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Dear Readers,
Our world develops new technologies faster
than we ourselves develop. The ‘information
age’ allows for a speed of communication which
has revolutionized how we conduct business
– from a company’s shipping and receiving to
their research and development. Automation,
robotics, and computerization have provided
corporations the ability to produce goods at
levels unimaginable fifty years ago – at levels
which outpace their own demand.
Because of this, for a business to grow – and
yearly exponential growth is the metric of
corporate success – corporations must go
out of their way to ensure that the demand
is ongoing. To do this, they make products
which will break down or malfunction within
a given time period. Planned obsolescence,
dysfunctionality, is built into the design of the
product itself.
With all of this growth hurtling us toward
bigger, better, and more quickly produced
goods, everything becomes a consumable. So
many goods are readily available and cheaply
accessible, it’s easy to fall prey to the belief
that technology has improved our existence.
In reality, technology is a double-edged sword,
removing us further from the essence of things
even while it makes our lives easier, more
convenient, and less expensive. All while we
clutter up our life with more stuff. (Who among
us doesn’t have, or at least want, a plethora of
kitchen devices?)
By this point, we are so far removed from the
origin of things that the average person couldn’t
say what most of their goods are constructed
of, where they came from, or how they were

made. Big corporate stores are like magic
boxes with an ever-available supply of goods
that we know come from China. Beyond that
we haven’t an inkling other than that they are
really hard to assemble, even with directions,
and that we’ll have to replace it in two years
or less.
We have reached a point where quality
constructed items are now a commodity.
One woman’s entire business, buyitonce.
com, is based on this premise. Few and far
between are those products which are built to
last. When something is well-made, it must
needs be priced so significantly more than its
offshore-manufactured counterparts that we
tend to go into sticker shock.
What were once ubiquitous skills have become
the purview of a handful of artisan makers. The
name Smith is the most common last name
in the world because every miniscule village
once had a blacksmith. Now, blacksmithing
and metalworking are skill sets one would be
hard pressed to find anywhere. Lacemaking
and knitting were once cottage industries that
provided extra income for families. They are
now uncommon, or mere hobbies.
It’s time to accept that we need to bring back
quality goods before we find ourselves eating
our roast beef in half-masticated tube form.
We need to come to a new appreciation for the
handmade, quality goods if we have any hope
of not allowing every aspect of our consumable
life to be at the service of corporate profit.
Two hundred years ago, at the outset of the
Industrial Revolution, England experienced the
Luddite Riots, where skilled weavers protested
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the entry of automated looms into the textile
business. Their fears of automatons taking over
their jobs was preemptive and, at the time, to
a certain degree unmerited. But perhaps they
were more far-seeing than we give them credit
for. An artisan being completely replaced by a
machine is no longer impossible but extremely
likely. Unskilled labor jobs around the world
have already been taken over by automated
production lines whenever possible.
One could claim that the job market will always
provide for those who have the ambition to
pursue it. Isn’t that the beauty of capitalism?
But due to any number of insufficiencies
whether of intelligence, finance, or ambition,
not everyone is capable of pursuing the jobs
that won’t be automated - not everyone is
cut out to be an engineer, a chemist, or a brain
surgeon. There will be a concomitant increase
in the jobless along with the swift development
in the technology that services the growth of
mass-producing corporations.
This letter isn’t just a hand-wringing session,
deploring the state of our throw-away culture.
I say this as one who must make the majority of
purchases from big box stores. However, it is my

plea to fellow Catholics to wield our purchasing
power judiciously whenever possible. How and
where we spend our money can have a huge
impact, collectively speaking, on how and
where business develops. We can support big
corporations that provide jobs for Chinese and
Indian citizens at pennies on the dollar, or we
can support local makers and artisans who
produce quality products. We may not be able
to do so all the time, but consciously making
the choice to do so when we can is enormously
important.
We should support them not only for the quality
of their goods, their skill and dedication to
their craft, but also for the principle that not all
that is inexpensive and utilitarian is preferable.
Neither is all that is merely usable (for now) and
convenient preferable. Quality of manufacture
and personal responsibility for a piece was once
standard. That needs to come back.
Following is a list of Catholic craftsmen, makers,
and service providers. Please consider giving
them your business.
Pax Christi,
Maggie

Catholic Business Directory
Alex & Co - Photography - Brooksville, Florida
Colleen’s - Modest custom clothing & wedding dresses - Yale, Michigan, online
Keep It Light Art - Whimsical artwork - online
Pure Goat Soapworks - Handmade soaps - online
St. Apollonia Dental - Reliable family dentistry - Sterling Heights, Michigan
St. Jerome Homeschool Library - Spiritual and secular reading - online
St. Zita’s Cottage - Catholic crafts - online
The Misty Mountain Boys - Live & recorded bluegrass music - Minnesota
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Easter Traditions
Color, Craftsmanship, & Skill from Deeply Rooted Catholic Communities

P

ysanka, pisanki, hímestojás, kraslice whatever you call them, however they
are decorated, it can’t be denied that
the cultures of Eastern Europe are masters
when it comes to decorating a product known
worldwide for its beautiful fragility - the
Easter Egg!

(generally not the super-cheap dye in egg kits)
until it is considered bright enough. Once the
dye has dried, the egg is warmed slightly by
holding it near a candle or other heat source
and the softened wax is polished off with a
terrycloth rag, leaving undyed designs behind.
For a more textured egg, the egg is dyed first
to achieve the desired color. Then contrasting
colored wax is “brushed” on using a ballpoint stylus to creat delicate swoops of raised
patterns. Again, beeswax works best.

While the method and symbols used vary from
Poland to Hungary to the Ukraine and beyond,
the stunning results are generally achieved
by the use of beeswax and dyes, either
commercial or from natural sources such as
onion peels, walnut husks, or beet juice.

Traditionally, the eggs themselves were not
cooked before the dyeing process, making
Single color eggs, the easiest to achieve for
careful handling imperative. The contents inside
hobbyists, can be made in two ways. For a
were either allowed to dry out slowly over time
smooth final product, thin lines of melted
(make sure you don’t accidentally drop those white wax (at LEAST 50% beeswax - parafin
Phew!) or were drawn out through a tiny hole
cracks off once dry) are applied using tiny
at one end after the dyeing was completed. If
funnels attached to the ends of pencil-sized
you are just doing some fancy eggs for fun or
rods. Once the picture or decorative motifs
gifts, and there are young children are involved,
have been drawn, the egg is put in a dye bath
it’s probably safer to hardboil them first.
[Cover photo CC-BY-SA by Luba Petrusha]
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Steps:
1White

always comes first. Since this is the
natural color of the egg (brown chicken eggs
aren’t the greatest for this project), first cover
any areas that you want to leave white with
wax. Good light is imperative so you can see
what you are doing.

2Yellow
[CC-BY-SA by Luba Petrusha]
For both types of eggs mentioned previously,
your own imagination can be enough to
provide pleasing designs, or you can pull up
some pictures from the internet to use for
inspiration. Once you move on to multicolor
and thus multistep eggs, however, pattern and
direction books come in handy.
For the vibrant multicolored Ukranian eggs, up
to 5 dyes can be needed. It is best to buy these
dyes from a specialized supplier since they
are much stronger than regular egg kit dyes.
Likewise, you will need the special funnels to
make the wax drawings.
The key thing to remember with multicolored
eggs is that you have to work from light to
dark colors. DO NOT mix the dyes. The eggs
generally need to dry a bit between colors
so you can handle them to apply more wax
without dyeing your fingers.

, being light and bright, is the first
actual color the egg is soaked in. The entire
egg will be yellow except for the wax lines you
just did. After this point it becomes easier to
see what is wax-resisted and what is not. Cover
with wax any areas that you want to REMAIN
yellow.

3Green

is the second color to be applied.
Some dye kits also include blue, so if you
buy the dyes as a set make sure to follow the
order they recommend. Add more wax to save
some green areas.

4

Red is the third color soak, and it needs to

be a strong, dark read to overpower any
remaining green tinges. Generally the egg
stays the longest in the red pot.

5Black

is the final color, unless you want your
main background to be one of the lighter
hues. As with the red, you may have to let the
egg sit in the dye for a while.
Once you’ve finished dyeing, the eggs will
need to dry on a surface that will not scratch
off the wax (which would let the colors bleed
and ruin all your hard work). They need to

St. Apollonia Dental
Charles & Yvonne Pearson, DDS
Family and Cosmetic Dentistry

(586) 323-1320
Email: stapolloniadental@gmail.com
43158 Dequindre, Sterling Heights, MI 48314
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be thoroughly dry before you attempt to wipe
off the wax, or you will smear black over your
lighter colors. This can take two to four hours.
When you are certain the eggs are dry, warm
either the eggs or a terrycloth rag (the dryer
works well) and rub the eggs briskly but lightly
to remove the wax. As you do so, the brilliant
color patterns will appear. So will any mistakes
you made...but each egg is different, and that is
half their charm. Make sure the rag is one you
don’t care about, because it will get smudged,
wax-streaked, and nasty. Ω

Happy Egg

Decorating!
[CC-BY-SA by Cheva]

[CC-BY-SA by Luba Petrusha]
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Bonnets
Babes in

by Colleen Eldracher

As regular Sunday churchgoers, we sometimes feel like we’ve been treated
to a gamut of the worst in human behavior. Juvenile human behavior, that
is! No matter which pew we choose, there always seems to be some child,
SOMEWHERE, creating a scene. Some wars, however, are avoidable.
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T

here’s the kid that always falls off the
kneeler and whacks its head, to the
accompaniment of loud howls of pain.

headcovering. This mobile, talkative, curious
child is understandably confused by this
sudden change in the rules. After all, she has
attended church for her entire life with very
little by way of restraint in her clothing, and all
of a sudden she has to keep an annoying scrap
of lace stuck in her hair? Even if it is a hat,
forget it. It smacks the back of the pew when
she sits, slides down over her eyes while she
flips through her prayerbook, falls off if she
has to pick something off the floor...any way
she looks at it, this new fashion statement is
an annoyance!

