holy 

Spirit, becomes vainglorious and oppressive clericalism. The hand from below, when it believes only 

itself to be led by the Spirit is deceived and divisive. Both of these hands are equal in God’s sight and 

both need each other for that most important quality to be present - humility, a humility that is the ground 

for unity. 

 Humility does not deserve the name unless it is anchored in submission, each hand submitting to 

each. The hierarchy submits to the laity by meeting its needs in service. The laity submits to the hierarchy 

by allowing its experience in prayer and action to be discerned and weighed against the total faith picture. 

 Submission, or obedience, is the human act of will that Jesus exercised to insure his complete 

unity with the Father’s will. It is obedience that he teaches to his followers so that their unity each to each 

and to the Father will be assured. Twenty years ago, this is where the teaching on submission fit into our 

prayer group experience. You suggest that this teaching was an error, “the one big hurdle we could not 

overcome - the teaching on authority (and submission) which was so deeply rooted in the group.” We see 

it differently, and this is where the fourth question is raised. How does the teaching on obedience to 

authority lead us to Christian unity? 

 We have been told by Scripture and Church tradition that disobedience, rebelliousness to God’s 

will, is the fatal flaw in human beings damaged by the Fall. I encounter it in a practical way in all my 

thoughts and actions. You say, “submission implies a conflict of will and a surrender of power, neither of 

which we should continue to have.” I feel it is self-delusion to pass over these prideful mind-sets so 

easily. I am sorely tempted to dispense with these disagreeable agents of self-understanding — those who 

have authority over me. But I know how erroneous it would be to refuse submission to those authorities 

that God has put over me, either ecclesial authority or, in my own case, the authority of my husband, and 

still speak of being submissive to the Heavenly Father. I would only open myself up to all kinds of 

deception. It would be similar to saying that I can obey God and obey no one on earth. With your 

rejection of submission what do you do with I Corinthians 11, where St. Paul outlines the three levels of 

headship? God the Father is the head of Jesus, Jesus is the head of mankind, and the husband is the head 

of his wife.  

 It is possible to be called by God to be a prophet, but even here a note of obedience is always 

found, in fact, it is the test of a true prophet. Thus the true prophet when misunderstood or condemned by 

the Church, bows his head and takes punishment meekly, like Jesus did, so that the error can be corrected 

by the power of God, and so that there will be no disunity in the Body. 
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 I’ve jotted down a saying by John Baillie, a noted Presbyterian theologian of the first part of our 

century. He understood the deep dynamic of submission when he wrote, “No submission however humble 

is of the nature of true religion, unless it be a trusting submission, unless its Law be also a Gospel, unless 

its humility be the humble acceptance of a gracious salvation already accomplished by God Himself.” It is 

God who brings about all the effects of submission - unity and fruitfulness. It is he who gives the 

submissive one the disposition to offer a suitable heart as the medium for unity and fruitfulness. 

 When we submit, do we lose freedom? In the Catholic Church we found the great blessing of 

making a self-surrender to God in which our true selves are handed back to us, the possibility of 

erroneous self-direction cut away. It is in being directed, in being discerned by the Church, it is in reading 

the Scriptures under the canopy of the Church, it is in praying to achieve the mind of the Church, that we 

have found our fullest self-expression, our most complete freedom. Added to this, for which we have 

immense gratitude, we find ourselves united with hundreds, thousands, even billions of brothers and 

sisters of obedient heart from all times, from every city and country that ever was, with the angels and 

saints, in a communion of love that defies the human mind to comprehend - we all eat of one Body and 

drink of one Blood. We are coming close to answering Our Lord’s fervent prayer, “May they all be one, 

Father, as you and I are one.” 

 You and Doreen, and Bob and I long to know oneness with each other in Our Lord. We are at 

poles where we cannot submit to each other except as we might submit to a third party given us by God as 

an overarching authority to effect our unity. Bob and I have felt guided to this as a solution for our 

growing desire for unity with all the faithful of Christ. Is there any other way? 

With love, in Christ,  Nancy 
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A Letter on Self-Hatred: 

To a Daughter Who Does Not Believe in Confession 

Dear Susan, 

 I have your letter here and it breaks my heart. I acutely feel your agony because I have been at 

that place of self-hate myself many times - a place where I would have torn at myself in utter frustration. 

There you are off in Michigan and I want to take you in my arms and tell you it’s all right. . .or that it will 

be all right. 

 You struggle and struggle and seem to be beaten in the fight. You keep saying that you hate 

yourself.  It may be premature, I hope not, but I want to share with what I have been discovering about 

self-hate. Can I convince you that the very remedy at hand is the one that you declare you do not need, do 

not want, and will not have? Maybe not – but please try to hear me out. I am only opening my own 

experience – what I have painfully learned, and that the Church offers this remedy. Please, don’t be angry 

or think you know all about it, until I explain. 

 I have come to believe that the reason I hated myself was because I loved myself too much. 

Could that be possible? Oh yes! I loved myself too much! I woke up to seeing myself as a big baby sitting 

in the middle of a circle with the world around me, expecting everyone and everything to attend to me. 

 I’ve been reading a good book, Pascal’s Pensee’s, and was struck by his statement;  

...we are born unjust for all seek their own good. This is contrary to 
order: we must seek the general good; and the bias towards self is the 
beginning of disorder . . . Wherefore our will is corrupt. 

 If Pascal is right, I am not the only one born into this world with a very basic feeling that we 

humans don’t identify - a feeling which we accept as a fact. We assume that we should be able to do 

whatever we please, whenever we please, wherever we please without interference or restriction. Our 

culture, these days, keeps declaring it.  

 Obviously this self-adoration could be called corruption. It is as though we felt that we were a 

god. In our ignorance, we believe that what is true of God, that He can do anything, should be true of us. 

Actually, God cannot be that way because He is self-giving love.  

 In our case, however, we all begin life behaving with a lordly attitude, an attitude by which we 

expect everything and everyone to work together for whatever we desire. The world doesn’t cooperate, 

Susie. Have you noticed?  It is designed to thwart that willfulness. The very environment will not serve us 

unless we first serve it, and even then it seems to gain the upper hand in the end. You can cut the grass 

and trim the trees and shrubs, but the moment you cease, they take over. Vegetation will grow over our 
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graves. Even atomic power can be controlled just so long - and then Man is powerless to do anything 

about it. 

  But more than that, we are surrounded by very many other people, all as self-centered as 

ourselves. Have you ever felt hemmed in on all sides by events and persons who seriously curtail your 

power and desires? Makes you angry, doesn’t it?  These interferences and restrictions to our drive for 

perfect autonomy (self-rule) make us very angry - at things that go wrong and at other people.  

 We better learn very early to curb these angry feelings, not because of any great change of heart 

(we are just as willful underneath) but because temper tantrums, we soon learn, give us less power, not 

more. People restrict us more when we show our anger. So a smart person learns early enough that there 

are better methods for getting our way. Gradually, we train ourselves to appear to be quite pleasant and 

easy-going so that we will experience as little disagreeableness from others as possible. If we can appear 

humble and loveable, (do you remember Underdog?) we can manage to get our own way in more subtle 

ways because people will relax if they don’t sense rivalry for their claim of center stage. I suppose this 

sounds very cynical – but I am reading my own heart. Ugly as it is.  

 There is another way we suffer defeat of our lordliness – that is our fallibility. Even if 

environment and others did not hinder our drive for omnipotence, our basic makeup would still make it 

impossible. For we are fallible, oh ouch, which means we are weak, dependent beings, wholly dependent 

on a Being who made us! Without Him we are nothing.  Deep down, until we surrender to God, we all 

hate that dependence, that weakness, that fallibility.  We want to think we can never fail, never make a 

mistake, never have a weakness that we cannot control or master. 

 The other day I made a horrible mistake.  I did not recognize a wife of one of the second year 

class of deacons.  I’ve met her, even talked to her over several years.  When I saw her the other day, I 

asked her where I knew her from.  I thought maybe she had been in one of my classes! She was 

flabbergasted. I kicked myself around the block for being so dumb. I still feel horrible when I think of it. 

You see, my idea of myself is that I should never make such a gaffe. I should never make a mistake, or 

show a weakness. I feel I should be infallible and would be, except that I’m just too dumb to live up to 

my lordly ideas of myself. Do you see the way self-hate grows? 

 Because I have had an especially lofty idea of myself that I could never pull off, my failures soon 

made me despise myself. It was like I wanted to build a tower of Babel and take over heaven, but the 

miserable tower kept collapsing, and I despised myself for my inability that kept me down on the ground. 

 Pascal helped me here again in his clear way; 
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Blind is the man who does not hate self-love in itself and the insistence 
which prompts him to self-deification (being god-like). Who can fail to 
see that nothing is more contrary to justice and truth? For it is untrue that 
we deserve it (deification) and it is unfair and quite out of our reach since 
all men are after the same thing.  It is a state obviously wrong, innate in 
us, from which we cannot escape and from which we must escape. 

 This self-hate and self-deprecation can end - if we can accept ourselves as we really are. We are, 

each one of us, a mere creature - totally dependent. We all have at least one enduring weakness, usually 

many more. Even St. Paul had a “thorn in the flesh” which he prayed God would take away. But the Lord 

told him that that weakness was necessary. He would not take it away. Then Paul would not get prideful 

but would always know that any strength he had was really God’s strength working through his weakness. 

 This isn’t only for Paul. If anyone of us were without weakness or failure, and were always strong 

and victorious, we would never find God’s salvation because we simply wouldn’t believe we needed 

anything. We hate to need. We hate to be needy. Being in need is humiliating.  

 It wouldn’t be humiliating, if we were really humble, if we accepted ourselves as we are - 

needful, dependent creatures whose needs are filled by Another. St. Thomas, as brilliant a man as has ever 

lived, pleads with God to forgive his infirmity, his begrimed self, his blindness and his poverty (meaning 

poorness of Spirit).We can begin to get over our self-hate which is based on inordinate self-love by truly 

accepting and embracing weakness and neediness. 

 How does guilt figure in this? I propose that deeper down than self-hate is self-love, and deeper 

down than self-love is the deep knowledge of our true relationship to God, the real relationship of a weak 

child (dependent and needful) on a Father. We have all snatched our inheritance and said, “Thanks a lot, 

Dad, but I’m perfectly able to go it alone. I know you mean well, but you just don’t know what’s best for 

me; your ways are old-fashioned and there’s something in this place that inhibits the real me. So, so long, 

I’ll do much better on my own.” 

