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JESUS SAID: 
‘This Is My Body; 

This Is My Blood’. 
We Believe In Him; 
Let Us Also Believe 
His Words.

- St Gaudentius of Brescia, 
died c.410 AD , Treatise 2,  
Roman Breviary, Reading 
for Thursday of Week 5 in 

Eastertide.

Front Cover: Madonna and child Jesus by the remarkable 
Swiss painter Bradi Barth who died in 2007 aged 85. 
For many years the Catholic Charity Aid to the Church in 
Need [ACN] has been privileged to have the use of her 
work to illustrate its many books and other publications. 
She expressed her deep Catholic faith not only through 
her works but above all in her life and through her 
sufferings during the final ears. May she rest in peace.

Back Cover:  Fontgombault Benedictine Abbey [See p. 
22 this Christmas issue] from the air. Situated on the 
right bank of the river Creuse, the Abbey of Notre Dame 
de Fontgombault was founded in 1091 near the spring 
of Gombaud. The Abbey was sacked and laid waste by 
Calvinists in 1569, and was rebuilt at the end of the 
1600s, again laid waste at the French Revolution, and 
the property was bought by Trappist monks in 1849. 
When they were exiled in 1904, a French lawyer Louis 
Bonjean bought it to save it from further destruction. 
In 1948 22 monks from Solesmes Abbey refounded it. 
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CHRIST THE  
GOOD SHEPHERD

BLESSED are they
who give the flower of their days,

and their strength of soul and body to Him;
blessed are they

who in their youth turn to Him
who gave His life for them.

Blessed are they
who resolve, come good, come evil,

come sunshine, come tempest,
come honour, come dishonor,

that He shall be their Lord and Master,
their King and God!

They will come to a  perfect end,
and to peace at the last.

— Blessed John Henry Cardinal Newman, 1801-1890 
Sermon 16, ‘The Shepherd of our Souls’
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Love and Light

THE MYSTERY OF THE 
WORD INCARNATE

JESUS came to John, and received baptism 
at his hands. Could anything be more 

wonderful? The overflowing stream that 
gladdens the City of God is washed by a few 
drops of water. The bountiful fountain that 
engenders life for all mankind and is beyond all 
understanding is covered by the poor waters of 
this world.

He who is present everywhere and is absent 
nowhere; incomprehensible to the angels and 
withdrawn from the gaze of man; has come 
to baptism by his own will ‘And behold the 
heavens were opened to him, and a voice was 
heard saying: This is my beloved Son with 
whom I am well pleased.’

One who is loved generates love; and an 
immaterial light generates light inaccessible. 
This is he who is called the son of Joseph, and 
he is the only-begotten Son of God.

This is my beloved Son.’ He is hungry who 
nourished unnumbered thousands; he is toiling 
who refreshes the toilers; he has nowhere to 
lay his head who holds all things in his hand; 
he suffers who yet heals all sufferings; he is 
buffeted by blows and offers the world freedom; 
he is pierced in his side and makes us joint heirs 
with Christ after the resurrection from the dead.

— From the Discourse on the Holy Theophany, attributed to Pope St 
Hippolytus [c.170-236 AD], in The Roman Breviary, second reading 
at Matins for Feria 2 [January 8] after the Feast of the Epiphany.
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Putting Christ and the Mass back into Christmas

HAPPY CHRISTMAS
By Paul Stenhouse

HE STREETS of 
Sydney have been 
bedecked s ince 
m i d - No v e m b e r 
w i t h  p e n n a n t s 
hanging from light 
po le s  f ea tur ing 

multi-coloured stars – which I take to 
represent the star of Bethlehem – and 
the words ‘Happy Christmas’. 

Despite the high-powered 
commercial marketing of the 
Christmas ‘holiday,’ 
and the ongoing anti-
Christianising of our 
world, most people still 
know that Christmas 
is a Christian religious 
celebration. It is also a 
much beloved Catholic 
Feast, and has been since 
it was first celebrated in 
Rome. 

We know that St. 
Irenaeus of Lyons [a.d. 
130-202] who was a 
disciple of St Polycarp 
[69-155] who was a 
disciple of St John the 
Evangelist, held that the 
Feast of the Annunciation 
was March 25, and that 
Jesus was born nine 
months later on December 
25.1 

Bishop John of Nicaea2 
tells us that the Roman 
Church started celebrating 
Christmas on December 
25 in the time of Pope 
Julius I [337-352] and we 
know that Christmas was 
celebrated on December 
25 in Rome in 354 in the 
time of Pope Liberius 
[353-366].3 

The oldest Christmas 
sermon that has come 

down to us is by Bishop Zeno of 
Verona [c.300-371].4 It is likely – 
granted the influence of St Irenaeus 
of Lyons – that the Feast of Christ’s 
birthday on December 25 was 
celebrated in the early third century. 
The written records we possess 
are only what survived the myriad 
sackings and burnings of Rome. 
They represent but a fraction of the 
documents that would have existed in 
the preceding centuries. 

Writing in 386, St John 
Chrysostom, who ten years later 
was to become Patriarch of 
Constantinople, stated that the 
celebration of December 25 as our 
Lord’s birthday was ‘known from 
the beginning’ to the Church of 
Rome. He refers those curious about 
the date to the Archives of that 
Church which he says contained 
unimpeachable evidence, and added 
‘It was from those who have an 

accurate knowledge of 
these things and who 
dwell in Rome that we [he 
was at that time Patriarch 
of Antioch] received this 
Feast’. He called Christmas 
Day ‘The Chief of all 
Feasts’.

Christmas, as the 
name makes clear, means 
‘Christ’s Mass.’ It comes 
from the Old English 
name our Catholic 
ancestors gave to the Mass 
offered on December 25 
to celebrate the birthday 
of Jesus: Christesmasse. 
Not surprisingly, the 
Mass for the birthday 
of the mother of Jesus 
on September 8, was 
Marymasse; and the 
commemoration of the 
slaying of the Holy 
Innocents on December 
28 was Childermasse. 

These feasts were all 
Hali or Holy Days. The 
Old English Hali survives 
today in Catholic words 
like All Hallows i.e. All 
Saints. Christmas was still 
called a Halyday in the 
time of Henry VIII. The 
spelling Holiday seems to 
occur first around 1526. 

Editorial

Jesus is the Prince of  Peace
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For most Australians ‘holidays’ are 
no longer thought of as ‘Holy days’. 
Around Sydney we can find a giant 
and beautifully decorated and lighted 
Christmas tree four stories high 
that greets thousands of shoppers 
or gawkers who pass through the 
Queen Victoria Building – one of 
Sydney’s oldest and most elegant 
shopping complexes. As Christmas 
trees are associated with gifts they 
fit comfortably and unthreateningly 
for non-Catholic and unbelieving 
shoppers, in modern gift stores and 
Malls. 

Variations on the Christmas tree 
motif abound, but one looks in vain 
for any sign of Jesus, Mary or Joseph, 
to say nothing of the shepherds, the 
manger, the cattle and sheep, and the 
three wise men. The very name Jesus 
seems to be anathema to politicians, 
left-wing pundits, entertainers, 
advertisers and media moguls alike. 

There was no room for Mary, 
Joseph and the child in the Inn in the 
time of emperor Tiberius. It seems 
that malls, shopping centres, hotels, 
town halls and railway stations, even 
schools and public areas still have no 
room for them in 2013.

There is one small yet beautiful 
exception5 to this banning of the 
child Jesus from his rightful place 
at the hearths and in the hearts of 
Sydneysiders – a traditional crib, with 
Mary, Joseph, the baby Jesus and the 
three magi in one of David Jones’s 
windows in Elizabeth Street. There 
will of course be a crib in the square in 
front of Sydney’s beautiful neo-Gothic 
Catholic Cathedral dedicated to St 
Mary, and in myriad Catholic churches 
and chapels around Australia. 

Australia, the world’s largest island, 
was named Australia del Espiritu Santo 
‘The South Land of the Holy Spirit’ 
by the Portuguese explorer Pedro 
Fernades de Queirós who searched for 
it and maybe found it in 1606 before 
the Dutch, English and French arrived. 
Luis Vaez de Torres, his second in 
command certainly sailed through 
the strait between Australia and New 
Guinea that bears his name. Captain 
Cook’s name Botany Bay seems a less 
than inspired alternative to Australia of 
the Holy Spirit.

The Holy Spirit must surely be 
saddened – and St Paul warns us 
against ‘saddening’ the Holy Spirit in 
Ephesians 4,30 – by the modern day 

secular exclusion of Christian and 
especially Catholic faith and symbols, 
from public view in a country that was 
to be named after Him. 

It is allegedly ‘divisive’ to mention 
Christmas in our majority Christian 
country, but not divisive to mention 
Ramadan. The Bible is ridiculed, but 
the ABC forever refers to ‘The Holy 
Koran’. Muhammad is always called 
‘the prophet Muhammad’ by many 
media. When did you last hear Jesus 
even mentioned, let alone referred to 
as ‘the Son of God’. What Christians 
believe is usually prefaced by a wink-
wink nod-nod caveat: ‘it is claimed that 
… ’. 

The country may be majority 
Christian but the left-wing 
‘intellectuals’, the media and the 
lawgivers do not hide their animosity 
towards Christianity and especially 
Catholicism.

On the other hand: should we be so 
surprised? The feast of the Presentation 
of our Lord in the Temple on February 
2 – forty days after his birth – was and 
is still called Candelmasse – Candlemas 
– because of the candles that are 
blessed at that Mass to signify that 
Jesus is the ‘Light’ of our world as the 
holy man Simeon said6 when he took 
the baby Jesus in his arms. But we too 
easily forget what Simeon added. He 
said to Mary ‘This child is destined to 
be a sign which men reject; and you 
too will be pierced to the heart. Many 
in Israel will stand or fall because of 
him, and thus the secret thoughts of 
many will be laid bare’.7

Catholics believe that Jesus is 
the Prince of Peace8 foretold by the 
prophet Isaiah; and the Light of the 
world foretold by Simeon. And all 
our natural longing to be accepted by 
our secular and unbelieving friends 
shouldn’t blind us to the fact that the 
Prince of Darkness is still hard at work 
making our world more hostile to 
Jesus and his Church. 

As I write there is an ongoing media 
war being waged against the Assad 
regime in Syria and the Shi‘a in Iran. 
There is also a media war being waged 
against Catholic belief. There is a 
veil either of silence or overt ridicule 
thrown by the media over the spiritual 
significance of Christmas, the fact that 
it commemorates the birth of Jesus in 
Bethlehem two thousand years ago, 

Prophetic Words

I had solemnly promised, when we set out for Rome, to listen with the 
docility of a child to the slightest word of the Vicar of Christ. That word 

was spoken: I never hesitated for a moment ; I bowed before it, logical 
with myself, faithful to that respect for the holy See so loudly proclaimed in 
the school which I had embraced . . . courage ever consisted in defending 
the weak, the oppressed and the victims of circumstance ; in the present 
case it is truth which is weak: the oppressed is the Church to whom 
nobody gives a thought . . . Your error, my dear friend, lay in following a 
man instead of authority and in believing in talent more than in the holy 
Ghost. . . . do you know what will happen tomorrow? are you aware of 
the fate of Europe? are you sure that this liberalism you are so fond of 
will not beget the most formidable kind of slavery which ever oppressed 
the human race? are you quite certain that it will not re-establish the 
slavery of antiquity, that your children will not groan under the godless 
whip of the all-conquering republican? You may be blaspheming what is 
preserving your children from shame and misery. In an passing certainty 
of conviction, which you may regret in ten years’ time, you are rebelling 
against the highest authority there is in the world, against the vessel of the 
holy Ghost! You are relying upon trifling distinctions between the spiritual 
and the temporal to escape the consequences of your faith!

— Letter of abbé Jean-Baptiste Lacordaire [1802-1861] written on September 11 1832, to his 
friend Viscount Charles de Montalambert, [1810-1870] urging him to accept the decision of 

Pope Gregory XVI ordering the closure of their newspaper L’Avenir [‘The Future’] in which they 
were calling for liberal reforms. See h. a. Noble, Lacordaire et la condamnation de ‘l’Avenir’. Ed. 
Revue des Jeunes, quoted Jacques Maritain, The Things that are not Caesar’s, London, Sheed 

& Ward, 1930, pp.213-214.
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child ‘… down the nights and down 
the days … down the arches of the 
years … down the labyrinthine ways of 
[their] own mind, and in the midst of 
tears hide from him’. May they stop this 
headlong hurling of themselves into 
the abyss of non-belief, and allow God 
to make them happy.

****
Annals wishes all our subscribers, 

contributors, readers and benefactors 
every blessing from our Lord as we 
gather to celebrate his birth into our 
world, and our lives.