There’s the kid who toddles from one end of
the pew to the other, back and forth, back and
forth.
There’s the kid that gets into silent but intense
scuffling fights with its siblings over the
holycard collection.
There’s the kid who just doesn’t get the idea
that it can’t talk out loud in church, and who
resists all efforts at parental correction in this
matter.

Therefore, with childlike practicality, she takes
it off.

There’s the kid who is continually dropping or
rattling a plastic toy rosary.

Mother frowns, bestowing a grim shake of the
head. The flimsy headgear is replaced. The
little girl pouts, waits a minute or two, and
then takes it off again. Mother puts it back
on, a bit more forcibly this time. The struggle
of wills continues until Mother either gives up
in defeat or ceases to notice. Next week, the
battle resumes. And the next. And the next.
In many cases, these little girls flat-out refuse
to keep any sort of headcovering in place until
they are in kindergarten, and then it becomes
the teacher’s battle. Eventually the age of
reason and attention to catechism bring an
end to the struggle, and everyone involved
breathes a sigh of relief.

There’s the kid who waves at Father during the
sermon.
There’s the kid who for whatever reason
always has screaming fits and is dragged out
repeatedly by its harrassed parents, only
to continue howling bloody murder in the
vestibule where everyone can still hear it. (In
such situations, try the “cover and carry” clamping a hand over the child’s mouth while
sound is coming out, then releasing only when
you feel the child breathe in. It does not harm
the child in any way and reduces the noise
level by about 80%. Extensively tested by
parents with 10+ children.).

Six years of weekly warfare over a hat? There’s
got to be an easier way to get the point across.

Regardless of the misbehavior, you name it,
we’ve seen it, from both genders. Sometimes
it’s more amusing than unedifying. Kids will
be kids, works in constant progress, and there
will always be good days and bad. Eventually
they grow out of it and before long they’re
serving or singing in the choir and have turned
into model parishioners.
There is, however, one trying scenario unique
to small members of the female persuasion
that can be avoided by means of an old, simple
strategy.

Granted, below the age of reason wearing a
headcovering is really not a huge deal. In the
“old days,” priests would even recommend
leaving toddlers at home with servants rather
than have them disrupt Mass. Today we don’t
have that luxury, and thus the toddlers are at
Mass to stay. What is unfortunate, though,
with the age structure of many parishes, is
that many young parents - especially fairly
recent converts - have never had the chance
to see how their predecessors managed to
keep discipline along a pew’s worth of kids.

This is the the little girl of two whose mother
has decided that she is old enough to wear a

When I was growing up in the ‘90s, in a parish
where the average number of children per
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family was somewhere between 6 and 11, it
was a matter of some awe to see how efficiently
and quietly rebellion in the pew was squashed.
Mom at one end, Dad at the other, each with
a small child on both sides (and easy access to
aisles for hasty exits if necessary); the older,
more responsible kids ranked in the middle
where they could be trusted to behave. Since
there were just too many heads to keep track
of to deal with “The Hat Battle,” an alternative
strategy was employed.

at birth, very few of the babies and toddlers I
saw ever displayed serious resistance. Getting
to graduate to a hat or a veil actually became
a big deal, a milestone, in a little girl’s life that
she looked forward to eagerly.

The Bonnet.

Alternatively, for baby boys, the hat or knitted
bonnet worn during the winter came off in
the vestibule, early practice for taking off their
hats in church. If the baby did fuss a little at
first, it was a lot easier to subdue the infant
than the overgrown toddler. The clay was
much more pliable.

See, a bonnet has these things called strings.
Even an enterprising toddler can work at a
double-tied bow for a good long while without
being able to unravel it. If the bonnet fits
properly, it can’t really be pushed back off the
head either. Problem solved.

Little girls learn to appreciate pretty headgear
early in life under the right conditions, so
keep those bonnets lacy and cute and before
long you may be surprised to find that it’s the
toddler reminding you that she needs her
bonnet strings tied! Ω

Before church, perhaps even while dressing
the baby at home, the mother would tie on the
bonnet - tiny for newborns, bigger for toddlers
- and then be able to concentrate on more
pressing disciplinary measures (and maybe
even a few prayers) during Mass without having
to worry about losing headgear. Since this
routine was followed every Sunday, beginning

C

olleen Eldracher is the
oldest of seven children,
three of whom are
girls. The adorable (and very wellbehaved) young lady in the pictures
is unfortunately not hers.
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W

HAT THIS BOOK IS: A practical guide

to chastity in the single state, designed
for older teens and young adults.
Written in the 1944 by Father Gerald Kelly, S.
J., it sets out in clear, straightforward language
what is permitted to single people, what is to
be avoided, and what is absolutely forbidden, as
well as giving guidelines for courtship, the nature
of attraction, and a host of other essential topics.

Chastity is a virtue that comes under a
tremendous amount of fire from the modern
world. Over 90% of the American population
now lives together before marriage, leading
many to consider the Catholic stance to be
radical rather than the ideal to be followed by
all. Teens and even pre-teens in public schools
are bombarded with sex education, practically
encouraged to engage in sexual activity, and are
indoctrinated with methods of artificial birth
control. Television, films, music, the internet,
and print media all are saturated with immoral
situations and outright filth.
For Catholic children, teens, and young adults,
sometimes it can seem as if they are not given
enough information to adequately deal with
the many temptations and moral dilemmas that
come their way. Even the excellent Baltimore
Catechisms are very vague on the subject of all but
the most obvious sins against purity and chastity,
and many children do not even understand the
difference between the two virtues.

back to it as needed between the ages of 12
and 18. Parents could even use it as a guide to
teaching younger children about chastity and
purity (in less detail and with due discretion, of
course).
The procreation of children is a beautiful thing
as God intended it in the sacramental state
of marriage. Too many parents
shy away from encouraging their
children to have a healthy respect
for and understanding of God’s laws
regulating this sacrament, and too
many have no idea of when their children can
properly deal with the knowledge. While the
appropriate age may vary with the child, in general
it is far earlier than parents think. Introducing
the subject of chastity needs to happen before
problems start, not halfway through the crisis
of the teenage years. In this battle, ignorance is
rarely bliss. Ω

Book Review
Many children do not know how or what to ask in
order to get the answers they desperately need.
When puberty hits and hormones are raging,
Catholic teens need objective, clear explanations
of what they have to do to preserve their virtue
against temptations – especially temptations to
solitary sins against chastity and impure thoughts
and desires. This book has that information.
While pre-marriage classes cover what adults
need to know about marital chastity, young
people will be spared a great deal of trouble of
conscience by reading this book and referring

Available from Amazon and in full text
online at: https://archive.org/details/Chastity
AGuideForTeensAndYoungAdultsByFr.GeraldKelly
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SYMPTOM:
Things seem to fall through the cracks. Items aren’t put away
right or you drag your feet in doing things that need doing.
Procrastination is an old, if unwelcome, friend, but you don’t have
the will power to kick him out. Time and again, you beat yourself
up for not getting into action earlier.

DIAGNOSIS:
Sloth

How we live our exterior lives is often an indicator of our interior
spiritual lives. If our lives seem slipshod and disorderly, the odds
are high that our spiritual life holds a similar chaos. Order takes
discipline, and discipline takes practice. Such practice comes in the
form of following through on resolutions made and sticking to a plan
or schedule for our life.

1

TREATMENT OPTIONS:

“Move more.” “Do what you are doing.” “Just do it now!” “No
excuses!” “Stick with it!” “Get moving!” These sound corny, but
having a mantra, a catch phrase that gets you going can do a lot to
motivate you. That little voice yelling at you in your head has taken over for your parents!
Join a support group of other Catholic women. This might seem counter-productive (who has
time for that?!) but so much of our decision making process is influenced by what we expose
ourselves to. If we never see all the other women that are ‘doing,’ we won’t be as motivated ‘to
do’ ourselves.
Make a Rule of Life including scheduled rising times,
bed times, and prayer times. Follow it with the same
determination that you have in eating meals… or having a
good night’s sleep. Not following the Rule is only an option
when it’s a necessity, just like you wouldn’t skip a meal or a
good night’s sleep unnecessarily.
Mom used to punish us if we didn’t do what our duty
required. But Mom isn’t here anymore to hold us by the
hand and make sure we are good Catholics. Such being the
case, tangible rewards and punishments are self-imposed.
On days where productivity is high, reward yourself with
something small that you enjoy – a fancy cup of coffee, a
small piece of expensive chocolate, a chapter out of that
clean, light novel you’ve been holding out on. On days where
we look back and give ourselves a D- for effort, impose some
sort of uncomfortable penance. Like vacuuming your walls.
Or cleaning out under all the couch cushions and behind all
the sofas. Don’t let miserable self-loathing and despair hold
you back. Ω