  Of course, that broken relationship makes us feel guilty. It isn’t guilt we can rub out by 

psychotherapy or growth groups because it is a real guilt. We really are guilty and God has given us the 

strong sense of moral guilt to motivate us to relieve it the right way, by true repentance and by accepting 

the overflowing forgiveness of the Father. We don’t have to live with guilt. When we see the real 

problem, and rather than angrily moving further from the Father, find a real sorrow for what we are doing, 

it can pass away like mist before the sun. 

 This is where the confessional comes in. But, you “don’t believe in confession” because you “ask 

God to forgive you all the time.” Besides, you have “plenty to be mad about.” OK. Do I hear you saying 

in yet another way that you can take care of yourself? Isn’t that exactly the core problem? You haven’t 
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been able to take care of yourself. It does take a first act of humility to open that confessional door and get 

down on your knees to the unseen priest. We all resist it. Actually that first act may be the most important 

– opening the door and entering. The rest isn’t that hard. Get all that stuff off your back; it is so heavy and 

cumbersome. We keep adjusting it one way, then another, trying to lighten the weight. Why would Jesus 

have given us this sacrament – he did, you know, giving the Apostles the power to forgive or retain sins – 

if we could handle it ourselves?  His provisions for us are always because of love. So it is his love that 

meets us on the other side of the Confessional door. Confession and absolution get down to the basics - 

our wrong self-love, our wrong self-hate, our unreasonable demands on ourselves, our failures. Do you 

want to know yourself? Do you want to know how God sees you? The true mirror is in the confessional.  

 We face this guilt which is more akin to anger - the depression of not being able to stay King-Of-

The-Hill; of feeling depressed, inadequate and powerless. After climbing to the top of the heap, our 

unsuccessful struggle has landed us at the bottom again and again. We are guilty for not living up to our 

grandiose dreams. Rather than being lords, we are wallowing down here with the rest of these failures! 

We just can’t muster the strength to climb and fight our way up there again. There’s a way to avoid this 

guilt. Again the confessional exposes the unreal belief about ourselves that claims we are independent, 

super beings who never have a need we can’t meet, or a weakness that trips us up. We love ourselves 

much too much. 

 If we really want a true love of self that avoids this string of problems, let’s get real. We will, 

each one of us, always have a great weakness; we will always be liable to failure, at least as individual 

creatures. You will always have a weakness about food. God is not going to take that weakness away, for 

without it you would be a vain, proud person who would never learn anything about your separation from 

God. You can keep scrambling up to a lordly idea of your skinny self, and keep falling down, getting 

guilty, depressed, angry at a God who won’t let you run things your way. Or you can give up and say, “I 

accept this weakness as me. That’s what I am, weak and very needy. I’ll be weak and needy all my life. In 

fact, I shall love this weakness and this neediness if it makes me totally real and dependent as I am 

created to be - dependent on you, O Lord.  

 I keep praying a prayer like this – I’ve changed it with your personal struggle in mind: 

O Lord, I shall no longer strive after independence and lordliness; 

autonomy. I accept my childlikeness. With every bite of food I eat, every 

meal of my whole life I shall see my total weakness and dependence. I 

cannot control anything about my life because I cannot even control 

myself. I am content to be weak - because your strength, O Lord, is made 

perfect in my weakness. If I ever abstain from overeating, if I ever am 
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slim, it will be all to your credit, because I know my utter inability to do 

either one. From this day on, I surrender. I no longer shall hold on to a 

false idea of myself.” 

 I am certain, Susie, that this is the root of real righteousness, of the true relationship between God 

and me, between God and you. Recourse to forgiveness is always there with that amazing mirror. It is 

simply to get the perspective right to put God in the center of everything, the universe, and you and me on 

the outer ring with all our brothers and sisters in creation - all of us gazing worshipfully on the glorious, 

center - HIM. Realizing my total dependence on that center of my circle, revolving around Him all my 

life (with every bite of food I eat), my weakness demands recognition of total dependence. And when I 

fail? O Lord, thank you for the Confessional! 

 Your particular weakness is blessed, I think. When a person has such an all pervading weakness 

as food to be faced each and every day, God must want that person especially to be putty in His Hands. 

He must especially want to use such a person for that person’s happiness and His good. When we find 

that humble place of acceptance we are happy. Believe me, there is no happiness like it. That is real 

submission.  

 There must be some special destiny for you struggling as you do. As your mom, I’ve always 

suspected that. It is a weakness that is both the most difficult and the easiest to overcome - the most 

difficult to try to battle by your own ego and strength, and the most readily overcome by surrender to 

weakness and trust in God’s strength. 

 When a person reaches this low point of self-acceptance as a sinner (if that’s language you can 

understand) then one can truly love himself without any problem, for he loves himself is he is created - an 

ordinary human being whose life, assets, gifts, strengths, values, beauties, are all astounding, fantastic 

gifts given to him from an ever-loving, just, and merciful Father. Then he can really love himself. 

 I spoke of three levels - the first self-hate, the second self-love, and the third a deep knowledge of 

our true relationship to God our Father. It’s on that deepest level that lies true love of self. It is on this 

level where I love my dependent creaturely, my childlike condition, that my Father crowns me a queen. 

“All, this mass of misery is a proof of ‘greatness,’” says Pascal, “It is the misery of a great Lord, of a 

discrowned, King.” 

 So, that thrust in us to be a lord or a lady, a king or queen has some basis after all; it just must be 

based on the truth about ourselves. We cannot crown ourselves. “If anyone would be first, he must be last 

of all, and servant of all.” (Mark 9:35) .Jesus does’ not ask suppression or repression of self-love here. He 

does not say, “do not desire to be first.” But he says something quite different. He acknowledges this 
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dreadful need in all of us to be first; to be recognized, to be special, valued and loved, and then tells us 

how to achieve or fulfill this ‘desire.’ He uses the need, putting it to work for the salvation of the person 

and the world.  

 “All right, he says, “that’s what drives you? You want to be first? Then here’s the way - be last, 

be servant. Put yourself in the last place, but not uselessly by words, do it by actions. Become the lackey 

of everyone.” What does a lackey do? Menial things, things nobody else wants to do, hidden things 

because they are inconsequential things like washing clothes, scrubbing toilets and tubs, moping up spilt 

milk, being available for long detailed stories of childish adventures. Jesus as much as promises that in 

doing these menial, mundane, unknown things that the consuming need we have to be first will be 

satisfied. How? That remains in His hands. If we do it because of His word, and if we keep it real lackey 

work, that is to say hidden, and unsung, then it fulfills the requirements for God’s rewarding us openly. 

He will crown us in time. 

 Well, this came together as I wrote it. I don’t know if it will make any sense to my dear Susie. I 

hope it doesn’t just sound like words, words. We’ve talked this all over many times before. I just want to 

hug you.   Mom 

P.S. Your Dad and I are praying for you! 
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Letter To The Editors: A Reply to Dr. Summerman’s (pseudonym) Article on Social Justice. 

Dear Sirs: 

 Screwtape is toasting these days to the continued clear thinking of our theologians and to 

the furtherance of articles such as Dr. Summerman’s which appeared in the January Catholic Bulletin. 

This diatribe against the Church comes thinly disguised as an article on Social Justice. One wonders if the 

distinction between the Church’s work in the world and the condition of the world, and the work within 

the body of the Church and the order of that body is really not understood by an Associate Professor of 

Theology. I am a poor convert who presumes to suggest that the work and nature of the Holy Spirit in 

both spheres seems to be ignored - a rather important Person to overlook. 

The Church won me over by teaching me that the “world outside” is rightly the constant concern 

of the Church and she must, in this realm, vigorously defend the weak from the avaricious, and the 

innocent from the powerful and greedy. In the world, the Church must promote democratic political 

action, and equal rights, and peace between nations, for the world is in the control of a value system 

which, without the protection of man from man, will annihilate not only one man by another, but nations 

by nations which in this day threatens the continuance of Mother Earth herself. When bad men have 

power, good men and bad men alike suffer. The Church, in her concern for all men as God’s creatures, 

must stand in the breech with all the weight and persuasion she can muster. 

The situation within the Church, she has taught me, is an entirely different matter. The body of 

the Church is made up of persons who like me, recognizing their need, realizing their fallenness and their 

participation in the injustices of earthly sin, come to the Church for redemption. I entered the Church by 

penitence. I was then given, not by demanding it, but by a gift undeserved, participation and a place in the 

Body. The members sustenance in that place is maintained by the continual nourishment of the Body, a 

place we cannot maintain by ourselves. We have given up the necessary world value of democracy, which 

is a stop-gap; we have given up independence, and individualism, and the cry for individual attention for 

a much better identity, an identity like unto Christ Jesus, who humbled Himself and obeyed. It is the 

identity meant for us humans before we fell, before we picked up as our own the diabolical values of the 

Evil One.  The “good” known in the Body of Christ is far different from the “good” known in the world. 
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In the world, it may be “good” to protect the rights of “gays” from the cruel and narrow-minded; in the 

Church, the “good” is healed lives, the “good” is humility to accept the judgment of God’s Word on such 

disordered and unwholesome behavior and permit His grace and mercy to heal and restore. (Such healing 

is happening in the Church.) As rebellious as that Word makes the world, it cannot make the members 

angry to know that there is a Divine moral order and that the Lord of all is offended by perversion of his 

creation. To accept homosexuals as worshippers is not the problem; with a penitent spirit, God accepts all 

of us sinners. But He cannot accept their activities as befitting those who are in the Body - “Do not be 

deceived, those who do these things will not inherit the kingdom.” 

To write these things to a theologian seems untoward – I am not qualified, but it seems necessary.  

In the Church, the Holy Spirit is the vital life-giving Being; the parts of the Body, vital as each cell is, do 

not dictate the kind of life or the quality of life of the Body. The Spirit does. For that we are thankful. 

Democracy is unknown in the Body: no one votes for or against the rule of the Spirit. The principle is 

authority and obedience. The “aggressive participatory Christianity” that Summerman espouses is cancer 

in the Body. The parts of the Body are not, by this, passive and inert, they are actively cooperating, but 

cooperating with a purpose and plan far greater than themselves, more inclusive than they can even 

surmise. For this reason, the Body is hierarchically organized - even the visible Church. The people of 

God believing that this hierarchy, despite human weaknesses and faults, is guided by the Holy Spirit for 

the edification of all, do not place their individual judgments above this judgment, but trusting the 

supernatural dimension, pull down God’s justice into their midst. Because of their faith, despite all 

possible bent intentions on the part of the human individuals who lead them, they are guided without 

error. This has been Catholic doctrine in the Church since its founding. If this is no longer believed by an 

individual, there are many places outside the Church where intellectual comfort can be found. 