1. Adversus Haereses. Lib.i, cap.viii 1-2. Quoted Michael 
Alan Anderson, Symbols of Saints (ProQuest 2008 ISBN 
978-0-54956551-2), pp. 42-46

2. K.A.Heinrich Kellner, Heortology, London, Kegan Paul 
etc, 1908, p.135.

3. See the Calendar of Furius Philocalus a.k.a. the 
Chronographer of 354. See also Kellner, op.cit. passim.

4. Opera, Zenonis Veron. ed. Migne PL xi, lib.2, tract 7-9.
5. If readers know of any other cribs in public spaces, 

please notify us and Annals will acknowledge them in 
our first issue for January 2014..

6. St Luke, 2,32.
7. ibid vv. 34-35.
8. Isaiah, 9.6.
9. The Scandal of Truth, London, The Catholic Book Club 

1962,‘The Myth of Unhappiness,’ p.43.
10. ibid, p.44.

and Pope Francis have all warned 
against so often in their homilies and 
Apostolic Exhortations. 

Friedrich Nietzsche, the darling 
of the revolutionaries of the 1960s, 
gave a voice to those narcissists who 
refuse to acknowledge anyone greater 
than themselves. Daniélou suggests 
that Nietzsche was jealous of Christ,10 
and refused, or found it impossible to 
acknowledge, in another, a greatness 
that was beyond his. He died a sad and 
tragic death of brain cancer in 1900. 
Claims that he died in a lunatic asylum 
appear to be false.

This Christmas let us pray for 
Friedrich Nietzsche and for all who 
follow him and who, in the words of 
Francis Thompson, flee from the Christ 

and the fact that Jesus is held to be 
the Son of God by more than a billion 
and a quarter Catholics and many 
hundreds of millions of Christians 
belonging to other Churches. 

This annual Christmas battering 
of Catholicism is the by-product of a 
mentality that gets prime time airing 
on ABC TV and that takes pride in 
disbelieving in God, and refusing to 
acknowledge that our world is the 
work of God or that man is more 
than his DNA.

Father, later Cardinal, Jean 
Daniélou, writing about atheism 
more than fifty years ago, sums up, 
I suggest, this silence and ridicule 
which is a feature of our modern 
Christmas, as 

‘a revolt against dependence. 
It is not injustice that is being said 
‘no’ to, but the sovereignty of God. 
Revolt is refusal to obey. And here 
is the meaning of the word which 
is without doubt deepest – and 
murkiest. … here revolt is the cause 
of evil. Evil and injustice appear 
here under the flag of revolt. The … 
master revolt was the revolt of the 
angels, the poison root from which 
all evil stems and which produces 
perpetually the mystery of evil that 
hems us in – and from which Christ 
alone can deliver us.’9

Adoration of the Christ child calls 
for a nobility of spirit and heart which 
can recognize and acknowledge a 
mystery of greatness incomparably 
superior to anything to which we can 
lay claim. This openness and nobility 
of spirit, Daniélou points out, gave 
their incomparable qualities of mind 
and heart to Dante, Shakespeare, Paul 
Claudel, Georges Bernanos, John of 
the Cross and Pierre de Berulle and 
to the myriad other open-minded 
Catholics and other Christians down 
the centuries who adored the Christ 
child and laid the very foundations 
of the civilisation and culture that 
the usual suspects here in Australia 
and elsewhere seem literally hellbent 
on marginalising and ultimately 
destroying.

Christmas with its emphasis 
on the Christ child, on birth, joy 
and salvation mortally offends our 
burgeoning modern culture of death 
– typified by popular support for 
abortion, contraception, euthanasia 
and attacks on the family – that Pope 
John Paul II, Pope Benedict XVI 

ANNALS thanks all our 
subscribers and readers for your 
faithful support in 2013. We ask 
God’s special blessing on you and 
your families in 2014 when we will 
celebrate 125 years of publication.
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The religious sister is named Simon-Pierre, Simon Peter … 
she is said to have been cured through the intercession of the 
263rd successor of a certain Simon whom Jesus named ‘Peter’.

THE MYSTERY OF DISBELIEF
By Paul Glynn

 FINISHED high school 
a few months after the 
Pacific War ended in 1945. 
What a time of optimism 
followed World War II. 
Many of us had brothers 
who had come back safely 

from war fronts and those fears that 
they might die in the fighting were 
over. Many ex-servicemen went to 
universities at a grateful government’s 
expense, becoming doctors and the 
like. There were no young drug 
addicts, youth suicide was virtually 
unheard of, most people believed 
in God and Catholics in the main 
went to Sunday Mass. Practising 
Catholics’ divorces were few. The 
wartime saying,’ There are no atheists 
in foxholes’ went unchallenged. We 
tertiary students could hitchhike 
to our heart’s content without fear, 
and people were quite casual about 
locking doors to homes, sheds or cars 
in my country town. 

The ‘X’ factor in Disbelief

But now, what a different Australia. 
Church on Sunday is the exception 
for most Australians. Many public 
figures and media gurus publicly 
profess their atheism with pride. I 
want to write about self-professed 
atheists and I write with personal 
sympathy. In my early 20s I struggled 
very painfully to hold on to my belief 
in the Trinity, the divinity of Jesus, 
the unique role of the Church, and 
God’s existence.

After much reading, many 
discussions, thinking alone and 
praying daily, I began to fear that 
maybe no one could ever have real 
certainty about Jesus, despite his 
attractiveness. I groaned to myself : 
There are reasons for believing, and 

reasons for not believing the Gospels. 
In the two millennia of Christianity, 
there have been multitudes of saints, 
scientists, intellectual converts and 
ordinary folk who have found peace, 
joy and creative energy in believing 
in Jesus … and there have been 
innumerable philosophers, scientists, 
famous thinkers and common folk 
who have dismissed the Supernatural 
utterly. 

But what about mixed-up me ? I 
was sure of one thing. If I saw with 
my own eyes Jesus’s instantaneous 
healing of blindness, leprosy, and all 
those ills detailed in all four Gospels, 
I would know for sure that Jesus was 
divine. But, how can I be sure about 

Gospels written almost two thousand 
years ago? Maybe they are like the 
Cinderella story, very beautiful and 
comforting to children, but not true.

I loved the Gospel Jesus as taught 
to us by the Presentation Sisters 
and Marist Brothers, but a suspicion 
was emerging that the Gospels 
were too good to be true. Years 
later a theologian friend suggested 
my childhood ‘let downs’ had left a 
kind of ‘cosmic suspicion’ in me. My 
mother died when I was four and a 
half. Her younger and favourite sister, 
Aunty Molly Dougherty, came to the 
funeral and was deeply saddened to 
see us five children under 12 years 
old, in great distress. 

Peter’s the Name;  
Rome’s the See

IF ThEN ThERE is now a form of Christianity such, that it extends 
throughout the world, though with varying measures of promi nence or 

prosperity in separate places; that it lies under the power of sovereigns 
and magistrates, in various ways alien to its faith; that flourishing nations 
and great empires, professing or tolerating the Christian name, lie over 
against it as antago nists; that schools of philosophy and learning are 
supporting theories, and following out conclusions, hostile to it, and 
estab lishing an exegetical system subversive of its Scriptures; that it 
has lost whole Churches by schism, and is now opposed by pow erful 
communions once part of itself; that it has been altogether or almost 
driven from some countries; that in others its line of teachers is overlaid, 
its flocks oppressed, its Churches occupied, its property held by what 
may be called a duplicate succession; that in others its members are 
degenerate and corrupt, and are surpassed in conscientiousness and in 
virtue, as in gifts of intel lect, by the very heretics whom it condemns, that 
heresies are rife and bishops negligent within its own pale; and that amid 
its disorders and fears there is but one Voice for whose decisions the 
peoples wait with trust, one Name and one See to which they look with 
hope, and that name Peter, and that see Rome; such a religion is not 
unlike the Christianity of the fifth and sixth Centuries.
— Blessed John henry Cardinal Newman, An Essay on the Development of Christian Doctrine, 

34-36; 38-40, Quoted Ian Ker, The Achievement of John Henry Newman, harperCollins, London, 
1991, p.114-115.

CatholiC Faith
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She returned her engagement ring 
to her fiancé in Sydney with regrets, 
and came to Lismore to look after 
us for the next seven years. When 
I had just turned 11, on a night 
branded on my memory, Aunty Molly 
told me my dad had married again. 
Tomorrow she would leave early and 
later that day my dad would bring 
home ‘a new mother.’ The expression 
angered me, and I regarded my step-
mother with animosity for ‘banishing’ 
our beloved Aunty Molly.

Years later when I discussed my 
time of doubt with my theologian 
friend, he asked me what I 
remembered of my birth mother. I 
replied, ‘I have only one memory, my 
big sister Aileen lifting me up to the 
open coffin and saying, “Kiss your 
mother goodbye”.’ 

My friend was surprised and 
suggested that the total lack of 
happy memories of her surely meant 
that I had repressed them into my 
subconscious because the loss was 
too overwhelming. Then the repeat 
loss of Aunty Molly left a deep 
unconscious fear that neither life 
nor God could be trusted, and that 
maybe God didn’t even exist. 

Excuse this personal reflection; 
it may be helpful to others whose 
childhood wounds generated 
atheistic suspicions. This occurred to 
me lately when I read Christopher 
Hitchens autobiography, Hitch 22. 
He loved his mother deeply. She 
showed her love for him and often 
praised him, which his father did not. 
When he was still a young man she 

eloped with an ex-Protestant minister 
who had become an atheist, and the 
two afterwards committed suicide 
in Athens. Christopher’s father sent 
him to Athens, alone, to identify her 
body.

In my efforts to save my belief in 
the very attractive Jesus I had learned 
from my family and Catholic schools, 
I collected half a dozen books on 
Lourdes healings, some by eminent 
doctors such as the 1912 Noble Prize 
laureate Alexis Carrell. 

If Lourdes healings were shown 
to be true, and really totally against 
known medical principles, happening 
consistently and in the context of 
prayer to Jesus and Mary, then I 
could be sure of the existence of 
a loving God, and His Son Jesus. 
Knowing Heaven to be real would 
solve my big ‘atheistic’ problem about 
all the suffering in the world. 

I began reading Lourdes 
stories with enthusiasm, but with 
caution, deliberately, like a Devil’s 

Why Thomas Bailey  
became a Catholic

WhEN I ThOUGhT upon those scandals and obloquies cast upon 
the Church of Rome by those who received their very essence 

from her, sucked her milk and for so long hung upon her breasts, 
calling her Whore and her Bishop antichrist, her country Babylon.

and this not done by any excrescentious substance of that body 
[the Church of England], but by the top boughs and main armes of that 
same tree who in their large volumes and Sermons both preached and 
printed, gave such language unto her of whom, notwithstanding, they 
were obliged to say she was their Mother; and that by unwarrentable 
inferences drawn out of obscure and dark allegories of Scripture, and 
then saw such a generation of vipers springing up under them to root 
and branch them up as antichrists themselves,  and at last those vipers 
shaken into their own fire. 

The rod could not but make me think upon such a schoolmaster’s 
language as St austin’s, wherewith he layd about him on such like 
rebellious spirits and upon such an occasion, viz. ‘Why call you the 
apostolical Chaire the Chaire of Pestilence?’  ‘What hath the Church 
of Rome done against you, in which Peter did sit?’ and [St austin] 
concludes it to be in you [as in them] a most nefarious fury that caused 
you to separate yourselves from her communion.

— An Ende to Controversie, a rare book by exiled Catholic Englishman Thomas Bailey,  
printed at douay in 1654, p.47. St austin is the English form of St augustine.

Annals Nov_Dec 2013.indb   7 6/12/13   11:31 AM



Ann Als Austr Al AsiA  8  november/december 2013

Rudder’s friends warned him that it 
was foolhardy to go on such a long 
trip, given his very poor health and 
his suppurating wound that needed 
new bandaging twice a day. Stubborn 
De Rudder and his supportive wife 
took the bus to Oostacker. 

An exhausted de Rudder and his 
wife sat before the Oostacker statue 
of Mary in her Lourdes pose. The 
invalid prayed, simply asked Mary’s 
help ‘so that I can work again and 
support my family properly.’ 

Suddenly, without thinking and 
forgetting his two crutches, his 
companions for the last eight years, 
he walked over and knelt before the 
statue of Mary. His wife fainted. When 
she came to, they were ushered to a 
nearby chateau to rest. There his legs 
were examined and found to be the 
same length, despite the previous 
2.5 cm. gap between the necrosed 
bones of the left leg. Also, the left 
leg’s muscles which should have been 
wasted after 8 years non-use, were 
as strong as the right leg’s muscles; 
another medical impossibility.

De Rudder adamantly refused, so 
the Viscount called in noted specialist, 
Dr. Hoestenberghe. The latter, noting 
the protruding bone ends were 
‘necrosing’ (dying ) agreed that 
amputation below the knee must be 
performed. The Viscount urged de 
Rudder to agree, promising he would 
pay the expenses. De Rudder refused 
the amputation but asked the Viscount 
would he pay the bus fare for him and 
his wife to go to distant Oostacker 
pilgrim shrine, noted for miracles 
of healing. It was a replica of the 
Lourdes shrine which was a thousand 
kilometres away in southernmost 
France. The Viscount refused, 
snapping testily that he would not 
waste his money on crass superstition. 