2

3

4
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Small Fry
at

by Colleen Eldracher

A

few days after New Year’s, I dug out a
box of old photo albums on a quest for
a good photo of my grandmother, who
passed away in 2009. Soon I was caught up in
simply flipping through the albums, chuckling
over the antics of my siblings and friends at
about a third of the size they are now. As I
turned through the last album, dated 1998, I
paused over some very special photos.
They are photos of an ordination to the
priesthood.
The first photo shows the sanctuary. It is a
bit primitive. The altar consists of two dining
room chairs with a wide board laid across the
seats. The tabernacle is made of wood and

is spray painted a metallic gold. On top of it
someone has precariously balanced a large
cardboard cutout of the Miraculous Medal.
The next photo shows the clergy processing
in. The bishop is solemn-faced as he raises his
gloved hand to bless the faithful, two nuns and
a handful of lay people.
Once the bishop reaches the altar, we can see
that he wears his red chasuble and cope – a
long piece of blue satin – over a pair of ordinary
blue jeans. In place of a miter he wears a black
cowboy hat. He is, in fact, only nine years old.
The ordinand is wearing the only cassock, a
leftover from All Saints’ Day, and carries a dark
green candle. He is six years old.
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The subsequent photos show the ordinand
prostrated during the Litany of the Saints,
while his two year old brother holds his candle
for him. The bishop imposes his hands in the
approved manner, while the miter and crozier
bearers (draped in blankets tied under their
chins) look on. The bishop gives a sermon,
his pulpit the back of a wing chair. The clergy
and faithful are shown kneeling during the
Elevation of the Precious Blood. The bishop
stands, hands extended, to give the final
exhortation, and then the clergy and faithful
decorously process out of the chapel – which
is the foyer of our previous house in Warren,
Michigan.
That morning, we had all attended an ordination
– the first one that I have any sort of clear
memories of. That evening, while the adults
were at the reception afterwards, we staged
our own ordination. No one prompted us, no
one suggested the idea to us. It was entirely
produced and carried off by the imaginations
of a bunch of kids under the age of ten.
Being the oldest female involved (at age
seven), I was the de-facto sacristan and
improvised everyone’s regalia. I distinctly
remember putting a fancy decorative button
on a rubber band to serve as the bishop’s ring,
and thinking it looked pretty good. The clergy
and faithful were simply my siblings and our
close friends the Goughs, making a total of ten
children actively participating.
What makes these photos so precious is that
the little six-year-old ordinand in his stocking
feet, with a lace dresser scarf for his stole, will
be ordained to the holy priesthood “for real”
in a year’s time.
Eighteen years have passed.
Many, many more ordinations have been
attended in that time; many seminarians and
priests befriended.
Minor Orders, Major
Orders, even an Episcopal Consecration – we
went to them all.
At first, it was mostly because both of
my parents were in the church choir, and
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babysitters weren’t always available. A second
reason, though, was that since we lived right
down the street from the seminary complex,
which also housed the school, even the little
kids were friends with the seminarians due to
school and daily Mass.
Now, I do realize that at face value the idea of
hauling multiple fussing babies and toddlers to
a three-and-a-half-hour ceremony sounds like
a nightmare leading to black looks from the
officiating bishop. Trust me, I’ve dragged a fair
share of screaming kids out to the vestibule and
hoped and prayed that they would go to sleep
in the pew during Mass so they would stop
being an embarrassment. Taking your family
to ordinations doesn’t lead to much good until
at least the older kids can understand what
is going on and provide some help with the

younger ones. Then, if you can build up to
the ceremony in the weeks ahead and get the
kids interested enough that they’re watching
for key points, they will be much more likely
to pay attention and behave themselves. If
it’s not working out to take all the kids, send
the older ones with another family member
or older parishioners. All this still sounds
like a lot of work and bother over something
that isn’t even mandatory, but if we ask, “Is it
worth it in the end?” the answer has to be a
resounding “YES.”
This is our Catholic heritage. Our children ARE
the future. That boy who plays “Mass,” that
girl who dresses up in her makeshift nun habit
may very well be called to a religious vocation
in the future. They will not have the chance to
be inspired by the grandest ceremonies of the

We all love it when Catholics recommend Catholics.
It’s even better when it doesn’t cost you a fortune.

See YOUR business here!

Email us at: altarandheartheditors@gmail.com for information on
design services, pricing packages, and other ways to help you grow!
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Faith unless their parents take them to attend.
With all the moral chaos going on today, we
can’t let the Sacraments become just words on
paper to the next generation of Catholics.
Most children, especially from large families,
see plenty of Baptisms. First Communions
and even Confirmations are fairly common. As
the years go by, the likelihood of attending at
least one or two Catholic weddings increases.
With regular Confessions, that covers five out
of seven Sacraments and reinforces what the
children have learned from the Catechism.
Extreme Unction comes in God’s good time.
But who administers or blesses these six
Sacraments?
The priests.
Who are the ones who fight on the front lines
in the spiritual life? Who are the ones who
advise us, keep us on the straight and narrow,
give us a hand when the going is rough?
The priests.
We rely on our pastors and visiting mission
priests for so much. We take them for granted,
as a part of our nicely compartmentalized
“Sunday-at-church-time.” We are, sadly, often
quick to criticize them, to find fault with them,
and sometimes through our pride we outright
disagree with them over issues where they
surely know better. We forget that they are
more than men, the direct servants of God on
earth, with the power to forgive sins and to
call God Himself down upon our altars.

be impressed by the measured swing of four
clergy turning corners in sync, by the heavy
“thump” of the crozier against the floor, by the
ranks of priests in red vestments standing in
the sanctuary with their right hands raised in
testimony. They will be thrilled to go to the
Communion Rail afterward to receive the
indulgenced First Blessing of the new priest
and to kiss his consecrated hands.
Over a decade ago, I was privileged to sit with
a mother who had come from another country
to see the ordination of her youngest son.
What I remember most is that she clutched
my hand and cried tears of joy. (When a
priest’s mother dies, her hands are wrapped
in the manaturgium, the long white cloth that
is used to bind the new priest’s hands during
ordination.) I remember the happy group that
formed at the Communion Rail afterward - the
mother, an older brother who was already a
priest, and the new priest. Of this mother’s
ten children, two had become priests and one
became a nun.
There are many Traditional Catholic families
around the world today who pray regularly for
vocations, and who hope that their children
land the “best job” of serving God to the
fullest in the religious life. They encourage
their offspring to seek out God’s will and do
nothing to hinder them. Why not give them
vivid, awe-inspiring memories as well?
Who knows what seeds will sprout if they fall
on fertile ground? Ω

What better way to gain a greater appreciation
for our priests than to attend the administration
of the Sacrament of Holy Orders? In no other
sacrament can you witness the change that
gives a simple man a dignity greater than that
of an angel.
If you are able to take or send your children to
ordinations, you will start to notice that they
want to go to more of them. They will notice
details you didn’t catch, stare wide-eyed at the
gorgeous vestments and insignia, talk about
the bishop’s special buskin boots. They will
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CHARITY
N o S t r i n g s At t a c h e d

By Magdalene Zapp

“I

f I speak with the tongues of men, and of angels, and have not charity,
I am become as sounding brass, or a tinkling cymbal.”
										
- I Corinthians 13:1
We are, all of us, social animals, for better and
for worse. We mourn together. We celebrate
together. We rely on each other.

should be nice to us, should accommodate us.
We followed the law of charity, and because
we did, so should they.

At times this exigency of our lives is a point of
joy, e.g., when we celebrate a wedding or a
baptism. At other times, it can be a source of
keen disappointment.

Many times we can rely on the assumption
of this charity too much, though I question
whether we should rely on it at all. When it
doesn’t happen to our expectations, when
nobody shows up for our child’s birthday party
or nobody invites us to the latest private social
event, the disappointment can be so deep that
we start asking, “Is there something wrong
with us? Something they don’t like about us?”

We have certain expectations about how we
should be treated by others. We expect to
receive an invitation if many of our friends or
people in the parish received an invitation. We
brought our kids to their child’s birthday party,
so it’s only fair to expect they come to ours.
On some level, we often times feel that we
are owed – entitled – to receive friendship, or
even friendliness, by the obligation of charity.
People, especially Catholics who know better,

With that comes the temptation to judge
our neighbor. “Are these parishioners just
uncharitable?” Quite possibly, we are making
a rash judgment about them.
Truth be told, the answer is that none of those

18

************************* womanhood *************************
questions are even worth considering. Not because they’re
stupid questions, but because if we are doing what we are
supposed to be doing, if we’re looking at life the way the Church
teaches us to, we’ll realize that we aren’t entitled to anything.
True charity carries no strings. There is no “return on investment.”
Thus, everything we receive is gratis.
Every friendship, every kind word, every consideration we
receive comes from the beneficence of God (albeit through
another). And every kindness we give is also gratis. It is charity
for charity’s sake. Charity because God has commanded that we
love our neighbor.
Beyond that, what is there? Nothing.
If we consider the situation in this way, the question of what
others are thinking, of why others did this or that in respect to
ourselves, simply does not come up.
If we expect that others are obligated to behave a certain way
toward us despite every Catholic teaching on humility, on how
we are worthy only of punishment for our transgressions, we
open the door to rash judgment, bitterness, cynicism, self-pity,
and a baseless envy.
We will build up expectations and these expectations will
invariably lead to disappointments. Who among us can honestly
say they have never felt the sting of being left out?
If we can keep in mind a better understanding of our relation
toward God, the expectation of receiving social goods from God
through our fellow man would not be quite so strong.
So the next time we’re tempted to feel slighted by parishioners
for their failure to be friendly or charitable, we should perhaps
remind ourselves that despite our social nature, we are only
responsible for our own souls and the souls of our children.
It’s incumbent on us to be charitable towards others. Everyone
else… what about everyone else? They answer to God.
We’ll find that doing so changes our perspective. There are no
expectations of friendship, and thus, no disappointments. There
is only a greater appreciation for each small gift granted to us
– a compliment, a baby gift, a friendly gesture, an invitation.
We must be charitable, but it must be a charity without strings,
without expectation of return. We do our best because it is what
we should do, because God commands it. That is sufficient. Ω

qr
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Me,

SING?
By Donna Alice Patton

S

INGING. It used to be a time-

honored activity, suitable for everyone,
everywhere. People sang at churches,
schools and countless other places in between.
Believe it or not, singing – not fancy choral
singing – just plain opening your mouth and
ringing out a tune used to be as common as
carols at Christmas.
In most congregations, everyone (except
for the profoundly tone deaf) made a robust
effort to sing the responses or the hymns.
You didn’t have to be a virtuoso, as long as
you could follow a tune – somewhat – and

read the hymnal. But, singing wasn’t just
for church. Many families gathered around
the piano for an old-fashioned sing-along –
sometimes every night after dinner. Teenagers
went to parties or hayrides and – believe it or
not – SANG together for FUN. Honest! Schools:
parochial, private and public, taught singing in
Music Class. Singing was considered a valuable
choice of curriculum; as vital as learning the
multiplication tables or how to diagram a
sentence.
Is it any wonder I grew up with the belief that
singing was as normal as breathing? While we
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were never a threat to the musical Von Trapp’s,
my family rarely found any activity that couldn’t
be enhanced by song. Our repertoire grew as
we found songs to fit every mood: happy songs,
sad songs, silly songs, holiday songs, songs to
praise God. We sang in the car, doing chores,
and always at Mass. If my siblings and I didn’t
know a particular hymn, we were expected
to do our best to follow along. Strange beings
that we were, we might even ask to learn the
song on the way home from church. Singing at
church wasn’t just for the choir, in my family it
was required etiquette at Mass.
So maybe I was somewhat unaware or naive
that things were happening in the world;
leading to a tragic consequence…an absence of
plain, old-fashioned singing. Instead of singing
in the car, my nieces and nephews preferred
to turn on the radio and listen to someone
else sing. Instead of music classes in schools,
it was phased out of the curriculum. Schools
echoed not with lively snatches of youthful
voices practicing songs for the Christmas or
Spring Concert, but with a musical vacuum
– a voiceless void of singing. Instead of
learning songs, students memorized plays or
recitations. Seriously?
Somewhere in time, I also became aware that
people rushed out during the closing hymn,
instead of staying to sing praises. Or that often
the choir raised their voices during Mass in
solitary splendor; while many sat silent and
song-less in the pews. Why?