“Truth” is a word used by Dr. Summerman as she questions Humanae Vitae. What “truth”? In the 

Church, the Truth Is Christ Jesus Himself. By faith we believe that He speaks through His established 

authority and through His written Word. The teaching of the Church on sexuality, therefore, though not 

infallible which means entirely without error, had best be thoroughly absorbed with the personal will 

intent on “having the mind of the Church.” Such intent will not lead astray nor is there any possibility of 

“pious blackmail.” For Christ Himself speaks through Humanae Vitae not in the specific words and 

phrases, but in the general content and leading which are thoroughly in accord with the teaching of the 

Word in Scripture and Sacred Tradition through the ages. 

The question of “binding words of our bishops and authorities” is raised by Dr. Summerton. Can 

it be “binding” for the cells of the Body to obey? Anything else we call cancer. Is it not their joyful duty 

in every way to be adaptable to the whole and follow, with trust in God, the direction given? What is this 
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sense of restriction? Do we expect our wills to never feel crossed by God’s Will? Isn’t that the message of 

Jesus, “take up your cross and follow me?” Everything Jesus asks will not automatically fit our 

worldview. We shall indeed be crucified if we are to be some day as God wants us to be. The Truth will 

be like Jesus, a great Sign of Contradiction. We hate to be contradicted, but such restriction will only be 

the Truth that sets us free. Instead of bemoaning it, I encourage our Bishops to be unswervingly faithful to 

the difficult words inspired by the Holy Spirit and begin to pray for the grace to conform myself to them.  

Sincerely In Christ, 
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A Parable Letter 

MODES OF TRANSPORT TO THE FINAL ABODE 

Dear Rebecca; 

 We have shared so deeply over all these years – how many prayers, studies, and long 

conversations have been part of that? We have such a God-given friendship! So why have I been so 

tongue-tied about this Church I have found to be the wonderful fulfillment of our spiritual hope? I have 

been thinking about our differences of belief about the Church since our last phone conversation.  You 

have been full of questions about our move to Catholicism, and I seem unable to really explain to your 

satisfaction what that change is all about. I’ve wondered if trying a parable kind of thing might be a better 

way. 

So, let me try a different approach.  

From Detroit to what in Detroit is known as Heaven, there are many forms of transportation. You, 

my friend, Rebecca, in Detroit ask why I think one of these transports is the best. You would ask, aren’t 

they all headed in the same direction?  Would the Destination Director really discriminate and make it 

more likely for one of those conveyances to make a safe and satisfactory trip than the others? What really 

can the difference amount to when the Destinator loves all those who are traveling toward him, and 

promises that all who persevere will complete the journey? 

To analyze this transportation system and the questions it raises let us begin with ox carts. First, it 

is important to know that all travelers, regardless of conveyance, are intent on leaving the country where 

they had been born and eventually arriving at a country promised by God.  All travelers hope to arrive at 

this country where God reigns and in which death will be no more.  

At a certain point in the transport business history, a well-intentioned, even fervent group of 

travelers grew disenchanted with the established rail line that had carried passengers for what amounts to 

three-fourths of Christian time. They determined that there must be a purer, more natural, more down-to-

earth, a more self-directed form of transportation than the sleek creature that sped them along and which 

so often seemed to them totally oblivious of the country side and the gritty, real life that went on there. So 

they removed themselves, found folks willing to sell them oxen, and built themselves solid wagons. 

(There were, after all, many who saw no need for any other country than the one they were living in, and 

thought all this travel stuff was bunk, and so for a price were willing to supply what was needed.) So our 

sturdy adventurers assembled themselves around a prophetic one who claimed to know the way, and set 

out together in their lumbering vehicles. They were clearly in touch with reality of a certain kind: the 

bumps of the hard road or the slog of the boggy swamp, the need for fodder for the animals, and at times 
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for a replacement ox or wheel, as well as the need for nourishment and water which was found for the 

whole company only with some effort. Better this, they believed, than that WayBread given on the track-

running-demon which with its scandalous claim had demanded worship! Such idolatry!  

The difficulties were many. But as they compared their hardships with those who didn’t 

experience such efforts, their self-congratulation made the way easier. When certain of their party became 

convinced that the prophetic leader had missed a critical turn and was leading the company off course, an 

anxious group broke from the rest under a new prophetic leader and set off to make what they sincerely 

believed was a correction. This happened at intervals until the original group could scarcely be found in 

the countryside, and ox carts could be seen traveling in all directions - which the locals pointed to 

confirming their cynicism about travel. Whether or not the ox carts would reach their destination became 

a question, though it was possible with divine help that some would not completely lose the thread. From 

all these clumps of mud-splattered drays continues the cry, “Lord, Lord” to this day. This cry they learned 

while on the Great Transport. (However, all had long forgotten the sequel to this exclamation which every 

Traveler should always remember. It is found in Matthew 7.) 

Ox-carts are not the only vehicles on the way between Detroit and Heaven; they are far out 

numbered by the automobiles of many shapes, forms and varying degrees of power. We would certainly 

expect this of Detroit. After millennia, view of the whole landscape from a satellite confirmed that besides 

crusty ox-carts, there were also autos going hither and yon. The passengers in the autos had also grown 

disenchanted with life on the Great Transport, or rather their forefathers had. Certainly ox-carts held no 

attraction; more comfort and decorum must be compatible with the Divine Mind. The auto, they decided, 

would have the same surety of arrival at that ultimate destination, but with certain great advantages over 

the rail-running Vehicle, and certainly refinement of the ox-cart. 

 First, there was the necessary freedom for an individual to take the wheel which included the 

control of the car to stop whenever curiosity dictated, and then to stay over a while at a good Bed and 

Breakfast absorbing the local flavor. Some of these places had the reputation for delicious meals. So good 

was local food that some car riders settled down comfortably in obscure villages. However, for the rest, to 

satisfy the old need to travel with people of like mind, whole groups sped along together. But always the 

individual could break away to investigate some tourist attraction at his own leisure – wonderful.  This 

was clearly an advantage: to have the friendship of the group when you wanted it, but also not to be 

bound by these associations. Also there were those bossy folks who were determined to drive, always 

taking the wheel. Better not to be with them. Others liked to be passengers going along for the ride, 

having left the rail-bound train simply for the excitement of being on new roads. The few disadvantages; 

the need for fuel, possible flat tires, or finding one’s curiosity had led so far afield that a loss of direction 
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was final, didn’t deter these lovers of excitement. Sometimes after a spiritual high some just forgot what 

the whole trip was about and settled down in a compatible village. Even being lost could be overcome, it 

was believed, by the car radio through which various powerful preachers could reach the insouciant 

traveler. There was much dependence on these preachers, though the folks in the vehicles could turn them 

down, if not off. After so many miles, the tedious embellishment of the Divine Word they were supposed 

to preach made it difficult to really concentrate on this stuff anyway. 

We will not long deal here with the solitary walkers who had left the Main Conveyance for the 

joy of taking the journey alone. They followed their own intuitions about Heaven, hiking first starry-eyed 

toward first this vision, and then, happily enough, that. From the heights it was evident they went in 

circles until, disenchanted with it all, they lay down to endless sleep. A few realizing the futility of the 

continual circles, made it back to a station to reboard the Original Transport.  There, with the rails safely 

under them, their spiritual visions often inspired the other more prosaic commuters.   

So let us get to that Main Conveyance. Its origins were truly with the Destination Director who 

called Himself “The Alpha and the Omega.” He had designed a vehicle with only the needs of the 

beloved-lost in mind. Nothing had been spared, not even His son, whom He sent to be the engineer in 

charge of constructing the Divine-bound vehicle. But first this Son passed a most grievous test that 

proved his worthiness and the perdurance of his work. Coming for the beloved-lost and making sure they 

were on this safe and secure Passage had cost him his life. This test made him the only one who could lay 

the rails for the Transport from Detroit to Heaven. But his death meant he would by necessity return to 

Heaven ahead of the beloved ones, so he appointed a man as head engineer who would actually take the 

controls, obey all the signals along the way, keep the wheels on the track, and manage the speed. This 

man as a trusted steward would end his appointed mortal days at the controls, to be followed by another 

man taking the same authorized position. Sometimes this engineer had grave personal defects that would 

keep him from ever enjoying Heaven himself, yet this failure could not remove the train from the tracks 

even if it slowed its progress. Therefore, everyone staying on this great train could be assured that taking 

advantage of all of its provisions he would indeed arrive at the one and only Destination.  

This sleek, high- powered, forever-fueled train (another story of Divine Personal involvement), 

skimmed along through the dreary lands. What envy it provoked! The land-bound hated it for its 

intrusive, glistening, roaring ways which, they said, just reeked of superiority. Those in cars and ox-carts 

despised its pretentious claims to be on the one track laid by the Son, as well as what seemed to be its 

power and prestige. “Ahh,” they groused, “It could only be explained as being hinged on power or 

money.” 
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But what about those who rode on this train? Well, many had been born aboard. Some learned 

with heart-knowledge all that was taught about their speeding home by their elders, and accepted into 

their being the true worth of the interior, sacramental life that was passed on. They gathered it in, 

absorbing from their mother’s milk a love and appreciation of all the blessings of the train. Looking out of 

its windows upon the blurred landscape, they knew that they were blessed indeed to be whirling along, 

safely cared fo,r through all kinds of mires and bogs, wrong turns and dead ends littered with remnants of 

wagons and cars. 

But there were others who shrugged off lessons and prayers; who looked longingly at the passing 

world, and who finally strapped on the wayfarers bag, got off at a station, and went out to find an ox-cart, 

an automobile, or to walk off unto the nearest path. Behind them they left grieving family - mothers, and 

fathers - all kinds of kin, but also the hope that comparison with other forms of journeying would find 

them at a station further down the track, ready to come back with a kindled love for their true speeding 

home. 

There were many others without the courage to strike out, but who stayed aboard nearly blind to 

where they were, what they were doing there, the Destination, and whether they even wanted to go there. 

It was the Destinator’s work to decide about their entrance to Heaven when the train arrived, and it was 

the work of the co-passengers to love them and pray for a great awakening which in fact often happened. 

It was also the work of their companions to suffer fools gladly, a valuable part of being a true participant 

in the travel. 