In 1875, eight years later, the 
Viscount died and his son and 
heir acquired the castle and estate. 
Finding the new Viscount more 
sympathetic, de Rudder asked would 
he give the money for him and his 
wife as helper, to go by bus to distant 
Oostacker pilgrim shrine. The answer 
was affirmative. Immediately de 

Advocate. Maybe I might find, to my 
disappointment that the so called 
miracles could be explained away by 
credible modern scientists. I sought 
for ‘natural’ explanations with vigour, 
as I knew a make-believe faith would 
be useless. If my common sense 
could see that there was no satisfying 
natural explanation, I had examples 
of what Jesus did in the Gospels. I 
noted that in John 14:11 and other 
verses in John’s Gospel, Jesus said: 
‘If you don’t believe my teaching, 
believe because of the works I do.’ 
Subtle John consistently refers to 
Jesus’ miracles as ‘signs’ or ‘works.’

At length my common sense told 
me the Lourdes healings were facts. 
However, one doubt remained. 
Scientists knew nothing of the very 
dynamic realities called radium, 
polonium and ‘radioactivity’ until 
the double Nobel Prize laureate 
Marie Curie discovered them 
roughly a century ago. Maybe there 
was something as yet undiscovered, 
but powerfully healing, in the very 
ground, air or water at Lourdes ? 
This doubt however disappeared as 
I found that some of the Lourdes 
miracles occur when gravely ill people 
pray to Our Lady of Lourdes, in 
places very distant from Lourdes. 

Pierre de Rudder

Probably the most famous case 
of this, replete with many witnesses’ 
sworn statements, is that of the 
Belgian Pierre de Rudder. He was 
a trusted groundsman working 
permanently and living with his wife 
and children on Viscount du Bus de 
Gesignies estate, halfway between the 
Belgian cities of Bruges and Ostend . 

On 16 February, 1867 when he 
was assisting two workers removing 
a heavy tree trunk, it suddenly rolled 
onto his left leg, breaking both tibia 
and fibula bones below the knee. 
Local country medico Dr. Affenear 
set the bones and bound the leg in 
starched bandages. De Rudder put 
up with severe pain for several weeks 
and returned in distress to the doctor 
who was shocked to discover that 
the bones had not knitted and were 
‘swimming in pus.’ The Viscount 
called in three other doctors. Their 
unanimous verdict : amputation was 
the only possible treatment.

Faith ‘Vivid, Dynamic’

ThE daRK aGES had their miseries, too. Since man first fell from 
his high estate of original innocence, happiness has not been the 

lot of any considerable community for any considerable time. The 
corruption, seemingly incurable, of human nature and the malice of 
the unseen enemies of our race have always and everywhere proved 
too strong to be overcome by any creed or constitution. But, on 
the other hand, these ages had many advantages which we do not 
enjoy. They were ages in which Christian faith was what a recent 
writer has called a ‘vivid dynamic reality.’ Whatever may be thought 
of the Crusades - and more than one great authority has held that 
they resulted in great political advantage to Europe - they were one 
of the most splendid displays of faith and manhood. that the world 
has ever witnessed, except, perhaps, the earlier developments of 
Mahommedanism.  Christ must have been believed in those days 
when half the manhood of Europe was willing to undergo indescri-
bable hardship and peril to rescue only ‘the grave made with the rich,’ 
[Isaiah 53,9] and there was more political unity and more theological 
liberty. Europe was a Christian confederacy under the primacy of 
Rome. There was indeed war, bloodshed, rivalry among the nations 
but there was unity of faith and universal recognition of the principles 
of morality. The Episcopate was a living authority, with power and 
capacity to rule and judge the peoples. The assembling of Provincial 
and General Councils was an ordinary feature of ecclesiastical 
go vernment. The great theological schools were full of activity and 
intellectual life. 

— Frederick Stokes, Introduction, The Dark Ages by S.R. Maitland, John hodges, London, 
1890, p.ix, x. Neither Stokes nor Maitland was Catholic.
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with ‘an urge to go to the chapel and 
adore Jesus.’ Close to 6 a.m., as she 
walked down to the parish church 
for community Mass, she noted that 
her  previously locked left arm swung 
perfectly. She knew she was cured. 

Four days later was her scheduled 
doctor’s appointment. He was 
stunned. There were absolutely no 
symptoms of Parkinsons Disease. 
Archbishop Claude Feidt of her Aix 
diocese heard the news and asked 
two other specialists in Parkinsons 
to work with the nun’s specialist, 
studying all the medical records 
of her case, to see if some medical 
explanation of her cure was possible. 
He asked them not to hurry but to 
be exactingly thorough. Well over a 
year later the three medical specialists 
reported that they discovered no 
possible medical explanation. In 
medical history, no one had ever been 
healed of this disease.

The archbishop sent all their 
medical research to Rome and 
the Congregation dealing with 
Beatifications appointed two more 
specialists in Parkinsons, plus a 
psychiatrist, to begin from scratch 
and to search for a possible medical 
explanation. They could find none, 
and five years after John Paul’s death 
he was declared Blessed, the quickest 
Beatification for 800 years. 

Some theologians, who seem 
embarrassed and uneasy with 
miracles, said it was far too early to 
beatify John Paul. If so, the fault was 
the Lord’s because He alone can 
perform miracles !

 Dr. Charles-Eric Haguel wrote 
in Fons Vitae, the Lourdes Medical 
Bureau magazine : ‘The cure of 
Sister Simon-Pierre occurred during 
the Vigil of the Feast of the Sacred 
Heart. Let us recall the extent to 
which Mercy was at the heart of the 
spirituality of Pope John Paul II. 

The religious sister is named 
Simon-Pierre, Simon Peter – a veiled 
message from the Holy Spirit ? She is 
said to have been cured through the 
intercession of the 263rd successor of 
a certain Simon whom Jesus named 
Peter.’ 

The Lourdes doctors publish their 
names in all miracle cases to which 
they testify, confidently ready to meet 
challenges from fellow specialists.

to see if any had seen ‘miraculous’ 
healings. None reported witnessing 
them. The instantaneous element is 
the most extraordinary, and does not 
occur naturally. 

Sister Simon-Pierre and 
Pope John Paul II

Pope John Paul II died on April 2, 
2005. 41 days later on May 13, Fatima 
Day and the anniversary of the day 
when he was shot and almost died in 
1981, Pope Benedict XVI waived the 
customary wait of five years before a 
beatification investigation can begin. 

40-year-old French nun, Sister 
Simon-Pierre Normand, having been 
diagnosed and continually treated for 
Parkinson’s Disease since 2001, was 
unable to raise her left arm by that 
date in 2005. She had serious trouble 
walking and her shaking hand could 
only manage an illegible scribble. 
From May 13, her fellow nuns began 
praying to Pope John Paul II for her 
healing. 

20 nights later, on June 2, a 
distressed Sister Simon-Pierre 
entered Sister Superior’s room 
hoping for some encouragement. 
The superior said brightly, ‘John 
Paul hasn’t answered us yet so let’s 
pray to him right now.’ After some 
time the hopeful superior said, ‘Try 
writing John Paul II.’ Simon Pierre 
tried but only managed an illegible 
scribble. She said good night to the 
disappointed superior and retired to 
her own room to prepare for bed. 

But suddenly she felt an urge to 
write the deceased pope’s name. She 
wrote it perfectly. That night she slept 
like a baby and woke around 4 a.m. 

When de Rudder walked briskly 
into his home, 15 year old Silvie fell 
into his arms sobbing. Specialist Dr. 
Hoestenberghe who had advised 
amputation, prided himself as a 
rationalist unbeliever. He refused to 
believe the weird news and quickly 
travelled to the estate to disprove the 
story. He arrived when de Rudder 
was hoeing in the garden. De Rudder 
welcomed him by jumping up and 
down exuberantly. The doctor 
was stunned into silence. He later 
returned to the practice of the Faith, 
even writing to unbeliever Emile 
Zola 17 years later, testifying to the 
miracle he had witnessed. The local 
parish priest quickly gathered dozens 
of before and after statements from 
eye-witnesses. 

Prospero Lambertini  
and proof

Around the turn of the eighteenth 
century, astute young aristocrat 
Prospero Lambertini , who had 
doctorates in both theology and 
law was recruited by Pope Innocent 
XII. By 1708 he was the head of 
the Holy See’s then department for 
beatifications and canonizations, 
a post he held until 1727,having 
codified the basic conditions required 
for accepting a healing as miraculous. 

Basically they are four. First the 
sickness must be a serious physical 
sickness diagnosed by competent 
doctors. Second, the healing must 
be instantaneous, like Jesus’s Gospel 
healings. Thirdly, there must be 100% 
healing of the sickness. Fourthly, the 
healing must continue for a number 
of years. 

The Lourdes Medical Bureau 
usually takes from five to ten years 
before declaring a healing to have 
been miraculous. 

Lambertini subsequently became a 
priest, archbishop, cardinal and finally 
Pope. As Benedict XIV he was known 
as ‘the scholar pope.’ 

The Holy See still uses his 
guidelines concerning miracles of 
healing. His number two condition 
– instantaneous cure – absolutely 
differentiates genuine miracles from 
cancers etc. that may gradually go 
into remission. 

In 1954 the British Medical 
Association polled English medicos 

Unjust

IT IS an injustice, a grave 
evil and a disturbance 

of right order, for a larger 
and higher organization to 
arrogate to itself functions 
which can be performed 
efficiently by smaller and 
lower bodies.
— Pope Pius XI, Quadragesimo Anno  
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A modern  
doubting Thomas

Dr. Alexis Carrel to whom I 
referred at the beginning of this 
tale, was awarded the Nobel Prize 
for Medicine in 1912. He went to 
Lourdes in 1902 convinced that 
only emotional cures took place. 
In his book, Journey to Lourdes 
he describes how Marie Bailly, 
dying of tubercular peritonitis was 
cured before his eyes at Lourdes. 
He ended the book with ecstatic 
prayers to Mary because now at last 
he had certainty about the existence 
of Le Bon Dieu. But then his old 
doubts returned. Maybe, he argued, 
there was some as yet undiscovered 
element at work in Lourdes. 

Again, in 1910 he returned to 
Lourdes, and this time witnessed 
the curing of a blind 18-month-old 
child. The nurse escorting the child 
eventually became his wife. But his 
doubts persisted. 

Then the Nazis invaded France 
and he returned from the U.S. to his 
motherland in her hour of need.

While on a holiday he met an 
ascetic Cistercian priest, Alexis 
Presse [Dom Mathurin], who bluntly 
told Carrel he would never discover 
the living God unless prayer 
accompanied his rational enquiry. 

The doctor began earnest prayer. 
After all, hadn’t he often discovered 
scientific truth after experiments in 
his laboratory? He began to pray 
humbly, asking God to respond to 
him if He did exist. 

An entry in his diary for 1942 
testifies that he found God, 
Christ, and the truth of ‘all that 
the Catholic Church teaches’. 
On November 5, 1944, he died, 
at peace with God. He received 
the last Sacraments from Dom 
Mathurin. 

Father Paul Glynn, SM spent 20 years as a 
missionary in Japan. Author of A Song for 
Nagasaki, and Healing Fire From Frozen Earth, 
Father Glynn is stationed at Villa Maria, Hunters 
Hill, NSW. His book Healing Fire from Frozen 
Earth has 22 stories of modern healing miracles 
at Mary’s Pilgrim Shrines. This would be an 
ideal Christmas or birthday present for someone 
battling to believe, or who is weary of spirit. 195 
page paperback. Price: $10: add $2.40 postage. 
From Marist Mission Centre, 3 Mary St. Hunters 
Hill, 2110. The whole $10 will go to victims of 
the recent Philippines cyclone.

The Church Catholic and 
Interpreting the Scriptures

SCRIPTURE was never intended to teach doctrine to the many; 
and if it was not given with this object, it argues no imperfection 

in it that it does not fulfil it. I repeat it; while Scripture is written by 
inspired men, with one and one only view of doctrine in their hearts 
and thoughts, even the Truth which was from the beginning, yet being 
written not to instruct in doctrine, but for those who were already 
instructed in it, not with direct announcements but with intimations and 
implications of the faith, the qualifications for rightly apprehending it are 
so rare and high, that a prudent man, to say nothing of piety, will not 
risk his salvation on the chance of his having them; but will read it with 
the aid of those subsidiary guides which ever have been supplied as if 
to meet our need. 

I would not deny as an abstract proposition that a Christian may 
gain the whole truth from the Scriptures, but would maintain that the 
chances are very seriously against a given individual. I would not deny, 
rather I maintain that a religious, wise, and intellectually gifted man will 
succeed: but who answers to this description but the collective Church? 
There, indeed such qualifications might be supposed to exist; what is 
wanting in one member being supplied by another, and the opposite 
errors of individuals eliminated by their combination. 