What happened to toss singing into disfavor;
an archaic activity once popular in the ‘olden
days?” Singing was once an acceptable
way of giving voice to strong emotions and
communicating with others. People sang
at churches, sporting events, birthdays,
weddings, community functions, on sleigh
rides, in the shower and everywhere else.
Even before there were humans, “the morning
stars sang in chorus” (Job 38:7) and as far
back as there have been humans, we’ve been
singing. Ever hear of the Psalms? A simple
definition of this Biblical book might describe
it as the songs of King David.
Across the globe, throughout all societies,
religions and ethnic groups, singing has
been a significant facet of human behavior.
Scientists have even discovered that our
minds and bodies are “hard-wired” to sing
and to react to the singing of others. We might
not all have the same talents as Bing Crosby
or Placido Domingo, but we’re all genetically
programmed to sing. Singing ability is in our
DNA. God created each of us with the ability
and the desire to ‘say it with music.’ So…
Why don’t people sing?
There could be many reasons: we’re too selfconscious, we don’t like the sound of our voice,
we don’t know the words or the lyrics, or we’ve
never been taught the value of singing. While
many of us sing in the shower or alone, singing
in front of, or with, others is a different story.
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One blog writer believes exposure to TV talent
shows has created the mistaken idea singing
has to be ‘perfect’ to count. This creates
artificial expectations of whose voice is ‘best.’
If you aren’t one of the exulted few, it’s better
not to open your mouth. Many people feel
they are being judged as inadequate if they
don’t measure up to an imaginary standard
of ‘good singers.’ Forget the idea that
singing, by itself, is an enriching
activity no matter how well or
badly you sing. Many of us
have become used to the
idea of being ‘musical
consumers’,
content
to purchase CD’s or
DVD’s of other people
singing. We’ve lost the
belief that singing is
beneficial, even if you
just do it for your own
pleasure!
Many
non-singers
confess to not liking the
sound of their own voices.
Again, this circles back to a
mistaken belief that only good voices
should be heard. But, if you look up verses
about singing in the Bible, you won’t find God
making any qualifications about which voices
He prefers. For instance, in Psalm 94:1, David
advises us to “Come, let us sing joyfully to the
Lord.” Nowhere does he state, “Only perfect,
talent-contest voices need apply.”
The most basic reason people don’t sing could
also be the simplest – they don’t know the
lyrics or the tune to a song. Or they’ve never
been taught to care about singing. Every
summer, my sister and I lead a Girls’ Camp
in our traditional parish. One of the activities
we offer is singing. We invite several Sisters
to come teach the girls a few songs. This little
‘concert’ is then performed for the parents at a
Sunday Reception. It’s never ceased to astonish
me (in the nine years we’ve done the camp),
how many mothers and girls are appreciative
at learning to sing – any songs! One mother

even whispered the shameful confession,
“My girls don’t know how to sing.” I thought
she must be joking. Surely everyone knew at
least one or two songs, even if they were just
commercial jingles. She told me sadly the only
song her children knew was “Happy Birthday.”
It might be easy to dismiss this as one family’s
lack of musical ability. They don’t sing, too
bad. However, the truth is, a singing
deficiency is sadly much more
widespread. In July 1995, the
Music Educator’s Journal
quoted President Will
Schmid of the National
Association for Music
Education
on
the
singing shortage and his
efforts to “Get America
singing…Again!”
According to Schmid,
Rachel Carson’s landmark
book Silent Spring raised
the specter of a spring
where birds, killed off by
pesticides, did not sing anymore.
He compared it to the current (1995)
state of people who didn’t sing. “A lot of
music teachers are starting to worry about
whether people are singing any more. They
meet increasing numbers of adults who call
themselves non-singers, children who enter
kindergarten without having experienced
family singing and teenagers who would rather
slap on earphones than sing.”
Schmid and his group were kicking off a
campaign that had two goals: one would be to
promote community singing and the second
would be to introduce a “common song
repertoire that Americans of all ages, know
and can sing.” His group eventually came up
with a list of forty-two songs everyone should
know. They were published in a book, Get
America Singing... Again! A project of the Music
Educators National Conference. Some of the
songs included, America, the Battle Hymn of
the Republic, Do Re Mi, and even, surprisingly,
Dona Nobis Pacem.
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While the book and the list of songs sparked
some interest around the country, it also raised
questions. Should we care if our country, or
any other, has a shared musical culture? Does
it matter if people sing or not? Who really
cares if mothers no longer sing lullabies to
their babies or teenagers can’t remember the
lyrics to the national anthem? Should we care
if singing has faded into silent oblivion? Yes!
The songs we sing are part of our cultural
heritage. They’re part of who we ‘are’ as
Americans, Canadians, or any other national
culture. It’s important to preserve that
vital part of ourselves, even if a song is not
always appealing or politically correct. Music,
including songs and singing, is used to express
ideas, teach and reflect the goals and ideas of
a community. Songs preserve our historical
heritage by giving a voice to the thoughts,
feelings and emotions of an era.
While preserving our cultural heritage is
important, it is crucial in these times to cherish
and pass along our Catholic musical traditions
as well. What would happen if everyone who
knew all the ‘old’ traditional hymns were
suddenly gone? Imagine our churches without
the stirring lyrics of Holy God; We Praise Thy
Name, or Advent without O Come, O Come
Emmanuel? How about the Mass without the
Credo or Agnus Dei? Learning to sing these
and other classic Catholic hymns or a carol is
a legacy we can pass on to future generations
of Catholics. If we don’t take the time to teach
these songs, to show others why they should
care about singing, then we will have more
silence in the pews. Our traditional songs are
a precious resource that can all too easily slip
silently away. One only has to look around
during the closing hymn at Mass to see how
many people are actually singing and how
many are just moving their lips. Just as we do
at our Girls’ Camp, we need to teach others
to sing and to care about singing. We need to
unlock the vast depository of Catholic musical
traditions and begin to share it. Catholics today
are the custodians of future Catholic choirs
and warbling, tentative-but-trying voices in

the pews. And as St. Augustine said, “Singing
is praying twice.”
So…
Why should people sing?
God created us to SING! Unlike some things
it’s a free, easy activity that almost anyone can
engage in. You don’t need special equipment or
a uniform and there’s nothing to buy, no dues
to pay. As an added bonus, singing is actually
good for your health. Seriously! According to
the August 16, 2013 issue of Time, an article
titled Singing Changes Your Brain, states,
“group singing has been scientifically proven
to lower stress, relieve anxiety, and elevate
endorphins.” The article also mentions the
research of Dr. Julene K. Johnson, a researcher
who focused on older singers. A five-year-study
by Dr. Johnson proved that “group singing is an
affordable method to improve the health and
well-being of older adults.” Imagine that – as
you sing the final hymn after Mass, you are
contributing to your quality of life.
Other health benefits of singing are: it’s
therapeutic, both emotionally and physically;
it’s spiritually uplifting; it releases endorphins
which are pain relieving; reduces stress;
increases feelings of happiness; and it can
help us reduce anger, depression and other
negative emotions.
So…
Why don’t people sing?
Maybe you weren’t born into a singing family
and don’t know how to begin.
As the song lyrics go, “Let’s start at the very
beginning. . .”
Make a decision to sing more often. Sing in the
shower. Sing while washing dishes or cleaning
the car. Sing to your children, even if they give
you strange looks. Listen to the choir at Mass
and follow along – even if it’s only a chorus
or two at first. Just sing with your God-given
ability! Ω
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S

till feeling uncertain? Try the follow tips to make
singing second nature with your family:

1

Learn a simple song like “Immaculate
Mary.” Add it to the ending of the
family Rosary.

2

Buy, download, (or borrow) CD’s
that feature classic Catholic hymns.
(Carols, songs from other eras, songs for
children, etc.) Play them when you have
a captive audience in your car. Learn
songs on your way to Mass or going to
the supermarket.

3

If you have a musician in the family,
look for songbooks that feature easy
songs to play. Start your own tradition of
family sing-along nights.

4

You’ll be astonished at the quality of
good, Catholic music available on the
Internet. Even on YouTube you can find
Catholic hymns by a variety of choirs
and artists.

5

Use your imagination to seek out
new songs! Create a week of “Songs
to the Savior” and have everyone in the
family find one song to teach the rest of
the family. If your child is learning about
a specific area of history, have the rest
of the family find a song from that era.
The possibilities are almost endless.