In these latter days there appeared another most oxymoronic group. In former times folks like 

these had departed the Transport in a huff - they were of the same mind as those who built ox-carts and 

hired cars. Now, it had become the rage (a word not used loosely) to stay on the train! They had no 

stomach for what was taught there, and though claiming the sacraments as theirs, they taught a twisted 

understanding which confused many people. They were very verbal, especially in stirring up envy for the 

engineer. Strangely enough this envy was of maleness which was one criterion for all the engineers and 

his conductors. They were seen hassling, even strong-arming any who disagreed with them, especially the 

many conductors who headed physical sections of the train. Because of the original Divine directives 

about the meaning of each sex, that this could not be changed was obvious from the beginning. However, 

notwithstanding all the fuss, the rails remained, and the train went forward relentlessly. 

For the most part the people on this train moved comfortably from one car to another, even 

though, I suppose, differing classes of folks were evident and there were cars where one felt especially at 

home. As with all human assemblies, and this was both human and divine, there were many cultural 

levels evident. That was one of the great attractive qualities of train-life. Indian village women to German 
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philosophers, though they wouldn’t have chosen to spend all their time in each others’ company, greatly 

enjoyed each others insights on life which ranged from witty to wise. Human nature with its vagaries was 

celebrated daily by some big party of fun, even hilarity, which kindled the disgust of those who admired 

the primitive ox cart group, and the condescension of those who would eventual choose the company of 

auto riders. At every station these would clamber off to a “purer faith” and find themselves a cart or a 

rental car. 

  At the same time coming aboard constantly was a more interesting group. Some of these had 

never before begun a journey to Heaven. Arising from some depths of need or new consciousness they 

looked around one morning and realized that there was One answer to everything and the only place it 

was offered was on that Great Train. Picking up the Bible - a most valuable Record that originated on the 

Train and was available everywhere - they absorbed the Word. The Son, they eventually reasoned, must 

have left a vehicle that rode only the tracks he had laid, where all could ride in unity. He couldn’t have 

meant the Bible to speak on its own, because there were so many who would cut throats over its 

interpretation. Each cart and car had one. He didn’t mean for all these divergent routes and uneven trails, 

or silly drays alongside of sillier Mercedes. It couldn’t be. Then there were the others who had labored in 

one of these vehicles and had come to the same conclusion. The Son had left a means of travel and they 

weren’t on it. What an act of humility it was to give up driving themselves, and board a vehicle on rails in 

which their will had so little to do with direction and outcome. Upon awakening, these waited with new 

eyes for the train to come into their station, and mounting the steps were greeted with great joy by the on-

boarders. 

 Then there were the intellectuals: and these were a heartening group because they had thought 

and thought and struggled and thought, and eventually gave it all up for acceptance. Many of them had 

been very anti-train at one point, defending cars and ox carts for all they were worth, or loathing both, but 

the arguments grew thin and their words more and more contrived. Some had been preachers for the radio 

system that kept the autos plugging along, but the vacuity of their arguments that put riders to sleep kept 

them awake. After sleepless nights, and anxious days, scolded and frowned upon by friends and relatives, 

even facing shunning for their slip-sliding toward the train, they could do nothing else but board at the 

nearest station. These were a pure joy when they became co-travelers because of the enrichment they 

brought to the whole onboard family. Family? Yes, the travelers on the train knew that each and every 

one was a brother and sister - class in this, though interesting, was not a barrier, in fact it was a source of 

revelry. 

Occasionally these thinkers would gather in the club car, their favorite spot, and spend the night 

with Jack Daniels, cigars, and great discussions - it was their fun to freely explore each other’s expertise 
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because all their roads of thought would at last center in the One who was Truth, Goodness, and Beauty. 

What hoots of joy would startle those in adjoining cars! (True, not everybody was interested, nor did they 

need to be.) Now don’t think that these were all university folks; far from it. Betsy the hairdresser, Bob 

the car salesman, and Larry the trumpeter of a jazz band were there alongside of Malcolm, John Henry, 

Richard John, G.K., Hillaire and Ronald. Some of the first who were self-studied outstripped the latter. 

Some had made wonderful discoveries in the faith, insights which simply delighted the others. 

The freedom of life on this train was complete. Divine Food for the journey was taken each day 

in the most solemn and efficacious way; no one searched for food. There were common axioms spoken in 

the other vehicles that had no place here. Such a phrase as The Best Answer to a Question is Another 

Question drew furrowed brows among these riders; and Seeking is Better than Finding drew the same 

quizzical looks. Here people were given answers, and the sought was Found. So a deep peace pervaded 

those who traveled with such assurance, even though, sadly, the seatmate might be contemplating leaving 

the train at the next station and turned to castigate his companion for “smugness.”  

Yes, food was plenteous and fully satisfying. Also no one on the train had to worry about its 

direction or its ultimate end. That’s what the rails and the engineer were concerned about. What could 

bring more peace and happiness than that? The family could attend to other things more ameliorative to 

human nature than to be snagged in theological or moral problems that they thought they should solve. 

Submission of self will, so difficult outside of this community, was simply in place by the act of being on 

the train and being content. 

Obviously, at the end of the line the judgment of the Destinator still is to be faced. There will be 

those who blasé to the end, will be totally nonplussed when faced by Him. He will do the sorting out. But 

certainly many will debark the train into Paradise, eager to finish the final purifying that most will still 

need after such a long journey. Meanwhile how many cars and carts will come close? Perhaps some, but 

how much work will remain before their occupants gain the attitude that will see them over the last few 

miles? And how will they learn what it is that is missing since they chose not to take all the advantages 

that the Destinator freely gave at such a grave price when he created this Fail-proof Vehicle? It may of 

course come to them in a flash that they made a serious error; they may then repent and enter for a happy 

purification. But sadly some may defend their personal journey because of what they invested in it, a 

recalcitrance and pride that will not easily be overcome. 

Dear friend, I sincerely pray that I will find you embarking at the very next station.  
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Post script:  My friend, Rebecca, died without boarding the train. In a dream a year later to the day, she 

and I were on a walk when we entered a resting place.  When I walked on, I believed she was with me, 

but after a time, I found myself back at the resting place and there she was. She looked very debilitated, 

weak and laying back against some pillows. “I never went with you,” was what she whispered. When I 

awoke I was amazed that this dream occurred on the anniversary of her death. May she be at peace and be 

strengthened on her journey. 
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A REPLY TO MY FAMILY 

 

Dear Paul and Iris. . . and Mother; 

 In the past month, I have received letters from all three of you - dear brother Paul, sister-in-law 

Iris, and Mom - which lay here on my desk in a little pool of love which I stir around every now and then. 

I am never quite sure what to do. I have turned them over, reread them and placed them back there, 

feeling guilty sometimes, and quite inadequate to address what they stir up. I believe so deeply that 

something quite wonderful could happen, given a move by the Holy Spirit, but feel utterly helpless in 

how this can come about.  You have all stated things about this marriage crisis that fits into what the 

others have said, and it seems impossible to answer without opening you three to each other. That’s why I 

write one letter, but is this the right thing to do? I am uncertain. Yet, the three of you might come 

together. Lately Bob has been encouraging me to go ahead and express what I am thinking, hoping not to 

upset you.  That’s a tall order, but Bob reminds me that we believe in reconciliation. We trust the Spirit, 

then act with hope for those we love.  

 You see, you who are closer to my heart than any others, I want to make a case for Catholicism. I 

do this because I think the problems stated in your letters are solvable through the truth of God as it waits 

to be known in His Church. Knowing quite a bit about your belief systems, having come from them 

myself, no doubt this will run counter to your feelings. Anyone who strikes out with a suggestion about 

faith, must take a risk.  I have often heard you, Paul, persuasively explain your Unity beliefs.  Now my 

servant task for Christ is not to turn away from expressing mine because of possible misunderstanding.    

Therefore, I will try to present what I understand the Church offers trusting that our mutual love 

will allow me to make a mistake, if this is a mistake.  In this regard, imagine how heartless it would be for 

a person with a bitter remedy for an illness to decide not to risk the dislike of the patient, choosing rather 

to let him suffer on.  Bitter as it may seem to be, what follows is the medicine as I see it for Paul and Iris’s 

separation, Iris’s seeming resistance to religious faith, Paul’s “spiritual” life in AA and Unity, and 

Mother’s concern and worry.  The facts I work with are taken from your letters. 

Iris states that she is suspicious of what she has seen and experienced when Paul witnesses to 

“religion.” She believes that his religious conviction is subjective. With people like Paul, she can see no 

connection to reality beyond that person’s mind.  It seems to her strictly personal and very possibly 

illusional, not to say delusional. When such religion gives the person permission to do what he wants to 
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do and be what he wants to be, it is only self endorsement of his inclinations. She sees this religion gives 

freedom is to do whatever feels good, boosting an already self-serving way of viewing the world.  It does 

very little, even nothing, to change the person, modify his ego or restrict any excessive tendencies. How 

can such a religion be verified?  Looking around, she sees this individualism carries itself out when those 

of like mind and habit gather together and call themselves by religious designations -  all the different 

Protestant denominations, she thinks, and the spin-off sects like B’Hai, Mormon, Seventh Day Adventist, 

and Jehovah Witness. All claim some basis in the Bible and have very good people as members. She lays 

the strong antipathy of one sect to the others to difference in individual temperaments that becomes a 

group temperament. This confusion makes it impossible for her to believe there is anything more behind 

any of these sects than deep subjective, psychological motivations. Yet they all come up with convincing 

rationales.  

Iris has reason to think this way. She is being more honest in what she has experienced than most. 

Isn’t this what Protestantism and its spin-off cults seem to present? Protestantism lives on the philosophic 

root planted in the sixteenth century reformation. Out of it have come to full term in modern life a strong 

individualism and an independent, often rebellious spirit. Denying any authoritative word of Truth that 

demands submission of the intellect, the resulting agnosticism makes one opinion as good as another. We 

call it “relativism.”  Each one hammers out a faith or no faith; whatever suits him best.  Taken to its 

logical conclusion, there is no Reality called Truth.  There is Nothing out there, Nothing that is Away and 

Above us all, ultimate and unquestioned, no Truth before which we must all bend the knee, or before 

which we will be judged.  The Bible the Protestant is free to interpret for himself as each dogmatic 

founder of a new branch of Protestantism has done until they number over 34,000.  Private judgment 

rules! So what is true? 

Paul’s recent excursion into belief in a Higher Power has done him well in the matter of sobriety. 