The Church Catholic may be truly said almost infallibly to interpret 
Scripture aright, though from the possession of past tradition, and 
amid the divisions of the time present, perhaps at no period in the 
course of the dispensation has she had the need and the opportunity 
of interpreting it for herself. Neither would I deny that individuals, 
whether from height of holiness, clearness of intellectual vision, or 
the immediate power of the holy Ghost, have been and are able to 
penetrate through the sacred text into some portions of the divine 
system beyond, without external help from tradition, authority of 
doctors, and theology; though since that help has ever been given, 
as to the Church, so to the individual, it is difficult to prove that the 
individual has performed what the Church has never attempted. 

None, however, it would seem, but a complete and accurately 
moulded Christian, such as the world has never or scarcely seen, 
would be able to bring out harmoniously and perspicuously the divine 
characters in full, which lie hid from mortal eyes within the inspired 
letter of the revelation. and this, by the way, may be taken as one 
remarkable test, or at least characteristic of error, in the various 
denominations of religion which surround us; none of them embraces 
the whole Bible, none of them is able to interpret the whole, none of 
them has a key which will revolve through the entire compass of the 
words which lie within. 

Each has its favourite text, and neglects the rest. None can solve the 
great secret and utter the mystery of its pages. One makes trial, then 
another: but one and all in turn are foiled. They retire, as the sages 
of Babylon, and make way for daniel. The Church Catholic, the true 
Prophet of God, alone is able to tell the dream and its interpretation.

— John henry Cardinal Newman, ‘On the abuse of Private Judgement,’ in ‘Lectures on the 
Prophetical Office of the Church,’ in Via Media, vol. 1.
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The modern world is living on its Catholic capital. It is using, and using up, the truths 
that remain to it out of the old treasury of Christendom

ST FAUSTINA KOWALSKA AND  
THE MODERN DILEMMA

By Brian Pollard

ELEN KOWALSKA 
was born in Poland 
on August 25 1905 
into a traditional 
Cathol ic  fami ly. 
Though educated 
only to primary 

level, she was sure from an early age 
that she had a religious vocation. 
After several failed attempts, she 
was admitted to the Congregation of 
the Sisters of Our Lady of Mercy in 
Cracow on August 1 1925. Her first 
profession of vows took place on April 
30, 1928, when she took the name of 
Sister Maria Faustina; and she took 
perpetual vows on May 1, 1933.

From an early time in the convent, 
she received personal interior 
communications from God. At His 
command, she kept a written diary 
of these communications and other 
relevant matters and people which, 
by the time of her death on October 
5 1938, filled six notebooks. Their 
contents were later published in book 
form. 

For some years after she died, her 
writings were suppressed, but twenty 
seven years later, an Informative 
Process was established in October 
1965 to thoroughly examine the 
details of her life and writings, under 
the direction of then Archbishop 
Karol Wojtyla, later to be Pope John 
Paul II. 

In September 1967, the Process was 
concluded and after its findings were 
considered in Rome, her writings 
were declared to be free of error. She 
was beatified on 18 April 1933 and 
canonised on April 30, 2000. (In what 
follows, God’s reported words are 
indented)

On February 22, 1931, Christ 
revealed Himself to her in an image, 
saying: 

Paint an image in the pattern you 
see, with the inscription, Jesus, I trust 
in You. I desire that this image be 
venerated throughout the world. I 

promise that the soul that venerates 
this image will not perish. I also 
promise victory, especially at the 
hour of death .
When St Faustina, at the prompting 

of her Spiritual Director, asked God 
to explain the image, she was told: 

The two rays denote Blood and 
Water; the Blood which is the life 
of souls and the Water which makes 
souls righteous. These rays issued 
from the depths of My mercy when 
My agonised heart was opened by 
a lance on the Cross. These rays 
shield souls from the wrath of My 
Father. Happy is the one who will 
dwell in their shelter, for the just 
hand of God shall not lay hold of 
him. I desire that the first Sunday 
after Easter be the Feast of Mercy. 
On that day, priests are to tell 
everyone about My great and 
unfathomable mercy. I am making 
you the administrator of My mercy. 
Tell your confessor (Father Sopoko) 
that the Image is to be on view 
in the church and not within an 
enclosure. I am offering people a 
vessel with which they are to keep 
coming for graces to the fount of 
mercy. That vessel is this image 
with the inscription “Jesus, I trust in 
You”.

Ask of my faithful servant 
(Father Sopoko) that, on this day, 
he tell the whole world of My great 
mercy; that whoever approaches 
the Fount of Life on this day will 
be granted complete remission of 
sins and punishment. Your task is 
to write down everything I make 
known to you about My mercy, for 
the benefit of those who by reading 
these things will be comforted 
in their souls and will have the 
courage to approach Me. Write 
down these words, My daughter. 
Speak to the world about My 

The Populist 
Press

ThE ‘MOdERN MINd’ dislikes 
thinking: the popular Press 

increases that sloth by providing 
sensational substitutes. disliking 
thought, the ‘Modern Mind’ 
dislikes close attention, and 
indeed any sustained effort; the 
popular Press increases the 
debility by an orgy of pictures 
and headlines. The ‘Modern 
Mind’ ascribes a false authority 
to repetition; the popular 
Press serves it with ceaseless 
repetition. In all these ways and 
twenty others the popular Press 
as we have it to-day thrusts 
the  ‘Modern Mind’  lower than 
it would otherwise have fallen, 
swells its imbecility and confirms 
it in its incapacity for civilization 
and therefore for the Faith. … ; 
it acts thus because the society 
in which and by which it lives has 
not yet recovered its religion; 
if, indeed, it shall ever do so. 
In a society restored to unity of 
religion and to devotion in it, the 
popular Press would recover and 
reflect that general mood.

— hilaire Belloc, Survivals and New 
arrivals, Sheed & Ward, London 1929, 

pp.222-223. 

thE ModErn dilEMMa
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mercy; let all mankind recognise 
My unfathomable mercy. It is a sign 
for the end times; after it, will come 
the day of justice. While there is still 
time, let them have recourse to the 
Fount of My mercy. Write: before 
I come as a just judge, I first open 
wide the door of My mercy. He who 

refuses to pass through the door of 
My mercy must pass through the 
door of My justice. Proclaim that 
mercy is the greatest attribute of 
God. All the works of My hands are 
crowned with mercy.
In 1935, Christ gave St Faustina 

two prayers to be said. 

The first is now known as the 
Chaplet of Divine Mercy and was to 
be the centre-piece of the novena 
leading up to the Feast of Divine 
Mercy. This prayer is to be recited 
for nine days, on the beads of the 
rosary, in the following manner: First 
of all, one Our Father and Hail Mary 
and I believe in God is said. Then on 
the Our Father beads, is said: “Eternal 
Father, I offer You the Body and 
Blood, Soul and Divinity of Your 
dearly beloved Son, Our Lord Jesus 
Christ, in atonement for our sins 
and those of the whole world”. On 
the Hail Mary beads, is said “For the 
sake of His sorrowful passion, have 
mercy on us and on the whole world”. 
In conclusion, three times is said: 
“Holy God, Holy Mighty One, Holy 
Immortal One, have mercy on us and 
on the whole world”. The soul that 
goes to Confession and receives Holy 
Communion is promised complete 
forgiveness of sins and punishment.

The other prayer is called the 
Conversion Prayer. It is to be said 
each day at or near 3 o’clock, or 
at any time for the conversion of 
a particular sinner or of sinners in 
general. It is: ‘O Blood and Water 
which gushed forth from the Heart 
of Jesus as a Fount of Mercy for us, 
I trust in You.’ When this prayer is 
said with a contrite heart and with 
faith and meditation on the Passion 
of Jesus, the sinner is promised the 
grace of conversion. 

In this hour, you can obtain 
everything for yourself and for 
others for the asking; it is the hour 
of grace for the whole world. The 
prayer most pleasing to Me is the 
prayer for the conversion of sinners. 
Know, My daughter, that this prayer 
is always answered.
Like a number of the Lord’s well-

loved souls before her, including 
the children at Fatima, St Faustina 
was shown something of the horrors 
of hell which she briefly described. 
One of her observations was that 
most of the souls there are those 
who disbelieved that there was a hell. 
‘I am writing this at the command 
of God, so that no soul may find an 
excuse to say there is no hell, or that 
nobody has ever been there and so 
no one can say what it is like’.

Permeating the whole of the 
diary is the message of the critical 

The Vital Function of Religion

WE aRE BETTER equipped to understand the birth process of 
Western culture than our predecessors. The historians and 

philosophers whose minds were formed by the liberal enlightenment 
of the eighteenth century could feel little interest and no spiritual 
sympathy with ages in which the darkness of barbarism seemed only 
to be deepened by religious superstition and monastic asceticism; 
while in the nineteenth century the nationalist tendencies that were 
nowhere stronger than in the field of history reacted towards an 
uncritical idealization of Teutonic and Slavonic barbarians and caused 
the unity of Western culture to be ignored or depreciated.

But our generation has been forced to realize how fragile and 
unsubstantial are the barriers that separate civilization from the forces 
of destruction. We have learnt that barbarism is not a picturesque myth 
or a half-forgotten memory of a long-passed stage of history, but an 
ugly underlying reality which may erupt with shattering force whenever 
the moral authority of a civilization loses its control.

For us, therefore, the history of the dark ages and the first 
beginnings of a new culture in the West fourteen hundred years 
ago has acquired, or ought to acquire, a new significance. We can 
understand better than Gibbon the desperate struggle of the later 
Empire to maintain its higher standards of urban culture and civilized 
order under the weight of a top-heavy bureaucracy against the 
constant pressure of war and invasion, and we can realize in a more 
intimate way than the nineteenth century historians what were the 
feelings of the Roman provincials when the dykes at last broke and the 
tide of barbarism spread ever more widely over the land.

above all, we are in a better position to appreciate the vital function 
of religion both as a principle of continuity and conservation and as 
the source of new spiritual life. In that age religion was the only power 
that remained un affected by the collapse of civilization, by the loss of 
faith in social institutions and cultural traditions and by the loss of hope 
in life. Wherever genuine religion exists it must always possess this 
quality, since it is of the essence of religion to bring man into relation 
with transcendent and eternal realities. 

It is natural that the dark ages of history – the hour of human failure 
and impotence – should also be the hour when the power of eternity is 
manifested. Inevitably these ages of the death and birth of cultures are 
furthest withdrawn from the light of history. But where, as in the case of 
the origins of our own culture, we are able in some degree to penetrate 
the darkness, it is possible to see something of the creative process at 
work in the depths of the social consciousness; and however incom-
plete this knowledge may be, it is of very, high value for the student of 
religion and the student of culture.
— Christopher dawson, Religion and the Rise of Western Culture, Sheed & Ward, New York, 

1950, pp.18-19.
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- The disintegration of certain vital 
human and cultural aspects in our 
age severing economic, social and 
family life from the religious sense, 
have brought about a new cultural 
situation. Where there is no sense of 
guilt, where conscience is replaced by 
a mere moral sense, there will be no 
true religion. [Louis Dupré]

- ‘There is no need to fight against 
God; the individual feels he is simply 
able to do without Him.’ [Pastores 
dabo vobis, Apostolic Exhortation of 
Pope John-Paul II to priests, 1992]

- ‘The modern world is living on 
Catholic capital. It is using, and using 
up, the truths that remain to it out 
of the old treasury of Christendom.’ 
[G.K. Chesterton, The Thing, or Why I 
am a Catholic]

Just as these developments seem 
to be gathering pace and complexity, 
the sole repository of the Truth of 
God on earth, the Catholic Church, 
is suffering from the behaviour of 
some of its own members in many 
parts of the world in regard to the 
abuse of children. But while the 
Church confronts this expression of 
The Modern Dilemma in her own 
ranks, surely one of the instruments 
of conversion which should not be 
neglected is the one so earnestly 
and insistently advocated by God 
Himself, namely the invocation of 
His Divine Mercy by as many of the 
faithful as can be mobilised.

The contents of private devotions 
have always been regarded as 
optional for Catholics, often being 
regarded by some as forms of a 
more primitive and simplistic piety, 
and less meritorious than the kind 
of prayer accessible to those who are 
better educated. 

Unless one can find genuine 
grounds to doubt or dispute 
the words of God Himself to St 
Faustina in this vital matter of the 
eternal salvation of souls, the only 
reasonable response one can offer 
would seem to be immediate and 
joyful acceptance, to the benefit of all.

dr Brian Pollard is a retired anaesthetist/palliative 
care physician with an interest in bio-ethics. Most 
of his professional life was spent in private prac-
tice as a specialist anaesthetist. He was Director 
of anaesthetics at Concord Hospital NSW, and 
founding Director of the Palliative Care Service 
there.

Tell My priests that hardened 
sinners will repent on hearing their 
words about the compassion I have 
for them in My heart. To priests who 
proclaim and extol My mercy, I will 
give wondrous power; I will anoint 
their words and touch the hearts of 
those to whom they speak.