6

Sing! Make up your own song and
sing about your daily activities. Sing
to your baby or toddler as you go about
your day. Whatever else you do, make
time in your day to SING!
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40 SONGS
every catholic should know
Advent & Christmas

General

Veni, Veni, Emmanuel (O Come, O Come,
Emmanuel)
Adeste Fideles (O Come, All Ye Faithful)
Silent Night (Stille Nacht)
The First Noel
Angels We Have Heard on High
What Child is This
Lo, How a Rose ‘ere Blooming
O Little Town of Bethlehem
We Three Kings

To Jesus’s Heart All Burning
O Lord I am not Worthy
Jesus, my Lord, my God, my All
Crown Him with Many Crowns
For Christ the King
Sing Praise to Our Creator
On Jordan’s Bank
Faith of Our Fathers’
Immaculate Mary
Daily, Daily, Sing to Mary
Hail, Holy Queen Enthroned Above
O Mary We Crown Thee With Blossoms Today
O Queen of the Holy Rosary
O Sanctissima
Ave Maria
The Angelus
Bring Flowers of the Rarest
Angel Ever at My Side
Dear Guardian of Mary
Guardian Angel from Heaven so Bright
O Salutaris Hostia
Tantum Ergo
Adoro te Devote
Te Deum Laudamus

Lent
Stabat Mater
O Sacred Head Surrounded
Pange Lingua Gloriosi

Easter
O Filii et Filiae (Ye Sons and Daughters of the
Lord)
Jesus Christ is Risen Today

Pentecost
Come, Holy Ghost, Creator Blest
Veni Creator Spiritus

D

onna Patton is an author from the Midwest, writing everything from
articles, newspaper columns, and curriculum worksheets to game
clues! She’s the author of The Search for the Madonna and Snipped In
the Bud for children, Roses are Red, Violets are Blue and Christmas, Interrupted
for adults. An avid history buff, she loves to research obscure historical facts
that lead to story ideas.
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how do you take your

MILK?
Low-fat? Skim? 2%? Homogenized? Ultra-Pasteurized? Soy? Almond?

Have you ever considered that maybe the way God made it might just
be good enough? Man’s penchant for tampering with nature tends to
get him into trouble, generally. How many grocery store labels are full
of ingredients that you can’t read, and probably don’t want to know
what they mean? The same thing goes for milk.
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P

erusing the dairy section at the grocery
stores these days, it seems like there
are near-endless options to choose from
in what was once a basic commodity. Milk
was once just that – milk. A white liquid
that came from cows. The cow, one of the
first domesticated animals known to man, is
a four-legged large mammal that, like other
mammals, gives birth to live young and is
equipped to feed them from a source
of milk that is strategically located
where a calf can find it. Over
time, as man became more
familiar with using cattle as
draft animals, he observed
that a cow has four teats
and usually only one calf.
This led him to the notion
that just perhaps the cow
had enough milk to spare
for his own children.
Centuries passed, and
through selective breeding
different breeds of cattle
were developed.
Some,
conspicuous for their strength
and size, were used for draft
animals. Others, chunkier through
the body and well-muscled, were
butchered for meat. Still others, finer
boned and gentler in disposition, were carefully
developed until, after many generations, their
udders were larger and they produced way
more milk than any one calf could possibly
drink. This surplus was then harvested by
farmers and dairymen and either sold as a
substitute for human breast milk; converted
into dairy products like yogurt, butter, or
cheese; used as an ingredient in anything
from cooking to cosmetics; fed to other farm
animals like chickens (grain soaked in milk) or
pigs (which would drink it straight); or used as
medicine.
In the mid-1800s, a time of massive upheaval
in society due to the Industrial Revolution
(and political/civil revolutions in just about
every country on the globe), there was also an

enormous breakthrough in human knowledge
of germs. This revolutionized, among other
things, surgical and medical practices and the
processing of food. In large cities like London,
Paris, and New York, conditions were appalling
in terms of cleanliness. Soot, smoke, sewage –
there were very few means available to control
these accumulated effects of thousands
of people living in close proximity.
Sources of drinking water became
contaminated, leading to massive
outbreaks of cholera and
typhoid that killed thousands
of people (Picard, 2006). On
top of that, it was no longer
practical to haul milk long
distances from the country
into the city. Cramped
dairies sprang up within
the cities themselves, and
milk – formerly a health
food – suddenly joined the
list of health risks when
cows began to be fed the
leftovers from distilleries
and other “scrap” foods that
they were never designed to
eat (A Brief History Of Raw Milk’s
Long Journey..., 2012). Milk from
sick cows, cows confined in filthy
conditions, or simply milk handled by
people with dirty hands and equipment, was
found to be linked to tuberculosis, diphtheria,
and other diseases (Axe, 2016). With infant
and child mortality already high, the situation
in the cities called desperately for a solution.
At last in 1865 Louis Pasteur, a French chemist
(and a Catholic), successfully demonstrated
that wine, milk, and beer that were cooked at
temperatures between 60-100 degrees Celsius
(140-212 degrees Fahrenheit) would remain
unspoiled for much longer periods (Wikipedia,
Biography.com. This process came to be called
pasteurization. Because the process killed the
vast majority of germs that had gotten into the
milk or other beverages, the chance of illness
or death as a result of drinking city dairy milk
dropped dramatically.
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However, two schools of thought regarding
pasteurization gradually developed on the
American side of the Atlantic.
In the 1890s, Nathan Strauss, a wealthy
American philanthropist who lost one of his
own children to bad milk, began to push that
the ONLY safe milk was pasteurized milk. He
did much charitable worth in New York with
depots where the poor could buy “sterilized”
milk at low prices (A Brief History Of Raw Milk’s
Long Journey..., 2012). This undoubtedly saved
the lives of many factory workers’ children and
was definitely better than buying bad milk
straight from the city dairies that were feeding
their cows swill.
Others, like Dr. Henry Coit of New Jersey,
came to the thoughtful conclusion that it was
the filthy conditions and poor feed that were
leading to the contamination of milk, and
began to push for the inspection of city dairies
and their processes rather than compulsory
pasteurization. In 1893 he was finally successful
in getting a Medical Milk Commission formed
to certify dairy products in the United States,
and unpasteurized milk from dairies that met
the commission’s criteria was once again safe
to drink – but significantly more expensive
than pasteurized milk (A Brief History Of Raw
Milk’s Long Journey..., 2012).
Meanwhile, out in the country, farmers and
their local clients continued to drink their milk
straight from the cows, which were mainly
eating grass and hay rather than garbage, and
rarely if ever had issues.
Up to this point, regardless of whether it was
“sterilized” before being chilled or not, milk
was still the same product that had come from
the cow. After a few hours sitting in the spring
house, ice bath, or other cooling place, it
would separate into milk and cream. This was
a natural process and did not mean that either
the milk or the cream had gone bad – it was
simply that the thicker fat molecules(cream)
floated up to the top of the thinner (milk)
molecules. The effect was similar to having a
layer of meringue on top of a custard pie. In

a glass jar or bottle, the cream line could be
distinctly seen as the cream was both thicker
and slightly (in the summer significantly) more
yellow than the milk below it. The cream could
then be easily skimmed off for making butter
or putting into coffee or tea. Milk in its natural
state is a solution of cream and milk, not a
homogenous mixture (A Brief History Of Raw
Milk’s Long Journey..., 2012).
Ah, homogenous. When Auguste Gaulin,
another Frenchman, invented a machine in
1899 that broke the milk molecules down into
smaller, more uniform sizes, the process was
named homogenization. The point was to
keep the cream from separating and having to
be stirred back in all the time. However, since
customers were used to getting their milk with
a distinctive cream line that told them in plain
terms how much good cream they were getting,
they were reluctant to buy homogenized milk
(A Brief History Of Raw Milk’s Long Journey...,
2012). Ever hear the saying “the cream of
the crop”? The amount of cream was the
measurement of quality. If customers couldn’t
see the cream line, there was no way to know
if the farmer had taken the cream off to sell it
for a higher price and left them with just skim
milk!
Eventually in the 1920s homogenized milk
became more popular due to advertising
campaigns that promoted it as being easier
to digest, and advances were made in the
homogenizing machines that resulted in smaller
and smaller milk molecules. With additional
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“scare tactic” media campaigns in the 1940s to
pasteurize all milk in order to reduce disease
and to increase shelf life, pasteurization and
homogenization joined forces (A Brief History
Of Raw Milk’s Long Journey..., 2012). While milk
could not be outright boiled without acquiring
a “cooked” taste, pasteurization was likewise
refined until between the two processes, germs
had practically nil chance of surviving.
Parents breathed a sigh of relief
that their children were now
safe from germs and that
their digestive systems
were being spared
excessive stress.
But was (and is)
that really the case?
(Hint: the media was
involved.)
With the institution of
mass pasteurization and
homogenization over the
last 70 years, a phenomenon
called “milk allergies” and “lactose
intolerance” has appeared. More and more
adults and children have found that their
digestive systems can no longer handle this
“safer and easier to digest” state of milk. On
top of that, concerns about basic nutritional
value have arisen. In a study conducted by Dr.
Francis Pottenger, Jr. in 1946, cats fed either
pasteurized milk or pasteurized milk enriched
with synthetic Vitamin D demonstrated
“skeletal changes” and “lessened reproductive
efficiency” - not to mention that their kittens did
not develop well (Axe, 2016). After additional
study and observation of still more detrimental
effects, Dr. Pottenger concluded, “We cannot
afford to pasteurize milk if it is found that
pasteurization diminishes the potency of the
growth-promoting factors that determine
the skeletal development of our children.
We cannot afford to lessen the resistance of
our children to respiratory infection, asthma,
bronchitis and the common cold when factors
preventing them are present in greater
amounts in properly clean raw milk than in
pasteurized milk” (Axe, 2016). Other doctors