Thank God for AA. Beyond that – this extension into Unity only confirms Iris’ suspicions. Paul wrote, “I, 

for one, intend to continue to do God’s will for me, and let others, all others, do whatever they think their 

guides and masters wish them to do.” In other words, “God as I understand him.” This may help to pull 

people out of the ditch – God responds to the cry of the poor – but, if not matured in deeper 

understanding, ends in pure subjectivism, pure relativism.  Each person, then, has his own Higher Power 

and must be true to what his H.P. tells him today. But there are as many Higher Powers as there are 

people, so there is no real Higher Power – meaning God.  

Paul goes on, “Whenever I am in doubt as to what to do, I wait quietly until my intuition tells me 

what to do.  If my feelings are positive that is the way I will go, if my feelings are negative that way I will 

not go.” About which, Iris says, “He says he lives his life ‘one day at a time’ and has no idea how he will 

feel tomorrow about me or anything else.”  
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Is there, then, nothing Real? Is there no overarching Truth which confronts every person? Is Iris 

right that what we call truth is only what feels good, or what appeals to our self-justifying minds? Or is it 

possible that what is subjective may actually at times be wrong?   

That word! Wrong. It assumes that there is Right and Wrong – out there! I am sure there are 

human actions that Paul would declare wrong, even perverted.  By what criteria would he judge?  Has he 

ever thought that something was evil? Now, when a person turns his life and will over to God (as he 

understands him), if from that time on he holds to a moral code beyond himself, or if he makes painful 

sacrifices for the good of others, or if such persons when acting badly apologize and made amends, 

perhaps Iris would consider the reality of a Higher Power. She witnesses that she has not seen attachment 

to any particular truth by those claiming to live by a Higher Power, though she does feel gratitude for 

Paul’s sobriety. 

If Iris is expressing a need for ultimate Truth, one that she can totally trust and submit to, she is 

very close to Catholic faith.  That is just what the Catholic Church claims to have been given.  The Truth, 

for which it is custodian for 2000 years, is Jesus Christ himself.  He is eternal and unchanging; so Truth is 

eternal and unchanging. Unanimity exists among those who submit to that Truth.  That is, each one gives 

up his own subjective inclinations and takes on the mind of Christ in the Church.  Therefore, the true 

Church of Christ is One though today made up of over a billion members. 

This Church claims to be Apostolic. That is, she goes back in an unbroken line of consistent 

belief to Jesus and his apostles; to the time when this Truth was demonstrated to mankind in the life, 

death and resurrection of Jesus.  She is also Universal, which is what “catholic” means. Her truth in 

doctrine and form of worship are found in very country and culture of the world, and in every era since 

Christ. To a time or a space traveler this universality is evident, no matter when or where. The Truth in 

the Catholic Church is preserved regardless of the human men who administer it, because it is preserved 

from error by Jesus himself.  So this Church does have a pure, objective Truth which does not depend on 

men’s minds, upon their cultural perceptions, or upon the recent psychological or sociological trends. She 

is not a trendy Church. Current trend-setters would threaten, if it were possible, to obliterate the Church. 

Everything about her Truth transcends the merely subjective. 

It is only reasonable to believe in such a Church. I think all four of us, five including Bob, would 

agree that there is a God who is responsible for Creation.  If we begin with that foundation of belief, it is 

illogical to think that the Creator had no idea what Creation was all about. In other words, that He should 

give that creation no direction as to its destiny, or how to achieve its happiness and fulfillment. If a human 

creator, say a potter, makes something completely idiotic, with no obvious intent, no imagined use, no 

beauty, such an attitude would label the potter unreasonable, even insane. Our universe does not speak to 

the scientist of idiocy or insanity – ask Einstein.  It speaks of order, purpose, plan and beauty. Without 
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order there could be no science.  These knowable attributes came from the hand of Intelligence, from an 

Author who knew what He was doing and why He was doing it. 

When God established a Church – which scripture affirms He did – that one true Church must be 

reasonable for God communicates to His creature Man what the order, purpose and plan are.  He has not 

left his creature in a vacuum to figure it out anyway he would, nor has he given him confounding 

directions, impossible to discern, throwing him back on his own efforts.  We are born into a dark wood, 

Dante said, and only God’s Word is the lamp to our feet for finding the right path. This light is the gift of 

an intelligent and loving God who does not leave His creature in darkness.  

We still see the miserable result of mankind’s turn against God, deciding to go his own way 

(similar to Paul, I think). The Bible begins with this refusal of love.  But God has communicated 

constantly through the ages, so that mankind might be reconciled to God. The fatal decision, Genesis tells 

us, was determined by an Adversary.  Satan continues strong in subjective religion because it is not 

tamper-proof. Subjective religion is subject to intrusions which are at odds with God.  

This inspired Genesis story goes on to tell us profound truth in a mythological form. Eve’s 

decision to eat the forbidden fruit was guided only by what she thought good or bad for herself, not by 

anything God said (this is what the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil is all about). Paul and 

Mother have said that they do not believe in Satan – what do they do with this story? Satan was present to 

encourage Eve. Her disobedience would thwart God’s order, purpose and plan, at least temporarily. 

Because of love, God would use time to woo Man back to Himself. Forming a chosen people through the 

centuries, eventually He comes among them not only to demonstrate His order, purpose and plan but to 

give Himself in Love.  His own people rejected him even as he knew they would. But to show them the 

depths of his love, He accepted death on a Cross.  His resurrection proved who He had declared Himself 

to be – the Lord of the Universe, the One upon whom everything depends.  

Our loving God does not guide us remotely.  He speaks to our hearts within us, just as Paul says.  

But only when tested against the Church’s interpretation of Scripture, an authority far beyond us, can we 

know it is He.  The word that speaks within us must conform to the criteria of Truth - a standard far 

beyond ourselves. For instance, a man may justify committing adultery as an act of love which, however, 

contradicts the seventh Commandment of God and therefore is a word that cannot come from God. The 

Church herself has three authoritative streams coming directly from God to which all seekers of Truth 

must conform: Scripture, Sacred Tradition, and the Teaching Magesterium (the headship of Pope and 

bishops given to the Church to discern truth from falsehood). 

Obedience to this Church, guards the mind from infiltration by Satan.  The Church can lead no 

one astray. Twenty centuries and more have passed, and not one word given as truth by the Church later 
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proved to be inconsistent to Jesus the Truth.  This was the guarantee of Christ which brings us to the third 

part of reasonableness. 

God made us and at incredible cost redeemed us giving each one a role in His order, purpose and 

plan. After such an investment, it is inconceivable that retaking His place in Heaven he left those He 

loved to their own devices. It is just as inconceivable that He left things so tangled and unclear as to give 

rise to thousands of different sects and denominations each with its own interpretation of who he is and 

what his words mean. He said the thing he wanted most was for us to be one. 

He must have left an order and safeguarded it so this very thing, oneness, unity, could happen! 

Because the Holy Spirit is one with God the Father and God the Son, it cannot be He, the Spirit of Unity 

that is the source of this multiplication of churches.  It must be the work of the divisive one, Satan. Yet, 

the Holy Spirit works in them to restore these divisions to unity. Jesus gave the apostles full authority for 

all time, so that that oneness would be possible.  He guaranteed the protection and continuance of a purely 

objective body that could be relied upon for life here and life eternal.  

The Gospels tell of Jesus passing his own authority to the disciples – who heeds you, heeds me – 

as the Father sends me, I send you – go make disciples, baptizing in the name of Father, Son and Holy 

Spirit – upon this Rock, Peter, I will build my Church and the gates of Hell will not prevail against her. 

This Church is God’s own instrument for communicating and protecting the Truth about His order, 

purpose and plan for mankind as a whole, and for us individuals.  

 

The door into the Church is narrow and small, so to enter one must become small. Outside the 

door one must unload baggage - the right to a personal world view, an egotistical pursuit of happiness, a 

freedom of “lifestyle,” and hardest of all, the autonomous judgment about good and bad.  One must bow 

down, give up all pride of figuring out life for oneself, leave behind all private judgment, and simply 

accept, like a child, the Lord upon the Cross as the meaning to everything.  Isn’t that a small door?  Jesus 

described the narrow door as the way that leads to Life found by few, while the broad way to destruction 

is followed by many.  

There is confusion about this door because of imitators who make the same claim. I refer to 

fundamentalist Christians.  Their entrance, moreover, is into a very small room without other doors or 

windows, while the narrow door of Catholicism leads to wondrous rooms of windows opening to wide 

vistas inviting exploration.   

If one agrees that God is the author of all and exists outside of the human mind, and that He has a 

purpose for the creation that He communicates to His creature Man so that he may freely fulfill his 

meaning; and if one agrees that there is a necessity to protect that relationship of God and Man from an 

Enemy’s deception, then one finds no difficulty in believing in an authoritative Church because the word 
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itself comes from “Author.”  The Author has made clear what is of Him and what is not.  The 

authoritative Church, the only one that claims and exercises this authority, must have a final word within 

itself where all decisions are finally made, where final earthly authority rests.  That office was established 

by Jesus Christ who gave the power to “loose and to bind,” who gave keys to “lock and unlock.”  That 

office is that of the Holy Father, the Pope.  When Catholics receive communion they are witnessing to 

oneness in Christ with each other and with the Holy Father as earthly head of the Church.  

The narrow door sorts out a great many good people who prefer their own goodness. God loves 

them, but he warned about false prophets and false teaching. St. Paul had many battles with false ideas 

that came along with the name of Jesus, with those who refused apostolic authority and preferred their 

own inspirations. Without a keen desire for Truth these stood outside the narrow door because it asks for 

submission of self-will. Many stand there still. 

Because of what she is, struggles go on around the door of the Church. The father of lies cannot 

tolerate the idea of Truth, and he keeps confusion swirling around the Church who claims that ground. 

Over the ages, his attacks are her history. The real truth of these affairs is never presented – the crusades, 

the Galileo affair, the Spanish inquisition – but what propaganda they have made! Wouldn’t that be what 

we would expect? When so much effort has gone into besmirching her, there must be something mighty 

important going on inside.  When do you hear of a Protestant church being desecrated, or a Protestant 

black service aped by Satanists! It is the Catholic Church whose holy Mass must be the object of 

desecration because the Body of Christ is truly present.  

I have not lost sight of the Paul and Iris controversy.  Understanding why the Church has 

authority to say what it says was the first necessity.  Then when she says some very straight things to us, 

we can understand that if we want the Truth, we must hear her out.   