All those souls who will glorify 
My mercy and spread its worship, 
encouraging others to trust in my 
mercy, will not experience terror at 
the hour of death. My mercy shall 
shield them in that final battle.

Humanity will never find peace 
until it turns with trust to the Divine 
Mercy.
God’s reported words above make 

it abundantly clear that He is most 
eager, almost it seems to the point 
of desperation, to ensure that every 
person of good-will knows of His love 
for them and all mankind, and for the 
important and efficacious remedy He 
wants them to use to respond to His 
divine love. At the same time, it is also 
clear that a large number of people, 
growing now at an ever increasing 
rate especially in the Western world, 
are losing any compelling sense of 
their need for God. 

In an article titled ‘All is Grey, yet 
All is Grace,’ in the Summer issue 
2012 of The Priest, the Journal of the 
Australian Confraternity of Catholic 
Priests, Fr. Scot Armstrong wrote 
about this current situation, labelling 
it as the Modern Dilemma.

The following are some of the 
citations he takes from different 
sources.

- ‘There appears the dichotomy 
of a world that is at once powerful 
and weak, capable of doing what 
is noble and what is base, disposed 
to freedom and to slavery, progress 
and decline, brotherhood and hatred. 
Here lies the modern dilemma. This 
dichotomy is a symptom of a deeper 
dichotomy, that is in man himself.’ 
[Vastican II, Gaudium et Spes]

importance of priests in the 
dissemination of this devotion 
through their teaching of the 
importance God attaches to it, of 
its application to conversions and 
the forgiveness of sins and most 
particularly to the unique role of 
priests in preparing souls for death 
and at the bedside of the dying.

I desire that the whole world 
know My infinite mercy. I desire to 
grant unimaginable graces to those 
souls who trust in My mercy.

Priests will recommend it 
to sinners as their last hope of 
salvation. Even for a sinner most 
hardened, he would receive grace 
from My infinite mercy if he were 
to recite the Chaplet only once. I 
desire that the whole world know of 
My infinite mercy.

When the priest acts in My place, 
he does not act of himself but I act 
through him.

I demand the worship of 
My mercy through the solemn 
celebration of the Feast and through 
the veneration of the image. And 
who knows anything about this 
Feast? No 0ne! Even those who 
should be proclaiming My mercy 
and teaching people about it often 
do not know about it themselves. 
Although those last words were 

written about a hundred years ago, 
they are still as relevant now as they 
were then.

When this Chaplet is said at the 
bedside of a dying person, God’s 
Mercy is moved to its very depths for 
the sake of the sorrowful Passion of 
His Son. 

When they say the Chaplet in the 
presence of the dying, I will stand 
between My Father and the dying 
person, not as the just judge but as 
the merciful Saviour.

I Myself will defend as My own 
glory, during their lifetime, and 
especially at the hour of their death, 
those souls who will venerate My 
fathomless mercy.

The Persecuting Sceptic

ThERE IS ONE odd aspect of the man with this sort of open mind … 
he is really brutal and oppressive. he tyrannises, he forces on all 

other men his own insolent indecision. he forbids his followers to come 
to any conclusion till he has done so. he will allow no one else to find the 
truth … he is the worst tyrant the world has seen: the persecuting sceptic.

— G. K. Chesterton, The illustrated London News, October 16, 1909
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Euro Morality — The Next Utopian Dream to Collapse?

THE E.U. — AN UNHAPPY FAMILY
By Giles Auty

O AUSTRALIANS 
in general — and 
those of European 
e x t r a c t i o n 
especially — much 
that takes place in 
Europe these days 

must seem incomprehensible or even 
bizarre.

The physical distance that 
separates Australia from Europe 
could be thought to be a factor here, 
yet — even for those of us who live 
in much closer proximity to it — the 
workings of the vast bureaucratic 
enterprise known as the European 
Union still often seem to make little 
or no sense.

At the time of writing for example, 
the British press is full of comment 
about an admission just made by 
Britain’s former Home Secretary Jack 
Straw that his government’s decision 
in 2004 to let Eastern European 
migrants come to Britain to work was 
‘a spectacular mistake’ — one other, 
brighter European nations somehow 
managed to avoid.  

The expected influx was 
apparently 5,000 to 13,000 a year — 
a somewhat lower estimate you may 
agree than the average annual arrival 
of some 100,000, peaking at double 
that, which actually transpired over 
the past ten years.

One cannot help wondering 
sometimes about the expertise of 
a least some British government 
advisors.

Before setting out any further 
examples of apparent folly, however, 
I feel it might be more constructive 
to recall words said to me as a very 
young man by someone considerably 
older and wiser: ‘It is the mark of 
second-rate minds that they cannot 
foresee the implications of their 
proposals’.

Here is a notion that is certainly 
worth thinking about in relation to 
the EU.

During my subsequent life 
I have witnessed a great many 
instances of this particular maxim 
in action.  Usually such examples 
involve utopian social engineering of 
some kind and almost always a total 
disregard of the realities of human 
nature — thus sowing the twin seeds 
necessary for future collapse.

The European Union takes a lofty 
and often high-handed tone towards 
the 400 million folk who fall into 
its ambit.  Yet frequently its social, 
economic and agricultural policies 
seem muddled and misguided 
although that, to my mind, is possibly 
the least of our worries.

The much greater concern is that 
the unelected bureaucrats of the 
European Union have by now come 
to regard themselves as the effective 
inventors and guardians of a new 
morality which transcends all former 
national frontiers and beliefs.  In 
general this supposed moral code 
is simply a mish-mash of those 
post-modernist ideas with which 
we have become all too familiar: 
equal opportunities, gay rights, anti-
discrimination, political correctness, 
multiculturalism, feminism, abortion 
virtually on demand and so forth.  

Wherever these clash with 
Christian — and especially with 
traditional Catholic beliefs — 
these new imperatives now take 
precedence, generally under a generic 
but misleading rubric of ‘human 
rights’.

Oddly all such novel dictates 
are then presented to us as though 
they were quasi-religious absolutes 
in themselves even though all, of 
course, are atheistic and sometimes 
profoundly irreligious in nature.

After two millennia of being 
ordered by what can best be 
described perhaps as ‘secularised 
Christianity’ Europe now faces being 
forced to accept a novel, entirely 
man-made moral code much of which 
derives, in the last analysis, from the 
ponderings of Marx.

In an article in Britain’s The Daily 
Telegraph (19.11.2013) Lord Carey, 
former Anglican Archbishop of 
Canterbury states his belief that 
’Christianity’ — by which I assume he 
simply means the Anglican Church — 
‘is at risk now of dying out within a 
generation’.  If he is right then novel 
‘Euro-morality’ must surely take a fair 
share of the blame.

For Britain most of the attraction 
of belated acceptance into the 

Self-deception

WE aRE seldom tiresome to 
ourselves; and the act of 

composition fills and delights the 
mind with change of language 
and succession of images. 
Every couplet when produced 
is new, and novelty is the great 
source of pleasure. Perhaps 
no man ever thought a line 
superfluous when he first wrote 
it, or contracted his work till his 
ebullitions [effervescences, ed.] of 
invention had subsided. and even 
if he should control his desire of 
immediate renown, still keep his 
work nine years unpublished 
[as horace recommended], he 
will still be the author and still 
in danger of deceiving himself; 
and if he consults his friends he 
will probably find men who have 
more kindness than judgment, or 
more fear to offend than desire to 
instruct.
— Samuel Johnson [1709-1784], Lives of 

the Poets, Volume 2 (1781)

housEs without Foundations
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European Union lay in the access 
this provided to European markets 
which apparently absorb up to 50% 
of our exports.  I do not question 
the idealism of at least some of the 
original European concept yet hugely 
regret its effect, in Britain’s case, on 
our relationship with Commonwealth 
countries which are probably our 
more natural and historic allies.

In another article culled from 
Britain’s The Daily Telegraph 
(14.11.2013) Peter Oborne, a 
reliable British commentator, makes 
an excellent job of explaining what 
has gone wrong with the European 
Union since its rosy beginnings:

 ‘Almost all of us value free 
trade, international cooperation 
and mutual goodwill.  None of us 
wants to return to the bloodshed 
of earlier centuries.  In recent years, 
however, Europe has fallen under 
the control of a new ruling class that 
has obtained powers which it has no 
democratic right to exercise.  

‘Think of it like this: the European 
Union has abolished politics.  Highly 
susceptible to lobby groups and 
large corporations, it is now out 
of reach to political parties and 
national politicians.  This is far 
more dangerous than has yet been 
realised.  Again and again national 
rulers are finding themselves 
accountable for decisions they 
haven’t made and can’t alter.  

‘Let’s take the example of the 
single currency, which seemed such 
a good idea to EU bosses.  The 
abolition of national currencies 
means that states can no longer 
manage their own economies, and 
are governed instead by international 
bankers, in cooperation with Brussels 
commissioners.  This is the cause 
of social and political collapse in 
Greece, Spain, Italy and Portugal’. 

Oborne is absolutely right 
here.  But there were other fatal flaws 
in the whole European enterprise 
which managed to find themselves 
overlooked right from the outset.  

In short, the history of 
individual European nation states 
is not distinguished solely by their 
propensity to fight each other but 
through their historic development of 
distinctive constitutions, legislatures 
and cultures.  A large-scale trading 

alliance is therefore one thing — such 
alliances have existed successfully in 
history — while a binding legislative 
alliance which rides roughshod over 
ingrained national characteristics, 
histories, cultures and even types of 
national ability is clearly something 
else which no amount of ideological 
murmuring can dispel in the long run.

Thus two of the major progenitors 
of the European Union, Konrad 
Adenauer and Charles de Gaulle, 
were united not just  via their devout 
personal Catholicism and belief in the 
family unit rather than the state as the 
essential building-block of society 
but by a mutual dislike and distrust — 
even though they were recent military 
foes themselves — of Britain.

Both also faced very significant 
presences of communist parties in 
their national elections, something 
Britain managed to avoid — ostensibly 
at least — since in Britain communism 
played a more covert role.  That 
lay in the destruction of national 
industry and hence of national 
growth.  Germany has therefore 
consistently outperformed Britain and 
all other European nations with the 
occasional exception of France.

Among older generations of 
Britons, at least, dislike of EU 
membership has generally become 
profound by now.

In a recent case, a failed asylum-
seeker from Sudan who entered 
Britain illegally was subsequently 
sentenced to prison here for sexual 
activity with a child and was due to 
be deported. An immigration tribunal 
then decided it would breach the 
European Convention of Human 
Rights to do so as he might face 
persecution if returned to the Sudan. 

So far the case has cost the UK 

taxpayer the equivalent of half a 
million Australian dollars and the 
convicted paedophile is now likely 
to receive compensation worth tens 
of thousands of dollars because of 
the efforts of Britain’s Home Office 
to deport him.  In the meantime the 
parents of his 13 year old victim are 
understandably ‘unimpressed’.

As I seek to conclude this article 
a case involving thousands rather 
than a solitary individual has further 
aroused national fury here.  From 
1 January 2014 Britain has been 
ordered by the European Court 
of Justice to open its borders and 
employment markets to migrants from 
Bulgaria and Romania.  

Up to 70,000 are expected each 
year at a time of high unemployment 
here among young people and 
when health and education systems 
are stretched already to breaking 
point.  So-called ‘Roma’ immigrants 
from Slovakia, who are entirely 
unaccustomed to urban life, have 
already been the cause of near riots 
in an important British city.

In the meantime, even highly-
qualified English-speaking Australians 
are finding it extremely difficult 
either to work or gain permanent 
residence here, even when married to 
British nationals.

Perhaps I should leave the last 
words here to a fellow Australian, as 
reported by British columnist Allison 
Pearson: ‘The other night I was 
seated at dinner next to Mike Rann, 
the Australian High Commissioner 
to the UK.  I asked him to tell me 
what he thought about turning away 
Australians.  Without missing a beat 
he said: ‘Whenever Britain has been 
in trouble, without even needing to 
be asked, Australia has been the first 
by your side.  We fought and died 
with you because we regard you as 
family’.

If modern Europe is indeed 
supposed to be a ‘family’ it is by now 
an extremely unhappy and divided 
one. 

GileS auty was born in the UK and trained 
privately as a painter. He worked professionally 
as an artist for 20 years. Publication of his The Art 
of Self Deception swung his career towards criti-
cism. He was art critic for The Spectator from 1984 
to 1995. He continues to devote himself to his 
original love — painting. He is a regular contributor 
to Annals.

Annals Nov_Dec 2013.indb   16 6/12/13   11:31 AM



Ann Als Austr Al AsiA  17  november/december 2013

LET US NOT PART FROM GOD
By St Augustine of Hippo

[ad 350-430]

WE CHRISTIANS are already light … That is why Paul says: ‘Once you were darkness, 
but now you are light in the Lord; walk as children of light’. In another place he 
also says: ‘The night is far gone, the day is at hand. Let us then cast off the works of 

darkness and put on the armour of light; let us conduct ourselves honourably as in the day.’
You can learn from the apostle Peter that the day in which we are now living is still night 

compared with that light to which we are to come, for he says that a voice was borne to the 
Lord Christ from the Majestic Glory, saying: ‘You are my beloved Son with whom I am well 
pleased.’ ‘We heard this voice,’ he says, ‘borne from heaven, when we were with him on the 
holy mountain.’ However, because we were not there and did not hear that voice speaking 
from heaven, Peter himself says to us: ‘And we have the prophetic word made more sure. 
You will do well to pay attention to this as to a lamp shining in a dark place, until the day 
dawns and the morning star rises in your hearts.’