documented low-level but common cases of
scurvy that occurred in babies who were fed
only pasteurized milk (Axe, 2016). Much more
recently, Dr. William Campbell Douglass, Jr.
and Aajonus Vonderplanitz, a milk scientist,
made a summary of the documented harmful
effects of pasteurization. Among them were
artherosclerosis; colon, ovarian, prostrate and
stomach cancers; diabetes; muscular
dystrophy;
sterility;
tooth
decay; and even common
acne (Axe, 2016).
As a result of all
these “safe milk”
side effects, rather
than go back to
“unsafe” n a t u r a l
milk, chemists have
turned to developing
milk a l t e r n a t i v e s
like soy and nut milks.
While almond milk is a
fairly new development,
soy milk has been around long
enough for doctors like Kaayla Daniels,
PhD, CCN, to document its link to increased
estrogen levels in children of both genders,
leading to earlier maturation in girls and
girlish tendencies in boys (any connection to
the tide of homosexuality lately?). Excessive
consumption of soy in general has been linked
to increased liability for cancer, heart disease,
thyroid dysfunction, infertility, and more
(Daniels, 2005).
Do we really want to call beverages that have
a white color and little or even detrimental
nutritional value milk? We may as well put
Piña Colada on our cereal.
It’s time to re-evaluate milk as it was consumed
for centuries, as a dietary staple and as a
health food. This is milk as it comes from
the cow, uncooked, undoctored (although it
is strained to remove any hair or straw that
might have fallen in). Today, this genre of milk
is known colloquially as “raw” milk. Raw milk,
as opposed to milk that has been pasteurized
and homogenized, overstates what perhaps
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should be obvious. Do we talk about eating
raw oranges, lettuce, and bananas?
Milk, as God designed it and cows produce it
under natural conditions, is a superfood. It
is high in healthy fats, enzymes that help the
stomach digest it, minerals, and proteins. It
contains disease-fighting antibodies in optimal
format (Axe, 2016). If a lactating cow has
access to good food – lush, well-fertilized
pastures and a mineral supply, with a SMALL
supplement of grain – her body is creating milk
under optimal conditions.
This optimally produced milk is what humans
SHOULD be drinking.
In his book “The Untold Story of Milk,” Dr. Ron
Schmid relates the story of a man who, as a
child, accidentally drank lye. His esophagus
was severely damaged to the point that he
could only swallow liquids. For the rest of
his life he lived on raw milk. He was not an
invalid, either! He grew to normal adult size,
married, and had several children - all without
eating solid food (Schmid, 2009). Even today
people go on “the Milk Diet” and find that they
can survive quite well on about a gallon and a
half of milk a day - and that many of their skin
conditions, gastrointestinal issues, and other
health problems simply disappear. Some of
these people cannot tolerate milk as it comes
from the store shelves.
If you do decide to try raw milk, you do have
to take some precautions - just any old raw
milk isn’t necessarily safe to drink. Since the
Holsteins at most large feedlot dairies have
been pumped full of antibiotics and growth
hormones for their entire lives, as well as being

fed grain almost exclusively, their stomachs
and their udders are all out of whack and the
resulting milk is often tainted with puss and
some scary bacteria (Axe, 2016). That kind
of milk MUST be pasteurized in order to be
halfway safe for human consumption. If you
can find a dairy where you can see the cows
out in the fields eating grass every day when
you drive by, that’s a good clue that you may
want to become a customer. Ask the farmer if
you can come watch his milking process, and
ask for a sample. Most raw milk dairymen
(and women) will be happy to answer your
questions because they are questions they had
to find answers for themselves. You’ll find that
they drink their own milk products and practice
what they preach.
There are all sorts of myths out there about
raw milk - E coli, salmonella, milk-causingmucus, and so on and so forth. Dairy in the
United States has become a huge industry that
would prefer not to be exposed, and thus it is
in their best interest to keep health-conscious
consumers in the dark or scared to make
educated choices. In reality, tests have been
done where harmful bacteria were placed in
containers of raw milk, and after a period of
time no trace of them could be found (Axe,
2016). The good bacteria in the milk had won.
As for milk causing mucus, one has to question
whether the rumors are about raw, healthy
milk or “dead” storebought milk.
The raw milk controversy isn’t going to go away
anytime soon. But as more and more consumers
take a stand and demand unadulterated,
wholesome food, it seems likely that raw milk
will only become more popular. Ω
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YOGURT

How to make your own

Yogurt: a cultured dairy product that

has a consistency similar to soft-serve ice
cream, but with a mild sour taste and rich
reserves of live cultures to replenish your
gut, similar to those found in probiotics.
Available commercially in a zillion flavors,
most of them HIGHLY sweetened.
If you have a large family that likes yogurt,
you’ve probably already noticed that those
little individual-serving cups cost a small
fortune when multiplied by the number of
mouths eating them. Even if you buy it in
the larger tubs (which usually only come in
plain or vanilla anyway), the cost still ads up.
If you’re eating yogurt for its health benefits,
you’ve also probably noticed the amount of
flavors, sugars, and additives present in most
commercially-produced yogurt and been
dismayed.

What you will need:
•

1 gallon of raw skim milk [if you leave
the cream on, it just makes a weird
foamy crust on top]. You can also use

pasteurized “storebought” milk.
•

1 cup of plain “storebought” yogurt.

•

1 large pot that can comfortably hold

•

A whisk.

•

A food-safe thermometer with a range
of 100 - 200 degrees. (This is the most

Dannon or Stoneyfield works well. Get
“regular” rather than “fat free.”

that amount of milk and yogurt, with a lid.

important piece of equipment, because if
it isn’t accurate the yogurt won’t set.)
•

Well, there’s good news. Yogurt is one of the
easiest and cheapest cultured dairy products
to make, involves little specialized equipment,
and doesn’t take long.

A large old-fashioned boiling-water
canner or some other larger pot or
container with a lid, lined on the sides

and bottom with wadded up newspapers.
The yogurt pot needs to fit completely
inside it with both lids on.
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Process:
1

[If you are using pasteurized milk you can
skip this step] Slowly heat milk to 180
degrees Fahrenheit, stirring often with
the whisk. This is a low-heat pasteurization
process that will kill off any radical bacteria
that could overpower the yogurt culture and
make it taste funny.

from heat. Allow to cool to 115
2Remove
degrees Fahrenheit.
Stir occasionally to
keep a “skin” from forming on the top.

3

While the milk is cooling, measure out the
yogurt you are using for the starter culture and let it warm up to around room temperature.
It can’t grow when it is cold. Use this time to pack your canner or other container with crumpled
newspapers. Line the bottom and prepare packing for the sides. [Once you have insulated the
yogurt, the packing will keep its shape for next time.]

4

When the milk reaches 115 degrees, stir in the yogurt and mix well. Remove the
thermometer, put on the lid, and place the pot inside your insulating container. Add any

necessary packing around the sides [don’t worry about packing over the lid]. Put outer lid on.

5

Let it sit for at least 3 hours. Letting it sit overnight is a bit of overkill, but doesn’t seem to

hurt unless it’s really hot outside. The yogurt will form a fairly solid cylinder in the pot that will
peel away from the sides when you tip the pot slightly.

6Refrigerate until chilled*, then serve

. Top with fresh fruit, jam, honey, granola - YOUR
choice, not the supermarket’s - and enjoy!

*As you take out the first few scoops, you will notice that there is a watery yellow whey collecting
in the bottom of the pot. This is normal. You can remove it with a dipper and discard it.
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ABC Scones

These melt-in-your-mouth savory scones are a treat any day of the week for lunch or breakfast
(except on Friday, of course!). Yield: 16 scones

Ingregients

Egg Wash (if desired)
1 egg yolk

6 cups all purpose flour
Heavy cream
¼ cup + 1/8 cup granulated sugar
Dash of salt
3 Tablespoons baking powder
1 teaspoon salt
1 ½ cups shredded Asiago, white cheddar, or parmesan cheese
1 ¼ cups + 1/8 cup chopped fresh chives
4 – 12 ounces chopped cooked bacon. (Anywhere from ¾ to 1 pound of raw bacon)
2 ½ cups + 1/8 cup heavy cream
¼ cup honey
1. Spread the bacon on a cookie sheet and bake at 350 until its cooked but still chewy.
2. Combine dry ingredients in a mixing bowl. Make a well and add cream and honey. Mix by hand until it all just sticks together. Pop in the refrigerator for a few minutes. Take the time to mix up the egg
wash – it should be about the color of raw scrambled eggs. There’s no set formula, just be careful not
to add too much cream.
3. Cut the dough in half, and press each half of the dough into a circle that’s about 9-10 inches across
and about ¾” thick. Cut into eight pieces each.
4. Put on cookie sheets lined with parchment paper. Egg wash, and bake at 350 F until the tops are
golden brown and they feel slightly firm when tapped with a finger– they shouldn’t feel like a sponge…
5. Cool and enjoy, although they are AWESOME when still slightly warm.
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When Your Best Friend

Marries

It may not have happened yet. It may not happen for a while. But sooner or later,
it will. Your best gal pal who’s been your closest confidante since kindergarten will
be swept off her feet by a passing Prince Charming, will say “yes” when he pops
the shiny ring question, and within 18 months will be married, moved into her new
home, and be adjusting to life as a wife rather than as a single woman.
You’re at her side through the whole process:
you listen to her hopes and dreams while the
guy comes courting, you “ooh” and “ahh” over
her engagement ring, you host a bridal shower,
you throw your energy and talent into the
exciting chaos of wedding planning, you give a
heartfelt, moving speech as the maid of honor.

If the couple takes up residence in the bride’s
home parish, then it’s fairly simple. You stay
friends almost at the level you were before.
You become a godmother, babysit her children,
practically become another aunt. Life is full of
adorable babies who love you, and they live
just around the corner.

But then, after you wave the newlyweds off on
their honeymoon, what do you do?

In most cases, however, the scenario isn’t as
ideal from your perspective. Let’s say the
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groom is from a parish two-plus hours away,
and has no intention of relocating due to the
demands of his job, strong family ties, etc. You
as a friend cannot fight that. The wife must
follow her husband, and moping about it
won’t do either of you any good. So you help
your best friend pack, load trucks, and wax
enthusiastic about the new place and how nice
it is.
After that, you vow that the distance makes no
real difference. You text, email, call, and visit as
often as you can. You share the excitement of
her first pregnancy, even though the chances
to feel that tiny new life moving and kicking are
fewer and farther between than you would like.
You still make godmother. You send (or deliver
in person) gifts for birthdays and Christmases.
But slowly, as time passes, you feel that once
tight bond of friendship loosening a bit.
If you’re like a depressing number of young
Catholic women under the age of thirty-five,
you’re still single, with no immediate chances
of finding your own Prince Charming. You
watch a few more lucky friends get married,
watch a few more years tick slowly by alone.