Paul and Iris, do you want the truth about yourselves and your life? Both as individuals and your 

life as a couple? The truth she holds offers total forgiveness from all errors, ignorance, and deliberate sins 

of the past.  No other entity on earth has that power and complete cleansing to offer. She offers “a fifth 

step” like no other. One walks away from her Fifth Step, which she calls a sacrament, a new-born person 

in conscience – clean and clear. Jesus gave that authority to the Church.  Further life in the Church heals 

from every compulsion and obsession through continual reliance on the sacraments.  The Catholic 

Christian is offered freedom from sexual dead-ends of compulsion and obsession when, combined with 

the confessional, he/she accepts what the Church teaches. She gives her blessing to all sexual activity 

when experienced within her precepts. I think from what you both have said, this would be a tremendous 

blessing.  Giving up our personal idea of sexual freedom, we learn what real freedom is.  Of course, the 

spiritual benefits are beyond telling, spilling over into a healed psyche and body.  Paul already is 

convinced, as I have heard him say, that physical ills are rooted in problems of the soul. 
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If you will seek the truth, there is wonderful hope for both of you. As it is, Paul’s experience of 

God is suspect in Iris’ eyes because of its selfish subjectivity. Iris’s lack of interest in spiritual things is 

too much for Paul.  Mother sides with Paul, feeling he is “spiritual” and seeking.  On the other hand she 

expresses doubt that Iris has religious interest.  I would ask Mother if she has ever challenged her own 

Protestant way of seeing things, or if her faith has challenged her to accept hard things contrary to her 

reasoning.  She accepts Paul’s “meditations” as religious without wondering if Jesus Christ or Who is at 

the center of those meditations. He denies it is Jesus.  In this she is as subjective about religion as he is. 

Does nothing matter except that someone is claiming religion?  Paul’s so-called religion has no answers.  

Both he and Mother are on the same subjective ground that may have little or no validity in God’s eyes.  

When Iris writes, “My heart tells me that Paul is ill and will get better with God’s help,” I find that a 

faith-filled statement. Mother, I think, you must be willing to offer more than loyalty to my brother.  

Paul writes, “In our view it is arrogant egoism that we might know what is best for anyone else.” 

If that is, indeed, our own view, you are right, Paul. However, as I have just explained, if God has plainly 

told us what truth is, then it is not arrogant egotism to share it; it is something worse to keep it to oneself.  

The Truth of the Church I cannot claim. It is as far above me as the heavens are far above the earth.  

When a beggar has found a place where they give free bread, he rushes off to tell other beggars. If they 

refuse to believe him, and accuse him of pride when he says he is eating free bread, his pride is not the 

real problem. 

Paul, and maybe Iris, too, on a certain level believes that religious faith is the only hope for 

happiness and fulfillment in this life and eternal life with God after this life. (Paul isn’t sure about eternal 

life). Therefore, true religious faith is the only hope for your reconciliation.  Mother believes this. Though 

you cannot submit to each other – Iris to Paul’s subjective religious belief, nor Paul to Iris’ seeming lack 

of religion, which he now declares he needs in a wife. It is only possible that two persons with such 

differing views could both submit to something greater that either of them, especially to something of 

surety. This is what St. Paul says is the means of reconciliation – submission of two opposites to 

something higher and sure.  

Bob was meditating on the following Scripture when he heard God tell him to wipe his name off 

the rolls of ministry in the Presbyterian Church, take his family, and follow God into the Catholic Church. 

At the time, Mother was deeply offended by this, and I have appreciated her silence. Perhaps this letter 

will help her understand. I do not think we have shared this scripture with her.  The words are from Isaiah 

55, and they have more than fulfilled their promise to us: 

Ho, everyone who thirsts 

come to the waters, 

and he who has no money,  
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come buy and eat! 

Come buy wine and milk 

without money and without price. 

 

We both send our most heartfelt love and concern for each of you with this letter. 
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A CORESPONDENCE WITH DARLENE- Several letters over a span of years. 

 

Dear Darlene; 

Bob and I think of you often when we are reading and talking together about faith and the 

Church. We always say, "I wonder what Darlene would think about this?" It has been really good to have 

a friend to counter us on things, and make us think about the other side occasionally. Though as I remind 

you, we came from that other side where you remain.  We just read a book by a former Protestant minister 

- a novel that is very interesting as he goes through one obstacle after another, misconceptions he has 

been taught and believed, and finally finds his way into Catholicism.  It is called How Firm a Foundation  

by Marcus Grodi.  He was trained at Gordon-Conwell, a very conservative Evangelical seminary and now 

heads “The Coming Home Network”, a resource for the many Protestant ministers who are becoming 

Catholic. Do you have internet?  They have a website. He also deals with those leaving Catholicism for 

Protestantism. 

Meant as a warning to Bob and me, a couple of times you have referred to our Lord's saying, 

"Depart from me, I never knew you."  Perhaps your interpretation of these words and ours is similar. I 

wonder? Do you go back to the meaning of "knew" in both Hebrew (yada) and Greek (ginosko)? In 

Hebrew (we assume that Jesus was speaking Aramaic, but used a word that referred back to the strong, 

traditional, Old Testament usage of knowing) yada. It was the term for sexual intercourse.  This 

peculiarly intimate meaning can only refer to the intimate encounter with Jesus which he left us in Holy 

Eucharist. It fits with his saying that unless you eat his body and drink his blood you have no life in you. 

John 6:53. He is giving himself, penetrating us, and we are docile receivers. He desires to “know” us. 

 To "conceive" and have life, one must have this yada (knowing) experience. I know you 

minimize this 53rd verse by appealing to John 6:63, “the spirit gives life, the flesh is of no avail” and 

which cannot by any stretch negate the whole section on "eating his body and drinking his blood." This 

later use of “flesh” is explained by referring to John 8:15 - "you judge according to the flesh . .."  In these 

John 6 verses Jesus is then using “flesh” in two separate ways. It is the weakness of the flesh (our human 

condition) that he is referring to in verse 63, not the flesh that is his body given for us in the earlier verse 

53.  I don't see Jesus saying, "Sorry, folks, I only meant it figuratively," when people turned away from 

him after he had declared that "unless you eat my body and drink my blood, you have no life in you.” 

Without this experience of receiving Him into us, he may say the dreaded words you quote above. 

“Depart from me, I never knew you.”  Of course, another angle on this is receiving the Holy Spirit as a 

transformation of our being that makes us fruitful, sort of like the barren women of the Old Testament 

who were made fruitful by the Lord, an intimate yada experience.   
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 I've had a chance to look over the books you sent.  We are aware of Nouwen's work, and have a 

couple of his books - so we add this to them.  Two of the books are really deceptive - I mean untruthful.  

The one that purports to be a conversation by Catholics to Catholics is especially so.  The writers are all 

ex-Catholics, most, if not all of them religious sisters or priests.  Those dissenters are common, and if 

examined usually it is disagreement with the Church's strict sexual rules that underlie their disaffection.  

A priest psychologist has made the connection between dissent and sexual misbehavior - from my 

observation a sharp one.   

 Because St. Ignatius of Antioch has been in our morning readings lately, I think he can counter 

some of their falsity better than anyone.  He died in 107 by being thrown to the wild animals in the Arena 

- an old man.  He took St. Peter's place in Antioch as Bishop when Peter went on to Rome, so he is 

contemporary with the disciples.  Possibly St. John was still alive when St. Ignatius was baptized. These 

are some quotes from him - hard to get them out of a book on our copier, but hope that they are readable. 

 ( Here I took quotes from St. Ignatius in the Prayer of the Church concerning the Church as a 

divinely established, visible society - the salvation of souls is its end. Those who separate themselves 

from it, cut themselves off from God. The hierarchy of the Church instituted by Jesus; and the threefold 

character of the hierarchy  - priests, deacons and bishops. Also the doctrine of the Eucharist, which word 

we find for the first time applied to the Blessed Sacrament. St. Ignatius, moreover, denounces in principle 

the Protestant doctrine of private judgment in matters of religion.) 

 So what is this statement of yours - “the Eucharist is the body and the blood of Christ was not an 

apostolic, or a Biblical belief?” What about I Corinthians 11:27 - and the paragraph earlier?  I don't see 

Jesus apologizing when people turned away from him after he had declared that "unless you eat my body 

and drink my blood, you have no life in you!"  John 6 

 No, these books, and I hope you didn't take them seriously, are filled with deceit, and we know 

who the master liar is, and why he would promote this.  Did your sister friend take them at face value?  I'd 

be sorry for her if she has. 

 

When I read your letters, I don't know where to start.  I knew before looking it up what your 

reference to Revelation 18 was, because my grandfather in the North Baptist church of Flint, MI, 

preached and taught the book of Revelation in a similar anti-Catholic manner. He, too, imagined the 

reference there to be the Roman Catholic Church. You know that at one time I fully accepted this 

interpretation. How erroneous it is cannot be expressed adequately, though even the text itself refutes it!  

The blood of the saints referred to in the last verses was shed by Imperial Rome. These martyrs would all 

recognize and adhere to the One True Church they died for (Ignatius of Antioch was one), and distinguish 

it readily from the diminished churches who have left the fold.  They were members of this One Body 
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nourished by the Body and Blood of Christ, attested to by St. Ignatius, St. Iraneus, St. Polycarp, Justin 

Martyr and others of the First and Second Centuries when the book of Revelation was written. 

 

In the night from somewhere came this thought which upon awakening seemed the only way 

to answer.  It is in the form of a parable.  I see you and others of your frame of mind sitting on a desert 

island in the midst of the sea, hungry and memorizing the constitution of a country.  You are thrilled by 

this constitution, by the possibility of such a place and what it promises.  You take pride in memorizing it. 

You even try to follow some of its precepts, but you are, nevertheless, starving. Yet, should you walk to 

the other side of the island, and just across the channel you would see a country!  This is the country that 

lives by this constitution that has enthralled you.  The people there are well-fed and happy.  Every 

promise of the constitution you memorize, is theirs. Many of them don't even know about the 

constitution; very few study it.  They don't need to, they live in the country; they enjoy all that the country 

is. However, when some do study the constitution, they find it enhances everything they already enjoy.  

Recognizing the origins of the country makes it even more wonderful, but it isn't necessary for Life and 

Life Abundant. No one would ever make memorizing the constitution a goal, nor would they think of 

understanding the constitution without having experienced the country where the benefits it promises are 

real. 