And so, when our Lord Jesus Christ comes and, in the words also of Paul, ‘will bring to 
light the things now hidden in darkness and will disclose the purposes of the heart, then 
every man will receive his commendation from God’. 

Then when that day has come, there will be no need of lamps. Then we shall have no 
reading from the prophets. The epistles of Paul will stay unopened. We shall not require the 
witness of John. We shall not need even the gospel. So all the scriptures will be put aside, 
the scriptures which in the darkness of this age shine like lamps for us so that we are not 
left in the shadows.

What shall we see when all those sources of light are taken away to show that we no 
longer need their light? What shall we see when the men of God who brought us these 
gleams now see with us the true bright light? What shall we see when these aids have been 
removed? On what will our minds feed? In what will our sight delight? Where shall we find 
the joy which no eye has seen nor ear heard nor the heart of man conceived ? What shall 
we see ?

I  beg you,  join with me in love.  Run with me in fa i th .  Let us yearn for our 
heavenly home. Let us sigh for it. Let us realize that we are strangers here below. 
What shall we see then ? Listen to the words of the gospel now: ‘In the beginning 
was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God.’ 

You will come to the fountain from which flows the water with which you have 
been sprinkled. You will see that light in all its clarity from which fitful and broken 
gleams shone into your heart whilst it was in darkness here below. You are being 
made pure, that you may see and be able to look into that light. John himself says: 
‘Beloved, we are God’s children; it does not yet appear what we shall be, but we 
know that when he appears we shall be like him, for we shall see him as he is.’

I can see your feelings are being lifted up with me to heavenly things, but the perishable 
body weighs down the soul, and this earthly tent burdens the thoughtful mind. I am now 
going to put down that book [of St John’s Gospel]. You are going to go away, each one of you 
to his own home. To have been together in the same light has been good. To have been glad 
together has been good. To have rejoiced together has been good. But when we part from one 
another, let us not part from God.

— Homily xxxv, 8-9. See the Roman Breviary, Second Reading at Matins, for the 34th week of the year.

JEsus our Morning star
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They clearly had learned to live with the sad memories and were 
learning to piece together a future narrative of hope, based on newly 

found friendships and sound Catholic principles 

BUILDING A HEAv EN IN HELL’S DESPAIR
By Wanda Skowronska

ANY WHO travel 
to New Zealand 
nowadays head for 
Waikato region, the 
setting for Middle 
Earth of Hobbit 
fame, two hours 

south of Auckland. Others head for 
the sulphurous springs of Rotorua 
or to the snow capped mountains 
of the South Island. After my recent 
journey, however, it is the memory of 
a refuge for young people which will 
stay forever engraved in my memory. 

When I visited the ‘the Mother 
of Divine Mercy Refuge ’ in North 
Auckland, established in 2005 by 
Susanna Fiu Fetalai, without denying 
the fact that 95% of the young people 
there have come from situations of 
domestic violence, I sensed a peace, 
warmth and generosity of spirit 
among the Polynesian women and 
men who live there. 

They are mainly Samoans and 
Tongans (but also some Maoris and 
people from Niue, Vanuatu and 
Tokelauea among other islands). 
From the very beginning it was 
the spiritual dimension, the Christ-
centredness and the open hearts of 
the young people of the place that 
captivated me.

Young women in Polynesian dress, 
standing at the gates festooned with 
balloons, welcomed the visitors 
from Australia with accompanying 
Kiwi friends. They had prepared 
a Polynesian feast under a canopy 
in the grounds of the refuge. As 
we sat down at the table covered 
with riotously colourful Tongan 
tablecloths, overloaded with 
mountains of food, I looked around 
and saw the focal point of the entire 
cluster of houses. 

It was the chapel with a ceiling to 
floor painting of Christ known as the 
‘Divine Mercy’ picture. This chapel 
has a constantly open door and the 
Divine Mercy picture is visible every 
time you pass by, to remind you 
what this place is about. Not only is 
the place called ‘Mother of Divine 
Mercy refuge’, not only do the young 
people wear t-shirts saying so, the 
spirit of mercy suffuses the entire 
place so much that the young people 
believe and act as if they are part of 
the Divine Mercy in action. There 
are several houses in which they live, 
sharing rooms, girls in one section, 
boys in another, helping each other in 
all the details of life, comforting each 
other ... They pray several times a 
day. And then comes the singing and 
dancing. 

While we sat under the canopy, 
we saw groups of young people from 
the refuge dance so gracefully, I 
wondered if they were a professional 
group, who rehearsed several times a 
day. No, they just dance and sing in 
choirs when they can and the sense of 
rhythmic steps and swaying together 
in pleasing unity of motion comes 
so naturally that they are surprised 
if you are surprised that they are so 
good at it. 

They sang in Tongan, Maori and 
English in harmonies that filled the 
compound. They gave renditions 
Polynesian style of spiritual songs, 
secular songs and of course the boys 
grimaced and terrified us with the 
Haka. 

I had never heard Bob Geldof ’s 
‘We are the World, we are the 

divinE MErCy’s hEaling PowEr

‘They sang in Tongan, Maori and English in harmonies that filled the compound’

Annals Nov_Dec 2013.indb   18 6/12/13   11:31 AM



Ann Als Austr Al AsiA  19  november/december 2013

children’ sung in such a moving way. 
In between items a group leader 
would call out ‘God is good’ and the 
rest would reply ‘All the time’ and 
then the leader would call out ‘All 
the time’ to which the young people 
replied ‘God is good’. 

This alternated with other short 
statements about God’s goodness 
and I gathered that this goes on 
throughout the day. It is a kind of 
monastic reminder of God’s constant 
presence — continually, courageously 
and intensely affirmed by young 
people who might have had good 
reason to doubt it. This is the liturgy 
of the hours of these young people 

who have seen bashing, violence, 
murder and suicide in their families 

– this is their litany – calling out to 
God throughout the day and trusting 
in his Mercy. 

The whole refuge is the living 
example of Mercy permeating 
everyday life, of Christ Himself 
translated to these young people in a 
comprehensible way, of the essence 
of Mercy’s eternal song in the here 
and now of the twenty first century. 
In his 1980 Encyclical Dives in 
Misericordia (#13) Pope John Paul 
II called mercy ‘ love’s second name’ 
and ‘the most stupendous attribute 
of the Creator and Redeemer.’ I was 
reminded of the words of Saint 
Faustina’s diary, her record of words 
spoken to her by Christ of the sure 
foundation of trust in the Divine 
mercy:

I  desire to grant unimaginable 
graces

to  those souls who trust in My 
mercy ...

So oner would heaven and earth 
turn

to  nothingness than would My 
mercy

not embrace a trusting soul.1

One does not have to know 
much theology to realise that this 
refuge is suffused with a profound 
understanding of trust in the Divine 
Mercy. After all they have been 
through, the young people at the 
refuge ‘get it,’ and have made a clear 
decision to base their lives on it. 

Susanna, the director of the 
refuge told me that she had worked 
in refuges for a long time but had 
started this type of refuge against 
considerable opposition from her 
feminist peers. 

She wanted to begin a refuge run 
on religious lines, and what is worse, 
wanted to open it to men and well 
as women. It is conventional wisdom 
among psychologists and social 
workers, not to mention feminists, 
that you do not allow men into 
refuges as often the source of the 
violence has been an aggressive, 
alcoholic, out of control male. 

Susanna explained softly that men 
are also the victims of violence and 
need care. Moreover, having some 
men living at the refuge is beneficial 
for the girls for the aim is not to have 
women develop a fear and hatred 
of all men, as the current feminist 
diktatura would advocate, but to 

‘After school the young people learn to tell their stories’

‘The boys grimaced and terrified us with the Haka’
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Divine Mercy had brought it about.

Wanda SkoWronSka is a registered psychologist 
who works as a counsellor in inner city schools 
in Sydney. She has recently been awarded a PhD 
in Psychology/Theology at Melbourne’s John-
Paul II Institute. She has done voluntary work 
for the Catholic pro-life organisation Family 

Life International, and is a regular contributor to 
Annals.

1. Saint Faustina Kowalska Divine Mercy in My Soul 
(Marian Helpers Stockbridge MA 1987), 588.

Many years ago I read the lines of 
William Blake 

Love seeketh not itself to please, 
Nor for itself hath any care; 
But for another gives its ease, 
And builds a Heaven in Hell’s 
despair.
Here at the ‘Mother of Divine 

Mercy Refuge’ I saw a Heaven built 
in Hell’s despair, saw true resilience 
in the face of life’s sufferings and 
saw how the tenacity of one woman, 
Susanna, and her utter trust in God’s 

distinguish which are the trustworthy 
ones and which are not, to learn to 
celebrate the good in people and to 
learn to trust again. 

Susanna’s trust has been rewarded 
and has provided a living lesson for 
the young men in following positive 
role models and in becoming kind 
and caring towards the women. She 
managed to convince the welfare 
authorities that her project deserved 
funding and so it survives on this 
and voluntary contributions. 

They don’t need any security 
guards at this compound as some of 
the young Tongan men are so large 
in build that you feel they could lift 
up an entire house or throw you 
across a football field in a flash. But 
on talking to them, it is clear they 
are gentle giants and are focused 
on trying to enact a Christ-centred 
moral and behavioural code. 

The young people at the refuge go 
to local schools during the day – in 
fact there is a Marcellin College for 
the boys and a St Mary’s college for 
the girls. And after school, the young 
people learn to tell their stories 
because as Susanna says ‘they all 
need someone to listen to them’. 

During our visit, after the singing 
and dancing a few young people told 
of the violence they had witnessed 
and how they had come to be at the 
refuge. Some even said that with 
time they had learned to forgive the 
violent members of their families. 
They spoke of the refuge as one huge 
family and on hearing these stories, 
no one could remain dry-eyed. 

They clearly had learned to live 
with the sad memories and were 
learning to piece together a future 
narrative of hope, based on newly 
found friendships and sound Catholic 
principles. Susanna and other helpers 
at the refuge try to contact some 
other branches of the family of 
each young person and, though the 
process may take years, they gradually 
initiate them into this other part of 
their natural family, for in the end 
family life is of utmost importance to 
these Polynesians. 

But the ‘refuge family’ remains a 
pivotal point in their lives and many 
come back after they have formally 
‘left’, to help out young people who 
are bought into the place. 
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Pope Francis is very much a pope of the new evangelization, which 
he understands to be a fruit of Vatican II. And that’s why it’s entirely 

appropriate for him to canonize John XXIII and John Paul II the same day.

A PAPAL CANONIZATION DOUBLEHEADER
By George Weigel

HE announcement 
that Blessed John 
XXIII and Blessed 
John Paul II will 
b e  c a n o n i z e d 
together on Divine 
M e r c y  S u n d a y , 

April 27, 2014 predictably cased some 
unhappiness in some quarters.

I doubt that Pope Francis has heard 
of Ernie Banks, the Hall of Fame 
shortstop.  But like “Mr. Cub,” whose 
love for baseball led him to exclaim 
“Let’s play two!” before Sunday 
doubleheaders in the 1950s, the pope 
from the end of the world seems to 
think that papal canonizations are 
better in tandem:  hence the Sept. 
30 announcement that Blessed John 
XXIII and Blessed John Paul II will 
be canonized together on Divine 
Mercy Sunday, April 27, 2014.

Predictably, the decision caused 
some unhappiness in some quarters.

Some Poles wanted John Paul II 
canonized by himself.  Some who 
welcomed the decision to canonize 
John XXIII are disgruntled that ‘their’ 
pope has to share the billing with the 
pope they think hijacked John XXIII’s 
Vatican II.  The aggrieved Poles 
should (and most will) recognize that, 
while John Paul II brought uniquely 
Polish insights and experiences to 
the papacy, he now belongs to the 
entire world Church.  The aggravated 
partisans of John XXIII should, but 
probably won’t, concede that the 
‘John XXIII’ they’ve constructed 
in their imaginations bears little 
resemblance to the real John XXIII, 
and that the charge of Council 
hijacking is ludicrous.

In fact, it might be reasonably 
speculated that Pope Francis liked 
the idea of a papal canonization 

doubleheader precisely because it will 
underscore the continuity between 
John XXIII’s intention and John Paul 
II’s authoritative interpretation of 
Vatican II:  Vatican II was intended to 
prepare the Church for the challenges 
of evangelization in late modernity, 
an intention realized by John Paul 
II’s use of the Council’s teaching 
to launch the world Church into 
the new evangelization of the third 
millennium.