Your married friends keep having kids, making
them less available to visit if they live far away
or hang out if they are local. You begin to feel
abandoned. Lonely. Your pool of same-age
single friends is dwindling, and the upcoming
singles are kids you remember as first graders,
not adults, and it takes some mental adjustment
to accept them as they are now. You take to
online sites for Catholic singles, determined
that there must be SOMEONE out there who is
a fervent Catholic, six foot plus, decent to look
at, has a steady job, and wants a wife. Maybe
in Alaska? Australia? South Africa?
This isn’t the only possible scenario.
Yes, it is lonely to be single, and as a single
woman, it is easy to feel purposeless, without
firm goals other than to save our souls.
Our lives feel like they’re on hold. We’ve
heard all the condemnations of the scorned
“career woman” and therefore we don’t feel
free to make long-term career plans. As a
compromise, we have an education, we have a
job, but it’s not what we want to do for the rest
of our lives. Sure, we may be good at it, and
it pays the bills, but it is tempting to look at it
as a time-filler, a way to stay busy. We’re still
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keeping our options open. What if we meet
Prince Charming at the next business meeting
with that new client firm?
The better alternative to withdrawing from
the lives of our married friends is to seek out
ways to be truly useful to them and to keep
them from feeling abandoned by the swingin’
singles. Seriously. Hear me out.
Sure, they have a husband and kids. But how
much of the time is hubby away at work? 8 –
12 hours a day, 5-6 days a week. That’s a long
time to be cooped up in a house with kids who
haven’t attained the age of reason. They may
be cute munchkins but they really don’t provide
much by way of conversation or intellectual
stimuli. So call her up and chat a bit while the
kids are napping, or come over and help her
take them to the park. Bring an activity and
keep the kids entertained while she gets the
laundry done or changes the sheets on the
beds. Help oversee planting the garden so that
the seeds end up in the ground instead of in
the kids’ stomachs.
And that’s just on the home life level. As Moms
and Dads, your friends can’t make it to the
monthly young adult card party anymore. Do
you just continue blithely on without them?
Invite them anyway and have the singles take
rotating turns as babysitters, free of charge.
Missing one party night every couple months
won’t kill you, and your married friends will
tremendously appreciate it. Alternatively or
additionally, babysit for them some Friday
night so they can get out of the house together
to get some fresh air.
Most married women will admit that they
need their gal pals even more after they are
married. While their peers (other married
women) are often endless fonts of advice,
they may be biased. Who hasn’t listened to
a “my-children-are-perfect” parent at some
time or other? Getting a single friend’s input
may be just what they need to achieve a more
balanced perspective - not to mention some
much-needed “girl time.”

************************ relationships **************************
chance to blow off steam. This alone can do a
lot to avoid major trouble further on! Provide a
sympathetic, charitable ear but don’t take a side
or make a judgment call. Try to smooth things
over if you can - blessed are the peacemakers!
Married people have their own crosses,
sometimes much larger than those of single
people. They are bound to worry and support
a much greater weight - multiple souls instead
of one. Do your best to help them see things
from a Catholic sacrificial perspective, even if
it is difficult at first.
There is one main thing, however, that single
friends must be wary of. This is taking sides in
a marital fight. Sure, you may barely know her
husband. Yes, you sympathize with her totally.
But you must be extremely cautious about
where and how you step in. You don’t want her
divorce on your conscience because you gently
encouraged her to hate her husband, however
much (it seems) that he may have deserved
it. At least at first, most women just need a

“Losing” your best friends to matrimony isn’t
the end. It takes some getting used to, and
often more work for those of us who are still
single. Once the kids start coming, the burden
of maintaining those great friendships falls
more on us because our time is more flexible
and we have fewer responsibilities.
Besides, what better way to truly figure out if
you are meant for the married state than to
hang out with parents and their kids? Ω

LOVE IT vs. HATE IT
“Outdoor, active dates
are a great choice
[provided there are
chaperones] because
you get to see how the
other person reacts to
real life situations.”

“Talk about having a
guy see you at your
worst! Sweaty, smelly,
and out of breath all at
once - NOT impressed.
Pick something more
romantic!”

[hiking first date]

YO U
SAID:

I’m married but I
remember my courtship
days well! I would’ve
enjoyed a hiking date.
In fact my husband and I, along with his
brother, went on a very nice hike after
driving to a Mass in OK. :) We weren’t
dating or courting at the time, just friends
but it was a lovely day.
- Ashley, TX
Love it: It would be a great chance for a
long-winded conversation. It would also
be a great way to get to know a young
man better as you would have a chance
to share a challenge with him and vice
versa. Just hope you don’t get lost in fog
and have mountain rescue come and get
you!
- Siobhan, IRL
That would have been awesome! (Mind
you, I’m married) For one, right away
you would know that your suitor was
interested in being active and not one of
the internet-addicted men that saturate
our present society.
- Nikki, WI

properly. It wouldn’t be as fun to be wearing
heels and find out later I should’ve been
wearing boots or sneakers.
- Alexa, MI

Did you know that in the
1870s walking “races”
were the most popular
spectator sport in
America? People would
go to roller-skating rinks
and bet on who would
be the first contestant to
walk 100 miles - or more
- over a 6 day period
[closed on Sundays].
www.npr.org

Hiking on a date?! On the FIRST date?!
No way!
		
- Maria, PA

Hiking on a first date always a great idea....
you have an excuse to hold hands and see
if he is a gentleman. He can take your hand
and help you up a hill.
- Corrien, ON
I think it’s a great idea. When I go on a date
I want to get to know his likes and dislikes. I
want to be able to talk to him! Most times
that’s easier to do when you’re outdoors,
doing activities together rather than sitting
in some stuffy movie theater wondering
why you agreed to sit awkwardly next to
someone that you can’t really talk to until
the credits.
- Bernadette, MI

*****************
Join the Love It vs. Hate It
fun in the next issue:

Makeup

Let’s face it, no one we know has a
naturally perfect complexion. Do we
accept it as a fact of life or do we turn
to cosmetics to hide our flaws?
Email a 2-3 sentence response to
altarandheartheditors@gmail.com
Subject: MAKEUP

It seems like low pressure fun to me. I’d
just like to know in advance so I could dress
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D ear Mrs. Emily,

I recently went out on several dates with a
young man but we just weren’t compatible.
He’s a nice guy, and I’ve been trying to give
him the hint, but he’s just not taking it. He’s
been persistent and I’ve been dodging. I’m
starting to get desperate, but I don’t want
to be mean either. Advice?
Sincerely,

Single in NE
Hi Single,
I think most women can say they’ve been the
recipient of unwanted attention at some point
or another. Sometimes things escalate faster
for the other party than it does for us, or deal
breakers arise that are so egregious, we can’t
even begin to break them down.
At the very least you can congratulate yourself
on having the wherewithal to know he’s not
the right one for you. As a single person, it can
be easy to fall into the trap of believing you
have to try to make something work because
you want so much to get married. This in turn
leads to doubts. Are you being too picky? Are
you being too high-maintenance? Should you
give him just one more shot at it?

Truth be told, you aren’t being mean or rude
by letting a guy down easy. While there is no
getting around the fact that you are more
than likely disappointing him and hurting his
feelings, the longer you fail to address the
real state of things, the longer you leave him
hanging – wondering and hoping that you’ll
eventually come around.
Not only does that leave you both without
closure, it’s difficult for either of you to move
on. He can accidentally create some awkward
situation and claim that whatever you had
together was never over when another date
comes your way, while you had made the
assumption that he finally took the hint.
Ending courtship, as gently as possible, isn’t
mean or rude. It’s the best thing you can do for
the both of you. Just make sure you are sure
about ending it! It’s unfair to drag it out, but it’s
also unfair to end a relationship prematurely.
If you aren’t sure you have expressed yourself
clearly enough, enlist your Dad to talk things
out man-to-man to reinforce your position.
Hope this helps!
Sincerely,
Mrs.Emily
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The Girl He Left Behind Him