That explains how I see your efforts, versus the grace by which Catholics live.  I praise God 

that I am one of the unworthy.  I do invite you to study the Church from inside rather than to read the 

critics from outside.  That is, give the people who have moved from islands to the mainland a chance to 

tell you why.  That is the only reasonable way - study what insiders have to say.  We have Scott Hahn 

tapes, Rosalyn Moss, and many others who are knowledgeable converts, and will send them in a 

heartbeat.  

By the way, what do you make of the end of the 11th and opening of the 12th chapter of 

Revelation? She who is the Ark of God, bearing the Divine Word, her Seed, the seed of Genesis 3, the 

seed of the new Eve and new mother (Jesus gave her to us from the Cross),who will crush the Serpent's 

head.  She comes from the Temple in Heaven where she has been crowned by the Holy Trinity.  She is 

not God, she is human, but she stands in for us until (we) His Bride is formed.  The Book of Revelation is 

a very Catholic book - not understandable by starving people who live outside the country. 

If love is a burning desire to share truth, this is sent with much Love,  

 

 

Sorry that my little analogy, I thought it was good, but it came across as self-serving - probably 

was. I remember very well being on that island thinking "the Bible alone." Only to find that the bulwark  
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(or pillar) and foundation of Truth is the Church - I Timothy 3:15  And that the Traditions we must cling 

to are handed on by letter and by oral transmission - Thessalonians. 2:15 

About the account of your pastor's troubles and his Spirit-leading you recounted.  It stirs in me 

anything but a witness of the Spirit. I see grave error.  We have a dear friend who under the leading of the 

Spirit - so he thought - went to Russia and did many of the things your pastor has done in Albania.  The 

result was the founding of churches which when he left disintegrated into factions.  How can the Holy 

Spirit of Unity be the instigator of such headless bodies?  Without following Jesus Christ's order in 

establishing His Church, disobedience is the result no matter what name you call it, no matter how many 

Bible verses are called into play.  With private judgment and independent direction, the sin of Eden is 

replayed over and over at the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil.  Sorry, but I can't buy a word of 

it. I think you are in danger when you so elevate this man.  On the other hand, God can bring good out of 

bad; he allows whatever we do when honestly thinking it is for Him and then makes good come from it 

somehow. With all of this, can our peculiar friendship continue?  It is unusual that two people who see 

things so differently can be so honest with one another.  That surely makes for an unusual friendship.  

Even with friends, one usually must be more careful? 

 

After many years of correspondence, Darlene gave up and, consigning me to Judgment, 

requested that we discontinue our letters.  
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Dear Nancy; 

 When have I ever written a letter to myself? But today I know one thing - I do not want to forget 

what has been happening to me over the last year. I must write it down because I have a notoriously poor 

memory.   

How many times have I learned something about myself that was a revelation in all the 

possibilities it offered for change, only to be forgotten, forcing a later and more painful rediscovery? The 

loss of time on the walk of faith for such forgetfulness is regrettable. This time I can look back over a year 

and realize just what a wonderful thing has come to the fore and how important it is to remember.  At this 

point, I feel that in more years’ time I may have changed so much by the grace of God, that I will find it 

hard to remember the place where he touched me, and perhaps have lost the gratitude and humility that I 

feel right now. Either that, or heaven forbid, through a grievous fault of my own, have lost it and will be 

compelled to start over. At any rate, dear self, I need this record. 

I don’t have it well in mind; I can hardly think it through, but I’m beginning to have a vision of 

woman as the Bible and the Catholic faith reveal it. Something is happening to me; something is going on 

in my soul. Over my intellectual protests Jesus is coming through in a wonderful, but strange way. I’m 

amazed. When He begins to change you, you can hardly ask how. I begin to see that this knowledge 

explains the roles of man and woman in the Church – but that comes later. 

I’ve had a happy marriage. Yet, in a deep way I’ve been dissatisfied with my part in it over the 

past twelve years or so. I have loved Bob, except when I haven’t.  I begin to see that this turn is not so 

much related to him as it is a kind of self-hatred that I directed outwardly toward him, my nearest and 

dearest person. Sexually I had tried everything, and so had he.  We never really talked about these 

dissatisfactions; it was threatening. Besides I was very busy pretending that I was blissfully fulfilled.  I 

have never admitted how little there was for me in sexual love. I prayed about this problem for years, but 

had no answer, and did not know that I needed to change before I could hear the answer to my prayer. I 

just knew that there was a problem.  

I was not responsive because I thought I had rights. I felt it was just as much my decision whether 

or not to have intercourse as Bob’s, and I had lots of good reasons why not. His childish, I thought, 

reactions to my refusals were what triggered a good number of knifing and cutting remarks that we made 

to each other.  These resentments I let grow, even cherished.  Yet, I would not have considered myself a 

resentful person.  Despite these festering spots I know we had a basically sound marriage and never 

considered our marriage to be in any danger. We would have gone on together – two lovers living 



Letter to myself 49 N. Cross 

together, but spiritually more and more divorced. I did not at comprehend what oneness in marriage 

meant.  

After receiving the spiritual renewal in the Holy Spirit which is another story, but one I will never 

forget, God had a new access to my soul and began slowly and gently leading me to a place where he 

could answer all those prayers I had prayed for relief of my sexual anxiety.  Sometime along the way, a 

good friend hinted that I had neglected learning to be a submissive wife. I didn’t understand this at all. It 

didn’t bewilder me because I spent no time thinking about it. I took for granted that I was a good wife 

who did her best. I had no concept of what submission meant. I had never heard anything St. Paul wrote 

on the subject because I came from a liberal Protestant tradition. I didn’t even confuse it with a doormat 

type of wishy-washiness.  That Bob and I were equals in all things was taken for granted, although I 

admit I thought we were unequal in some things, and that I was better – more spiritually astute, more 

creative and sensitive in temperament, things like that. I did want to make my husband happy, I guess, but 

I didn’t think about any practical way of implementing that.  I thought a good deal more about all the way 

he could, but didn’t, make me happy.  Actually when you get down to it, in my self-centeredness I was 

thinking only of my own happiness and mourning over the ways that Bob seemed to ignore me. 

This was an area that the Holy Spirit intended to clean up. Not only that, but now I see that this is 

one of those cornerstones on which hinges so much of the walk in the Spirit.  I am now realizing that the 

sexual relationship is wholly a spiritual one between a man and a woman, and that this is a great key in 

the life toward God.  That the sexual relationship can be superseded is evident in celibate lives. But that it 

is definitely not to be superseded in most lives, I believe to be fact.  Many times I had thought that God 

should remove the necessity of sex from a marriage already fulfilled by children. Its use was over. We 

had been blessed with seven wonderful children. So did a really mature Christian have any more need of 

sex? This attitude would be shown to be unalterably wrong. I was far from being above the need for sex 

in my spiritual growth. Oh? I was to learn that I was setting myself above God who had great mysteries to 

reveal about himself in the sex act he ordained. 

One day after plumbing the depths of discouragement, these words of my friend came back to me.  

Something about submission of the woman to the man, perhaps she was quoting scripture. In my misery, I 

called her asking for an explanation.  Well, it was simple enough, she said, just set aside your desires and 

put his desires and wishes first.  I had to rehearse this as she said it.  I also recalled that she was a sane 

woman, a Christian and that she had put up with someone I thought would have been an insufferable 

husband. She didn’t use Bible verses that I can remember, and I asked her where to start. I couldn’t grasp 

this idea. She told me to think of something I wouldn’t otherwise do for Bob and do it just to please him. 

After hanging up, I thought and thought. Doesn’t that sound ridiculous? I was that far away from putting 

him first in my life.  Even though I thought I was serving my family right and left, it appeared it was at 
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my convenience.  Bob was so far from thinking that I might do something just for him that he never even 

made a suggestion as to what he would like – except for sex, of course, but that didn’t count.  

I knew I had to make a start. I prayed and asked God to help me. The one thing that came to my 

mind was something that Bob and I had argued about for years. It was his desire that tin cans should be 

separated from garbage – these were the days long before recycling. I had never done it. How foolish, I 

thought when the garbage collector just threw all the rubbish, tin cans and garbage into the same truck. 

The simple thing was to throw it all together from the first, but that was a constant aggravation to Bob. 

This was the place to start. I went out and separated two smelly garbage cans, making one for cans and 

bottles and the other for garbage.  It was an act of humiliation, a concession admitting I was serious in 

setting Bob’s will and desires ahead of my own will and desires. In time I called this submission. I didn’t 

exactly realize it, but I was saying in this action that I wanted him to be head of the family.  So, the first 

painful step was taken. 

That same step had to be taken over and over again this past year. I have slipped back into my old 

ways many times, and may still. I just don’t want to forget and give up on the effort. The way is clearer 

each time and the necessity to get things into right order more pressing. 

The next part is hazy, but I believe at the same time my friend told me that this kind of 

submission was most important sexually. Later she made the message even clearer. The marriage bed was 

holy, she said, and I had no right to ever deny my husband. I believed her, but still needed these truths 

underlined. I began to understand what C.S. Lewis had meant in That Hideous Strength, when writing 

that obedience was an erotic necessity.  That was said to a young woman with my same hang-ups. I could 

talk about submission now, but it only had a toehold. I had had a little speech that was meant sarcastically 

– the worse thing that happened to woman was suffrage. Where was I in all this? 

Shortly after this initial act of submission, I was invited to a brunch where Jean Weaver, the wife 

of the Episcopal Dean of the Cathedral in Detroit, was guest of honor. She came at the invitation of a 

friend to tell us what the Archbishop of Anglicans in England had said concerning a need prayer groups 

exhibited that were then springing up in their communion.  These new groups were to be submissive to 

the Church. At this time, any idea of submission to a church was completely strange to me and it did not 

click – Protestants never think this way.  But my new word, submission, did make sense. I thought it quite 

amazing that such a word which had only lately become part of my vocabulary should be part of this 

conversation. As we sat talking, Jean began to apply it directly to marriage.  

Believe it or not, the discussion that day, five women including myself, turned entirely to sexual 

submission to our husbands. It struck us all like a thunderclap. It became one of those special times when 

all five of us were melded into one mind, and the Holy Spirit spoke directly to each of us through Jean, 

touching each one with a jolt. We knew it was the truth even thought it was potent enough to kill us.  
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There was no time when a woman had a right to deny her husband – that was the will of God. It was 

apparent in that clear moment that this was an initial point upon which much would build. 