Vatican II differed from the 
previous twenty ecumenical councils 
in that it provided no authoritative 
keys for its proper interpretation.  
Unlike other councils, it defined no 
dogmas, condemned no heresies (or 
heretics), commissioned no catechism, 
wrote no new canons into the law 
of the Church. Vatican II did give 
the Church sixteen documents of 
differing magisterial ‘weight,’ but it 
provided no interpretive keys to its 
body of teaching.  The result was 
twenty years of argument, sometimes 
quite bitter.  And in those arguments, 
as Benedict XVI put it, the idea of 
Vatican-II-as-rupture-with-the-past 
(which seemed to detach the Church 
of the future from its historical and 
doctrinal moorings) contended with 
the idea of Vatican-II-as-development-
of-the-authoritative-tradition-of-the-
Church (the tradition providing the 
reference points for grasping the true 
meaning of the Council).

At the very outset of his pontificate 
in 1978, John Paul II said that the full 
implementation of Vatican II would 
be the program of his papacy. He kept 
that pledge, providing authoritative 
interpretations of virtually all of the 
Council’s documents through his own 
encyclicals, apostolic letters, and post-
synodal apostolic exhortations.  

Perhaps most importantly, he 
called a special meeting of the world 
Synod of Bishops in 1985, to assess 
what had gone right, and what had 
gone not-so-right, in the twenty 
years since Vatican II closed on Dec. 
8, 1965. That synod, in turn, offered 
the Church a connective thread with 
which the various pieces of Vatican II 
might be woven together into a full 
tapestry, by describing the Church as 
a communion of disciples in mission.  

Catholicism begins with Christ 
(hence discipleship);  those disciples 
are joined in a community, a 
‘communion,’ that is different from 
any other association because it is 
the mystical body of Christ;  that 
‘communion’ exists for mission — to 
spread the Gospel and offer men and 
women the possibility of friendship 
with the Lord Jesus Christ.

The liveliest parts of the world 
Church today are found where 
Catholics have embraced this vision of 
a communion of disciples in mission;  
the dying parts of the world Church 
are those that cling to the false idea of 
Vatican-II-as-rupture.  

Pope Francis, who urges the 
Church to avoid being ‘self-referential’ 
and to get about the business of 
spreading the healing message of 
the Gospel, is very much a pope of 
the new evangelization, which he 
understands to be a fruit of Vatican II.

And that’s why it’s entirely 
appropriate for him to canonize John 
XXIII and John Paul II the same day.

GeorGe WeiGel, a Senior Fellow of the Ethics and 
Public Policy Center, is a Catholic theologian and 
one of America’s leading commentators on issues of 
religion and public life. This article appeared first in 
The Catholic Difference  (October 16, 2013). George 
Weigel’s column is distributed by the Denver 
Catholic Register. Copyright © 2013 George Weigel.

PoPEs oF thE CounCil
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THE FEAST OF CHRIST THE KING 
AND THE CLOSING OF THE YEAR OF FAITH

By Very Reverend Father Dom Jean Pateau, OSB

Abbot of Notre Dame de Fontgombault, France

Translated from the French by Paul Stenhouse

ONTIUS PILATE’S 
questions and his 
sceptical attitude 
to the kingship of 
Jesus place us in 
the centre of a great 
mystery. 

Jesus was taken to Pilate in order 
to be condemned to death. Jesus 
declares that he is a king -- though of 
a kingship that is not recognised; and, 
what is more, is mocked. 

The letter St Paul wrote to the 
Colossians, on the other hand, 
proclaims loudly and proudly the 
universal nature of this kingship:  
‘God was pleased to have the fulness 
of God’s being dwell in 
him, and through him to 
reconcile all earthly beings 
to Him -- both those on 
earth and those in heaven -- 
making peace through the 
shedding of his blood on 
the cross’. [Col.1,19-20]

We find this same 
paradox present today 
as we celebrate the Feast 
of Christ the King of the 
universe.

In its declaration on 
religious liberty,  Dignitatis 
Humanae, Vatican Council 
II states: ‘the pre-eminent 
norm  of human life is 
Divine Law itself, eternal, 
objective and universal; by which 
God, through his wise and loving plan, 
directs and governs the whole world, 
as well as the paths of the human 
community’.

Do we who call ourselves Christians 
proclaim and accept by word and 
deed this kingship of Christ over the 

universe, over peoples and nations, 
and over our own families? 

In fact, Christ is king not only of 
us individuals but of our societies as 
such.

This social kingship, much 
misunderstood today, was the very 
reason today’s feast was established in 
1925 by Pope Pius XI in the Encyclical 

Quas Primas which deals with this very 
question.

When Pope Benedict XVI 
inaugurated the Year of Faith he 
stipulated that it should conclude 
precisely on this Feast day. I don’t 
think that this was just by chance, or a 
coincidence.

The legitimacy of this kingship of 
Jesus is based on the fact that God 
is the creator of the universe, and 
that Christ, the Son of God, is God 
Himself. What is more, by means 
of the mystery of the cross and 
resurrection, Jesus is the re-creator of 
fallen mankind. 

For a Christian, to deny the 
universal kingship of Christ is to 
undermine the very core of the Faith.

To have the Faith is to witness to 
this kingship in the daily realities 
of life by taking up positions that 
conform to our beliefs, while 
respecting the liberty of others from 
whom, in return, we have the right 

to expect, at least the 
minimum of respect for our 
own liberty.

‘Man should not be 
constrained to act against 
his conscience. Nor should 
he be hindered from 
acting according to his 
conscience, especially in 
matters of religious belief ’. 
[Dignitatis Humanae No 3. 
See Catechism of the Catholic 
Church No 1776, ff.]

Witnessing to the Faith 
in our days is difficult. 
And some Christians may 
be tempted to restrict 
their faith to the private 
domain, and, for the rest, 

to compromise themselves with the 
world.

In a homily preached on November 
18, Pope Francis commented on a 
chapter from the Book of Maccabees, 
describing it as ‘one of the saddest 
pages in the Bible’. It describes how 
a great number of the People of God 

‘Pilate said to him: Are you 
then a king?’

Jesus replied: ‘It is you who 
said it: I am a king’

John 18, 33-37.

CatholiC Faith

Interior of  the Fontgombault Abbey Church.  In 1091,  
Pierre de l’Étoile founded a Benedictine monastery on the  
banks of  the Creuse River, near the spring of  Gombaud. 
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preferred to abandon the Lord when 
tempted by worldliness. They turned 
their backs on their own traditions so 
as to be able to accede to the king’s 
demands.  

The Pope recalled that these people 
adopted ‘the customs of the pagans’ 
and obeyed the command of the king 
‘who ordered that all his subjects be 
only one people, and that each must 
abandon his particular customs’.

The Holy Father added that this 
was certainly not just a question 
of some well-meant globalisation 
that manifested itself by unifying 
all nations while at the same time 
allowing them to preserve their 
own customs. Rather, the account in 
Maccabees describes a globalisation of 
controlled uniformity - a uniformity of 
thought that is the fruit of worldliness.

His Holiness stressed that such 
attitudes are met with ‘because 
the spirit of worldiness leads us, 
today, through our longing to be 
‘progressive,’ towards thought control. 
And, the Pope added, some people 
actually ‘negotiate away their fidelity 
to the ever faithful God – what is 
known as apostasy’.

‘Today,’ he said, people think that 
‘we should be like all the others, we 
should be more “normal,” doing as 
the world does in this adolescent 
progressivism’.

 We would also do well to consider 
the consequences of their infidelity:  
to think about the ‘death sentences 
and human sacrifices that followed. 
The Holy Father then asked those 
present: ‘Do you imagine that there 
are no human sacrifices today?’ and 
answered, ‘They are many, many … 
and many are the laws that protect 
those who carry them out’.

What should console us, the Pope 
concluded, is that ‘ahead of the Way 
marked out by the spirit of the world, 
by the prince of this world, the Lord 
who cannot deny Himself, remains 
ever faithful. He is always waiting for 
us: He loves us so much’. 

He is ready to pardon us and take 
us by the hand as he did with his 
beloved people, to lead them out of 
the desert.

We have to present the hand of 
Jesus to be grasped by all the people 
of our time. Truly to help and to love 
somebody is to take them by the hand, 

and to help somebody to his feet is 
to show him the Way of Jesus which 
alone restores dignity to Man. Christ 
the king doesn’t want to conquer 
hearts by force of arms, but by love 
and truth.

These days closing the year of Faith 
we can still benefit from the mercy of 
God and the Church by gaining the 
plenary indulgence attached to this 
year. Let us together fulfil the two 
conditions by chanting the Creed, and 
at the end of Mass, the Salve Regina.

Mary believed in God’s plan of love 
towards humanity. To the waiters at 
the marriage feast of Cana she said, 
and she says to us today: ‘Do all that 
he tells you to do’.

Let us live in her School without 
compromise and without watering 
down our Faith. Let us listen to Jesus 
so as to be his witnesses to the very 
periphery of our world. Amen.

Homily preached by Dom Jean Pateau, OSB at 
Fontgombault on November 24, 2013.
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Across Clues
1 Leading clergyman (6)
4 Small spots (6)
9 Second stop for Israelites after escaping Egypt 

(4)
10 Enticement (10)
11 One of the women at the tomb of Christ, 

according to Luke (6)
12 Human beings collectively (8)
13 Russian mystic with great influence over 

Nicholas II (8)
15 Traditional Japanese system of unarmed 

conflict (6)
16 Sculpture of a human or animal figure (6)
18 A loose wide-sleeved liturgical garment, 

reaching to the knees (8)
21 To assign or allocate to a particular project, 

function etc (8)
23 A book containing the prayers and rites of the 

Masses for a complete year (6)
25 One of the five classical orders of architecture 

(10)
26 Morally bad; wicked (4)
27 Trustworthy (6)
28 Patron Saint of England (6)

Down Clues
1 Deadly nightshade (7)
2 Original name of St Peter (5)
3 Person excluded from a social group (7)

5 Patron Saint of Ireland (7)
6 Principle church of a diocese (9)
7 Footwear (5)
8 To challenge or attack as false (6)
14 Member of the aristocracy of ancient Rome (9)
17 One of Paul’s helpers who accompanied 

Timothy to Macedonia (7)
18 Relating to a picturesque view (6)
19 A love affair (7)
20 Gold or silver cup containing the wine at Mass 

(7)
22 A son of Cain (5)
24 A long pointed weapon (5)

SOLUTION TO CROSSWORD NO. 76 
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WHEELS WITHIN 
WHEELS

By Paul Stenhouse

IN 1925, just eight years before Standard Oil of California 
[SOCAL] signed off with the former Wahhabi bandit chief 

and then ‘monarch’ Abdul Aziz Ibn Abdul Rahman Saud 
a.k.a. Ibn Saud, in 1933, on what was later described by the 
US State Department as ‘the greatest commercial prize in 
the history of the planet’1 –  a British political ‘think tank’ in 
London was being reassured that Arabia had nothing that 
Britain wanted:

Unlike [our interests] … in most other parts of the 
world, [our interests in Arabia], do not arise, to any 
extent worth mentioning, from our need of products of 
the country, or from concern about trade. Arabia neither 
sells nor buys nearly enough to weight the political 
scales. Nor, with all deference to certain enterprising 
firms and individuals who have gone on concession 
hunting since the War, do I foresee a day when this will 
cease to be true.2

If the extent and significance of some of Arabia’s better-
known geological features seems to have baffled British experts, 
should we be surprised to learn that they also underestimated 
the depth of Wahhabi religious fanaticism, or the fascination 
that the exoticism of Islam would hold for many uncritical 
Western politicians, corporate moguls and the Western media?

Since 1933 the world has been obliged to live through 
the long-term politico-religious consequences of the US oil 
company’s  having won that ‘commercial prize’; and the fact 
that the agreement mired the USA and the West ‘irrevocably in 
a region whose sulfurous hatreds evoke John Milton’s Paradise 
Lost more appositely than Tom Paine’s Rights of Man.’3 

1  See Kingmakers, by Karl Meyer and Shareen Blair Brysac, WW Norton & Company, New York, London, 
2008, p.227; also p.247..

2  David Hogarth, ‘Wahhabism and the British Interest,’ paper read at the British Institute of International 
Affairs on January 29, 1925, Journal of the Institute of International Affairs,  4/2, March 1925.  

3  Kingmakers, op.cit. p.228.
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Book rEviEw

‘Europe finds itself militarily, politically and spiritually disarmed in a 
world that it has armed with the instruments of modern civilization.  

It soon will be wholly incapable of defending itself.’ 

CHRISTENDOM: THE BRIDGE  
Ov ER THE ABYSS

By Jude P. Dougherty

ANENT declares 
at the outset, ‘The 
ambit ion of this 
book,’ is to propose 
an interpretation, or 
at least elements for 
an interpretation, 

of the political development of the 
West.’ He goes on to say, ‘We have 
been modern now for several 
centuries.  We are modern, and 
we want to be modern.’ If that is 
so, when did modernity begin? 
What century: 16th, 17th, 18th 
century? Origins, Manent reminds 
us, particularly in the realm of ideas, 
are bound to be obscure. ’Whatever 
the case, modernity is a project, 
f o rmu l a t ed  and  imp lemen ted 
first in Europe, but nevertheless 
intended from the beginning for all 
of humanity.’  In Manent’s analysis 
it soon becomes clear that as a 
movement, modernity is destined 
never to arrive at a term.