by Siobhán Ní Mhaoildhia

A

breath of fresh air stroked Mary’s cheek, coaxing her awake.
She lazily opened her eyes to mellow morning sunlight as
it filtered into her room through the white curtains swaying
against the sill. Mary was suddenly consoled by the realization
that it was a beautiful day. She lay there, still, with the coverlet
up to her chin. The light would make it easier today.
Having made the Sign of the Cross, she turned her face to her right to lay
loving eyes on the image of Our Lady of Perpetual Succour. A pang of anguish
rippled through her heart as she propped herself up on one elbow. How
much she needed her!
No sound could be heard in the house. Mary rose, dressed herself, and sank
down on her knees. As she said her morning prayers her head bowed to rest
on her joined hands. Oh, help me, Mother, help me! she pleaded silently.
Help us both. . . I suppose I deserve this suffering, but does he?
She rose suddenly and shook the dark thoughts from her mind, taking her
apron from behind the door and leaving her bedroom. It was early indeed,
she thought, as she stood in the kitchen and looked about. She took up the
broom and began to sweep the floor, dark clouds once again overshadowing
her thoughts as lighter clouds of dust rose before her strokes. So, we must
be separated forever. She silently pulled out the chairs from the table in
order to sweep beneath them. God’s will, not mine. Maybe it is all for the
best. Perhaps Sister Agatha is right; it is possible I am more suited to the
convent.
She unlatched the door, allowing a strong shaft of yellow light to spill across
the floor. As she swept the dust out into the yard it billowed briefly in the
wind before settling among the stones. Mary raised her head and leaned on
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the broom handle, her shoulder against the jamb. Her gaze drifted across the
fields, beyond the road, over the little village, to the sea. On this beautiful
day, I wish he was with me, not leaving me. We could enjoy it together. Why
do I feel part of me is missing? It is as if l can only see with one eye and he’s
not even gone yet!
A lump formed in her throat. She imagined him bustling about the little
cottage down the road in his crisply ironed white shirt, stuffing things into
a large duffel bag or suitcase. His mother running in and out of the room.
Tears in her eyes, grey streaks in her hair beneath the little widow’s cap...
Suddenly Mary was distracted from her thoughts by a movement far below.
A cart, going round the last corner. That’s him, she silently told herself,
recognizing even from afar the straight shoulders, the gray cap, the very
way he sat.
“Jim,” she whispered.
Of course he didn’t hear her. Nor did he look back. Tears rolled down her
cheeks. He’s gone. Gone. . . forever.
A clatter and a bang came from behind her. She slowly turned round, the worn
broom supporting her. Iggy, tall and lanky at twenty, stood in the doorway
of the boys’ bedroom, looking at her with sleepy eyes that nonetheless saw
through her.
“Are ye all up, Iggy?”
“Ah, they’re getting up all right.”
“Would you close that door?” yelled a boyish voice from inside.
Iggy closed the bedroom door and Mary lit the fire. She then got the kettle
and hung it on the crane over the fire while her oldest brother pulled up
the straps of his braces. Mary turned to go to the dresser but stopped when
he gestured to her. They stood silently for some seconds before Iggy finally
spoke.
“Oh Mary, you have that look in your eyes like the Mother of Sorrows.”
“Please leave me alone!”
“It’s Jim, isn’t it?” queried Iggy, his blue eyes full of pity. “Everything will be
all right, I’m telling ya.”
“It’s no use, Iggy. I’ll never see him again in this world.”
“You’d think he was dead, Mary! People return from the States these days.
It’s the 20th century, Mary!”
Suddenly, Gary, the second of her brothers, bounded out of the bedroom.
“Look at the time it is! I’ve no time for tea, Mary, or I’ll be late for the thinnin’
of the turnips.”
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The young lad threw on his jacket, swigged a mug of partially stagnant water
and dashed out the door. It wasn’t long before the other two brothers, Tom
and Ned, piled out and gathered around the table. Mary served out the
porridge and watched as the two teens and one young man gulped down
their breakfasts before racing out the door to their work.
It was a day for shirtsleeves and bare feet. In spite of her heavy thoughts,
Mary stepped lightly down the hill toward the river, an empty enamel bucket
in each hand. The plain beauty of the view that her eyes beheld immersed
her soul with a sad joy which sweetened and elevated her sorrow and dulled
the keen disappointment caused by Jim’s departure. Her memories of how
he would approach her on the road with his shy gentle smile, and then,
when it seemed he was about to address her, he would lower his head and
turn away, had lost their bitterness. Upon nearing the riverbank, she went
through the gap in the boulders which led to the wide dry path down to the
water. She squatted on the brink and dipped the first bucket in the water,
resting it on the yellow rocks of the shallow riverbed. She did the same with
the second. Just as she was about to stand them upright, a heavy breath of
smoke filled her nostrils. Looking up, nothing was to be seen except little
fluffy clouds. Raising the buckets, Mary turned towards the gap through
which she had come, well aware that the normal cookfire smoke from her
own home rarely reached the water.
Someone was calling her full name.
“Mary Moynihan!”
She thought it came from behind her, across the river. Turning around, she
scanned the rocks. The cry came again.
“Who’s there?”
Out from among the rocks on the far bank scrambled a large bull-necked
young man. At the sight of him, Mary backed up a few steps, turned,
and walked briskly toward the crest of her own bank. She had no words to
spare for Big Larry Keane. A disputed field at the foot of the hill had begun
a deep feud between the Keanes and Jim’s family three generations earlier.
Mary followed her family’s stance on the matter and had taken Jim’s side,
even before she had begun to feel a more personal interest in his affairs.
Splashing her legs with precious water, she scrambled up the path and out
through the rocks. The sight she saw in the distance made her catch her
breath.
The village at the head of the beach was an inferno. The crisp dry thatch on
the little houses that all stood side by side made for perfect kindling. She
glanced hastily up the hill toward her own house. All was quiet there, and
for the moment safe. No one stood at the door gaping out at the plumes of
smoke that towered in a pillar of cloud over the coast.
“They say the old woman has gone mad,” Big Larry said behind her. She
turned to see him looking down on her with his customary sly grin, his hands
in his pockets.
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“What old woman?” Mary asked, throwing all caution to the wind.
“Old Mrs. Jim,” he said, his grin twisting into a malicious sneer. Jim was
named after his father, who had drowned many years before while fishing
one summer’s evening. His mother had not been quite the same since, and
with her only son just gone...
Mary turned her back on him and strode resolutely away. She would have run
if she had been able to, but the water pails slowed her down. Her thoughts
suddenly turned to her brothers. She knew that Gary was safe on the other
side of the hill, and that Tom and Ned were out in the cooper’s hayfield. But
wasn’t Iggy going to the forge to get the spade mended?
Reaching the house, she opened the door and set the first bucket on the
kitchen floor by the table that stood against the wall. A large shadow fell
across her, almost completely blocking the light, and she nearly spilled the
second pail. Big Larry stood on the threshold, not quite so bold as to step
inside.
“Have you nothing better to be doing?” Mary asked tartly, annoyed by his
careless smirk even if she knew it was unwise to provoke him. “Why aren’t
you down there helping?”
“I’m not going to burn myself alive like that crazy old woman!” Big Larry
snorted, digging his fists further into his pockets. His coming to one’s door
inevitably meant trouble, but seeing there was enough trouble already on
the coast, Mary could not fathom what he meant by loitering on her stoop
slandering the neighbors.
“How do you know who’s to blame for it?” Mary snapped, beginning to lose
her patience.
“I stopped a young lad who was running mad on the road and he said that
he was going to his uncle’s, to get a horse to go after young Jim.” Seeing her
stare, Big Larry drawled, “He’s not going to catch up with him anyway. He
must be gone twenty miles at least. I told the young lad he was only -”
Not waiting to hear any more, Mary gathered her skirts and shoved past him
to run, stumbling, down the hill toward the unknown a kilometer away.
Upon reaching the road in the village, the smoke was worse than any sea
fog and choked her already burning lungs. The only light came from the
flames that engulfed the roofs of three houses that stood close together,
one of them being Jim’s mother’s home. Nothing could be heard but the
roar of the flames, the crackling of burning thatch and timber, the shouts
of the men organizing a fire brigade, and the heavy coughing of those who
hurried passed her. Belatedly, she realized she should have brought her
own pails. Covering her mouth, Mary noticed the Maguires staggering past
her carrying a child between them. Unable to help and struggling to get
her breath, Mary followed. Gradually, the air became a little clearer as they
moved out of the direct path of the wind.

44

************************** fiction ****************************
Little Helen Maguire was laid on the grass and was soon surrounded by the
angry and curious womenfolk of the village. Mrs. Jim, clearly not trapped in
her burning home, hobbled amongst them, eager to hear what the young girl
was attempting to say. Mary, overwhelmed now that the violent emotions
of the morning were spent and dazed with relief that no one was trapped in
the blaze, threw herself on the grass where she stood, appreciating the pure
air that blew in from the sea to fill her smoky lungs.
She lay undisturbed, resting on one elbow, the fresh breeze cooling her
face. When Iggy found her, long after the fire had spent its fury, she was
wearing a strangely contented, if blackened, face and when he crouched
beside her she did not seem to notice at first. The smouldering thatch and
timber lay amongst the toppled stone structures of the three houses, but
the firemen had been able to save the rest. It was only when an old man
shuffled towards Iggy and offered him a swig from a large glass bottle did
Mary seem to regain her senses. She turned and looked with vacant eyes at
her brother’s seared tweed jacket and injured hands.
Telling Iggy to stay where he was, she rose, picked up a discarded bucket, and
went to fill it below the bridge that crossed the same river from which she
had drawn the clear mountain water little over an hour ago. Upon returning
to her brother, Mary took his grazed hands gently and washed them. Iggy
did not resist. Having cleaned his hands and dried them carefully with her
petticoat, she rose once more. The group of women had dispersed to care
for their menfolk and all that remained were the young girl and her mother
and Mrs. Jim. The girl seemed to have had recovered and now stood drying
her tears on her woollen sleeve. As Mary approached, Mrs. Jim stood and
stretched out her arms towards her. Her old weather-beaten face with its
thousand crevices looked more sorrowful than ever.
Mary enveloped the old lady in her arms. Always, the motion reminded her
of the mother she had never had. Reluctantly drawing herself away from the
frail body, she said, “I’m sorry.”
“I know,” said Mrs. Jim, looking up at Mary pitifully. “It’s I who am sorry.”
“I’m sure you’re not to blame.”
“I told him but he wouldn’t listen. He wouldn’t believe me.”
“Who, Mrs. Jim?” asked Mary, as images of both Jim and Big Larry flitted
across her mind.
“I told Jim that you had feelings for him but he wouldn’t listen.” A hard lump
swelled up without warning in Mary’s throat, threatening to bring tears to
her eyes. She swallowed against it and drew the little old woman close
against her side, releasing a shaky sigh. They were both alone now, but how
much more so this dear soul without even a house to call her own! She
drew a deep breath, ashamed of her own selfishness.
“It doesn’t...”
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************************** fiction ****************************
Firm, warm hands gently freed her arm from the widow’s bony shoulders and
she found herself suddenly staring as a familiar figure that had approached
unnoticed transferred the bent little woman smoothly into his own embrace
and kissed the smudged forehead beneath the widow’s cap. The crisp white
shirt she had imagined was soiled from the road, but the dark waves beneath
the gray cap, the handsome chin and light sprinkling of freckles across the
straight nose, those were as they had always been. There was a new set,
though, to his shoulders and a tender line in the angle of his mouth.
“I spilt the kerosene on the fire,” Mrs. Jim blubbered, suddenly weak within
the safety of her son’s strong arms.
“It was an accident,” he murmured soothingly, as he rocked her back and
forth. “No one was hurt.” Still, he did not look up at the girl standing so
close beside him. Mary began to edge one foot backward, heartsore all over
again and ready to remove herself from this private moment that she had
no real share in. Jim pressed another kiss against his mother’s untidy hair.
“You know, you were right, Mother.”
Mary froze. He wasn’t speaking to his mother. Not really. He was...Jim
was...
She wanted to run. She wanted to stay. She wanted...
Jim raised his head and, for the first time, smiled courageously at Mary.
She felt color creeping into her cheeks as she suddenly realized he had heard
every word of his mother’s declaration about her feelings.
With one arm still about his mother’s waist, he reached across the open
space between them and lightly touched her elbow, turning her towards the
cottage high above them on the hill.
“Mother, you can go up and stay with Mary and the boys while I rebuild the
house here. It’ll be no time until we’ll be all together.” He spoke so calmly,
naturally, but the corners of his mouth would not stop smiling.
All together, Mary’s heart sang.
All together.

The End

Photos 1, 2, & 4: Author. Photos 3, 5, & 6: Joseph Gough. Used with permission.
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