What was built from that point made mammoth changes in both Bob and me.  The wife yielding 

sexually to her husband contributes powerfully to all that makes him a man.  This was not mere working 

psychology; it was working spirituality. When a woman gave herself in this way, which a man understood 

so very well, her husband would not long remain aloof from spiritual things.  God made woman to “help-

meet man’s needs” and this made the sex act the call of God for a woman to be submissive to her 

husband’s requests even though they seemed like demands. When a woman prayed that God would work 

in her husband’s life and that he would be pulled into the life and vitality of the Church, this was the way 

that God could best do it.  Suddenly we women saw ourselves too plainly.  All the ways which we 

thought made us so spiritual and our husbands so unspiritual were turned upside-down. We saw that the 

key to our husbands’ denial of faith was the instinctive knowledge that the woman was off base, and if 

what she espoused was real religion, he wanted none of it.  He intuited that the real basis for her spiritual 

being as a woman and their spiritual relationship began in the marriage bed and that she was rebelling 

against it. Things were out of order. Men know order. He could not submit to her idea of religion, so he 

turned a deaf ear. Threads of what is embedded here run in a myriad of ways.  The implications seemed 

endless. Woman was made to complete man, and if she found her place as dependent upon him and 

submissive to him (we will carefully define this word and strain out negative assumptions) and do so 

willingly, he would become a strong man in the Lord. 

That day we poured over the third chapter of I Peter as given in the Amplified Bible. 

In like manner you, married women, be submissive to your own 

husbands –subordinate yourselves as being secondary to and dependent upon 

them, and adapt yourselves to them, so that even if any do not obey the word 

of God, they may be won over not by discussion but by the godly lives of 

their wives.  When they observe the pure and modest way in which you 

conduct yourselves, together with your reverence (for your husband). That is, 

you are to feel for him all that reverence includes – to respect, defer to, 

revere him, (revere means to honor, esteem, appreciate, prize) and (in the 

human sense) adore him; and adore means to admire, praise, be devoted to, 

deeply love and enjoy your husband.  

Imagine putting these words against what I had always thought – that marriage betterment hinged 

on the man’s changing, on his surrendering to a more egalitarian base to marriage.  Even with an ungodly 

man the whole change depended on his wife fitting herself in submission to him for the flow of God’s 

grace to do the change needed in them both. I realize in retrospect that there are some fine distinctions to 
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be made to this new credo, but in essence the truth was baldly stated right with I Peter. It was the place to 

start.  

It would be easy, some of my friends said, to submit to a Christian man – some of them did not 

have Christian husbands – but this scripture said explicitly for the woman to submit even to a non-

Christian so that by her act and her love for him, he would be won over. Believe me, if you should forget, 

Nancy, that this works, just think of Tara and Louie (pseudonyms). What a miracle of grace occurred in 

their lives when she put aside the resentments of living with a man who had lost their livelihood because 

of alcoholism and resumed giving love to him.  

When the gift of her whole self is given by the woman in compliance with the will of God, no 

strings attached, no hurt feelings held over, no reservations made, the man is in the Kingdom before he 

knows it, because in his deep soul he is receiving everything he needs. It all begins with his desire and 

need for physical oneness with his wife, the place that all higher Oneness begins for a couple, just as 

Scripture says. 

After this very special day, we went away different people, and a big change began immediately 

in our marriages. I no long assumed responsibility concerning our sex life. I gave that responsibility to 

God and to my husband where it had always belonged. There were no more decisions to make.  It was 

free from the manipulation or worry of it. I had avoided his kiss when he came home.  I had been cool and 

elusive to any physical contact knowing that the slightest move toward affection led only in a direction I 

wanted to avoid. Had I read Simone deBeauvoir I would have agreed that the very posture of acceptance 

or reception implied humiliation.  I had often felt humiliated. Now, I needed no decision to be available to 

my husband, I just was.  This was God’s will for me. What a relief to be free from all the horrid concepts 

of the “love” manuals – Bob should be more subtle? More wooing? More winning? All the introspections 

and mental gymnastics for sexual expression were gone, and so was the guilt associated with it. As one 

friend stated later, “As a wife, I was meant to be an instrument and like a docile one simply allow my 

husband to express himself. My role is to respond.” 

How many times have I slipped back? But I known when I get out from right order I am 

miserable until I find my way back. Still for a long time physical fulfillment was not mine. Though great 

strides had been taken, my prayer continued that God would heal my inability to experience all my 

husband did. Besides my own problems, Bob had adjustments to make and his struggles involved me. 

There were even times of despair again. I felt like I was in impossible situations more than once. Still I 

could not doubt that what I had learned was true, and I kept trying to find my way to a more complete 

expression of my submission to Bob’s headship. 

Obviously, there was much more to learn.  Then, too, nobody says that this road of submission is 

easy – and look at how our culture has not only mocked it, but made it the culprit for all of women’s 
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misery. It is hard to subject our wills to Christ.  I don’t like the word “subject” even though the RSV 

Bible uses it. That word means “to be thrown under” while submission means “to be sent under.” I have 

come to understand submission as a mission that one is empowered by Christ to undertake – a sending.  

Then came summer when a new burst of insight was given. A couple of us women were at our 

lake cabin to work together searching the Bible for more words about woman. We were led to explore in 

depth with prayer and meditation the puzzling eleventh chapter of First Corinthians.  One of us had had 

insight into this passage earlier, but it had not seemed relevant to the rest of us at the time. Now our friend 

carried us into this deep teaching – another clear moment.  

When home from that trip, a friend and I got together for a number of sessions to work it out 

more completely.  We were swept up in St. Paul’s grasp of the husband and wife spiritual relationship. He 

knew the truth though he got tangled up in cultural expressions, such as hair length and veil coverings. He 

started out by stating the three headships: The Father and the Son, the man and his wife, and Man and 

God, each having the Holy Spirit as its unity.  He then used the veil or the covering as a sign of obedience 

to headship authority. The husband as head of mankind reflects God’s authority and glory and so stands 

for both of them before Him with his head uncovered. The woman, under the husband’s headship, reflects 

his glory or authority, so for her to stand before God in the same way as her head is presumptuous (Paul 

uses, “shameful”). She must be covered to express the godly order. We, influenced by our culture as we 

are, must not conclude that this presents the man as superior and the woman as inferior.  It is nothing of 

the kind but simply a sign of right order – even as right order is apparent in the Holy Trinity with no 

suspicion of inequality among the Persons.  

Paul goes on: For a woman to stand in her husband’s place uncovered (presumptuously), 

behaving unilaterally under her own authority, she should shave her head and be out and out about it. In 

marriage a woman is given a veil by her husband which when worn declares that she is under his 

authority and is provided, protected, and cared for by him. (Those with feminist sensibilities will rebel at 

those words, but if they examine their hearts they will know that this is what they long for.) By willingly 

placing herself in this position she “reflects his glory,” or she puts him in the uncovered position of 

reflecting the glory of Christ – a true man. In this day and age all this sounds very strange; the Holy 

Spirit, however, speaks truth through it.  His words are often a two edged sword that cuts through the 

build-up of lies that have deformed us. With this teaching sinking in, I found submission was dredging 

out a new level in my unsubmitted psyche.  

I was very often out from under that veil – uncovered. When I was away from my husband, even 

sometimes when I was with him, I was in these terms, uncovered. I stood and spoke on my own authority 

without a thought about him; I was not wearing his veil. Occasionally, a little feeling of uneasiness 

warned that Bob would not like my opinions, or my obvious independence.  I stood out there alone, even 
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as men do, expressing my opinions. In some ways I was usurping Bob’s role; you might even say I was 

spiritually adulterous – playing for others’ attention without thought for him. When with others I did not 

have a sense of Bob’s and my oneness, neither under his “veil” nor heeding his lead.  Now this covering 

was obviously not material; I didn’t need to wear an actual veil.  It was of the spirit. I had to learn to take 

seriously that Bob was given to me as my head; that I do nothing of myself and by myself.  Now if we are 

tempted to think this is lacking in self-respect, let us recall Jesus’ abject obedience to the Father. “I do 

nothing on my own accord.”  How many times did he say that? And yet his Selfhood was so evident it 

made people want to grovel.  

This was stiff spiritual medicine. But it was a necessary piece in the picture of sacramental 

marriage – the covenantal oneness – God intended.  My Lord was teaching me spiritual submission which 

has always been death to self for a greater life.  

To amplify these concepts, Genesis came into view.  The oft told story of Adam’s rib being made 

into the woman gave me another picture to ponder. That rib covered with flesh that God made into a 

woman was brought to the man and given to him in marriage to support him. In the right place, under his 

arm and close to his heart, she caused him to stand up-right, fulfilled him as a man, and met his needs. As 

they both grew together, they would meld into oneness –head and body. This was the oneness that Jesus 

has with his Father and which marriage was meant from the beginning to image. 

Bob had always acted as though he was jealous of me. Now I saw clearly that living 

independently out from under his headship, he had every reason to think I was not to be trusted. His 

negative reactions that I thought mere childish jealousy, were justified. I had been unfaithful. Not in a 

sexual sense but in an all pervading spiritual sense. 

Near the end of this year of God’s work on me, He showed Bob that what he had called love was 

too often really lust.  It was all part of his assuming his rightful role, only possible by my repositioning 

me as his help-meet.  Then, at last, I was in a place where God could answer my prayers.  The act of love 

became for both of us the time when we touched the very Holy of Holies, and were revived by the love of 

God.  

Sexual communion opened up a tremendous understanding of Jesus’ declaration that He was the 

Bridegroom. St. Paul profoundly connected the two in his letter to the Ephesians.  Writing of the love of 

husband and wife he said it was a great mystery that had to do with Christ and the Church.  What is 

Eucharist but the gift of Jesus intimately, Body and Blood, to each of us, his Bride?  How do we receive 

him? In a total posture of receptivity, of submission.  We were not Catholics when this parallelism 

became evident to us, but it surely brought us into the Catholic Church – the only place where 

Bridegroom and Bride are experienced at every Mass. It clarifies completely the office of priest and 

bishop as being held by males only. 
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When St. Peter writes, in introducing his instructions on submission to wives, “likewise,” he is 

referring to the section just prior in the second chapter where he describes Jesus submitting to the Cross. 

When he was reviled and insulted, He did not revile or offer insult in 

return; when he was abused and suffered he made no threats of vengeance; 

but He trusted Himself and everything to Him who judges fairly. 

Through this suffering and complete giving of self, great power for redemption was released on 

earth. It is released in marriage for the two participants, husband and wife.  This is all dependent on that 

first small step – the woman taking up her cross, denying herself and following Jesus, just as Peter, 

proposes. 

Nancy, please, don’t forget.  Think on these things! 
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