Developing a theme from an earlier 
work, The City of Man (1995), Manent 
says, ‘If we want to understand the 
modern project, we must begin 
with the city, for it is in the city 
that people deliberate and form 
projects for action. It is in the city 
that people discover that they can 
govern themselves and learn to do 
so.  They discover and learn politics. 
. . .The city is the shaping of human 
life that makes the common thing 
and the execution of the common 
thing in a plurality of cities hostile to 
each other and divided within.’  The 
political form that succeeded the city 
was the empire. With the coming 
of Christianity, add to that a third 

form, one created by the Church 
that is at once a city and an empire. 
Europeans soon found themselves 
confronted by competing authorities. 
‘They were assailed by prestigious 
and contradictory words – the words 
of the Bible, the words of the Greek 
philosophers, the words of the Roman 
orators and historians – and they 
did not know which to retain.’ With 

Luther’s revolt, the authority of the 
Word of God itself became divided 
between that of the Scriptures and the 
Tradition of the Church, although the 
Scriptures themselves were accessible 
only through the mediation of the 
Church, and in the first instance in the 
language of the Church, Latin.

Luther’s Reformation created a 
spiritual upheaval, but it was also 
and inseparably a political revolution, 
a national insurrection. Different 
European nations selected the 
Christian confession under which 
they chose to live and imposed it.  
Thus the confessional nation became 
one of history’s political forms.

‘Europe produced modernity and 
for a long period of time, Europe was 
its master and owner . . . Today Bacon 
and Descartes reign in Shanghai and 
Bangalore at least as much as in Paris 
and London.’  Within Europe today, 
in spite of the multiple treaties that 
created the European Union, civic 
cooperation is feeble and the 
religious word almost inaudible. 

Manent continues, ‘Europe 
finds itself militarily, politically and 
spiritually disarmed in a world that 
it has armed with the instruments of 
modern civilization. It soon will be 
wholly incapable of defending itself.  
By renouncing the political form that 
was its own, Europe has deprived 
itself of the association in which 
European life had found its richest 
meaning.’

Having sketched the subject of 
his inquiry, ‘The great question of 
the political development of the 
West,’ Manent finds it necessary to 
pause in order to take stock of tools 

Manent, Pierre.  Metamorphoses 
of the City: On the Western 

Dynamic.  Cambridge, Ma:  harvard 
University Press, 2013.  384 pp. 

Cloth, $39.95.
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Bulwark  
of Truth

ThE ChURCh is called 
Catholic or universal because 

it has spread throughout the 
entire world ... again, it is called 
Catholic because it teaches fully 
and unfailingly all the doctrines 
which ought to be brought to 
men’s knowledge ... another 
reason for the name Catholic 
is that the Church brings under 
religious obedience all classes 
of people: rulers and subjects, 
learned and unlettered. Finally, 
it deserves the title Catholic 
because it heals and cures 
unrestrictedly every type of 
sin that can be committed in 
soul or in body, and because 
it possesses within itself every 
kind of virtue that can be named, 
whether exercised in actions 
or in words or in some kind of 
spiritual charism ... Of this holy 
Catholic Church [Saint] Paul 
writes to Timothy: “That you 
may know how to behave in the 
household of God, which is the 
Church of the living God, the 
pillar and bulwark of truth.”

— St Cyril of Jerusalem [315-387] 
Instructions to Catechumens

of knowledge appropriate for the 
investigation.  

He finds that there are two 
versions of modern political science, 
one emphasizing science, the other 
experience. There is the political 
science of Hobbes, Spinoza, and 
Locke whom Manent calls ‘ the 
architects of the modern state,’ and 
‘the guiding spirits of modern politics.’ 
Arguing not from experience, modern 
political science takes its inspiration 
from Hobbes’s fictional individual, 
postulated in a state of nature in 
which all war against all.  From that 
postulate is derived the mythical social 
contract theory and all that it entails 
including the scope of human rights.  

Manent argues,’Modern political 
science in its founding moment, 
overcomes the grave deficiencies 
of modern political experience, the 
absence so to speak of an authentic 
political experience in the Christian 
world, by forging access to a 
pre-political human experience on the 
basis of which it will be possible to 
construct a new political order.’ Lost is 
the experience of those living in what 
was formerly called Christendom. 

The most up-to-date version 
of Hobbes’s starting point is that 
of John Rawls whose ‘original 
situation,’ Manent suggests, is ‘the 
postulation of a state of nature without 
nature.’ As in the case of Hobbes, 
Rawls’s A Theory of Justice trumps 
experience, and facts do not matter 
given his theoretical construct. Now 
contrast Hobbes and Rawls with 
Machiavelli who, Manent says, ‘wrote 
about how men actually lived, not the 
way they behaved in those imaginary 
republics and principalities.’ Insightful 
reflections on the political theory of 
Cicero, Augustine, and Montesquieu 
follow. 

Metamorphoses of the City seems to 
end in its penultimate chapter, with 
a kind of recapitulation in which 
Manent identifies ‘four great moments 
in the history of humanity’: Jewish 
law, Greek philosophy, Christianity, 
and democracy, ‘the religion of 
humanity.’ The four great spiritual 
determinations, he suggests, not only 
form a chronological succession but 
also mark the major stages on the 
gradient of increasing universality.  In 
the end Manent poses a question: Is it 

possible to imagine a new stage, the 
result of a mediation of Christianity 
and the modern conception of 
humanity?

In a final chapter, Manent brings 
together some converging thoughts. 
He finds a certain solidarity between 
Jewish law and Christianity, and 
between Christianity and the gods 
of the Greek philosophers insofar 
as those accounts provide a rational 
conception of divinity. 

The Religion of Humanity 
understood from the modern 
perspective has left behind Jewish, 
Christian, and Greek philosophical 
notions of the divine.  As 
Manent expresses it, modernity by 
embracing Humanity has ‘expelled 
the highest idea to embrace simply 
the largest idea which is the idea of 
humanity itself.’ 

Yet two great facts remain that, if 
recognized, would enable modernity 

to appropriate the Christian 
truth. Both the Hebrew scriptures and 
Greek philosophy, especially that of 
Plato and the Platonists, dispose one 
to Christianity.

The Reformation in rejecting the 
mediation of the Church as a separate 
and visible institution weakened 
Christianity to the detriment of the 
social order.  ’The believer, instead 
of being saved by partaking in the 
sacraments of the Church, instead 
of being part of the Church, is 
instructed by Luther that he is saved 
by faith in the Word of God alone.’ 
What happens when the Church 
is set aside? ’The spiritual ministry 
is appropriated by every Christian 
in what is called the universal 
priesthood’ Lost is the mediation of 
the Church between man and God. 

Manent rhetorically asks, 
‘If humans produce and receive 
human goods within the framework 
and by means of the city, why would 
they not receive the good that is God 
and even cooperate in God’s action, 
in a special and distinct city, the 
people of God, the city of God, or the 
Church.’ 

Relieved of the burden of the 
ecclesiastical order, the Christian 
community inevitably falls under 
the state, as it soon did in Luther’s 
Germany. ‘However unsatisfactory 
or disappointing the mediating 
institution may be – Yahweh is 
forever reprimanding and even 
chastising his people – it is the 
bridge over the abyss’ that separates 
the Immense and the lowly.  What 
Christianity brings is mediation, not 
distance.

A brief review cannot do 
justice to this book, not simply 
because of its brevity. Given the 
breadth of Manent’s intellectual 
probing, Metamorphoses of the 
City is a challenge even for the 
seasoned reader. The ‘elements for 
an interpretation of the political 
development of the West’ promised 
in the beginning, are abundantly 
provided, but much is demanded of 
the reader.

ProFeSSor Jude douGherty is Dean Emeritus of the 
Philosophy Faculty, Catholic University of America, 
Editor, The Review of Metaphysics, and General 
Editor, Series Studies in Philosophy and the History 
of Philosophy, Washington, D.C. He is a regular 
contributor to Annals.
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The Liberal Arts represent a different approach to education — an approach focused not merely on job  

training but on teaching students to think, problem solve, and communicate effectively. These are some of the 

reasons why Steve Jobs sought to hire liberal arts graduates for his innovation teams at Apple.

The Liberal Arts as taught at Campion, a truly Catholic Liberal Arts College, are Philosophy, Literature,  

History, Theology, Science, Maths and Latin.  These are the subjects that teach students how to understand the 

world and their place in it.

The Liberal Arts ‘liberate’ students from a single career track, which they often have to choose too early in life.  

A liberal arts degree provides students more time to discover their passions and frees them to pursue a much 

broader range of options.

The Liberal Arts equip students with the flexibility and well-roundedness required in today’s job market.   

University graduates can expect to change careers, on average, once every five years. Whereas most  

specialised degrees prepare students for only their first job, a liberal arts education equips them to move into and 

succeed in their third, fourth, and fifth jobs.

the Liberal Arts: what and why?

Campion. Australia’s first Liberal Arts College.

For more information visit  
www.campion.edu.au or visit 
our ‘Core Conversations’ blog 
at www.tothecore.com.au

“It is in Apple’s DNA that  
technology alone is not enough —  
it’s technology married with liberal arts,  
married with the humanities, that yields  
us the results that make our  
heart sing.” S T E V E  J O B S

A P P L E  C O - F O U N D E R 
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It is a miracle that the beautiful column from Maxentius’s Basilica known as the  
Temple of Peace  still stands to offer our Lady an uninterrupted view of the  

Basilica that Pope Liberius first consecrated to her in 360 AD

OUR LADY AND THE TEMPLE OF PEACE
By Paul Stenhouse

HERE are many 
e x t r a o r d i n a r i l y 
beautiful columns in 
Rome, adorned with 
statues of our Lady. 
One of the better 
known is in the 

Piazza di Spagna, known as The column 
of the Immaculate Conception. Originally 
found in the 
g r o u n d s  o f 
the Monastery 
o f  S a i n t 
Mary  o f  the 
Conception in 
the old Campus 
Mar t i u s  a nd 
placed here to 
commemorate 
t h e  p r o - 
c lamat ion of 
the dogma of 
the Immaculate 
Conception.

The Campus 
Martius, or 
Field of Mars, 
was a large 
plain outside 
the walls of 
the city where 
young Romans 
learnt how to 
wrestle and 
box, to throw 
the discus, hurl 
javelins, ride a 
horse, drive a 
chariot etc. It 
was adorned 
with statues, 
arches, columns 
and porticos 
and its pleasant situation made it a 
popular spot for a walk in ancient times.

Horace, as I recall but cannot verify 
at the time of writing, speaks feelingly 

of being button-holed by a bore 
while walking in it. It was given to the 
Romans by a Vestal Virgin, and taken 
from them by Tarquin the proud who 
planted corn in it. 

When Tarquin was deposed in 509 
BC the Romans returned the field to its 
original recreational purpose and tore 
up the corn which they tossed into the 

Tiber where it accumulated at a shallow 
ford and eventually formed a little island 
that grew into what is today called the 
Isola Tiburtina, or the Tiber Island. 

Once sacred to Aesculapius the 
god of healing, the island has been 
from early Christian times until now a 
monastic center that cares for the sick. 
Today the St John of God brothers 
have a hospital on it.

The column in the Piazza di Spagna, 
of cipollino marble from Venice, was 
found in the Field of Mars. On top is a 

bronze statue 
of the Virgin 
Mary cast by 
Giuseppe Obici. 
On December 
8, the Feast of 
the Immaculate 
C o n c e p t i o n , 
each year, the 
Pope goes to 
the Piazza and 
before a huge 
crowd [with 
the help of the 
Roman fire-
fighters and 
a very long 
ladder] places 
a wreath of 
flowers on 
the statue and 
blesses it and 
the assembled 
onlookers.

One of the 
most elegant 
c o l u m n s 
in Rome is 
undoub t ed l y 
the one in the 
square in front 
of the basilica 
of Santa Maria 
Maggiore. It 

came originally from the famous Basilica 
Nova or New Basilica, of the last pagan 
emperor of Rome, Marcus Aurelius 
Valerius Maxentius [306-312 AD] and 

CatholiC history

Painting by Giovanni Paolo Pannini [1692-1765] of  the Corinthian Column from the Temple of  Peace with the  
bronze statue of  our Lady on top, facing Santa Maria Maggiore, Rome.
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was the most massive covered building 
in the ancient world, and regarded as 
the most splendid, when it was built. 
It was modelled on the great Baths in 
the Thermae, and consisted of a vaulted 
Hall. 

The Roman Basilicas [the name 
Basilica is short for Aula Basilica which 
means ‘Royal’ Portico or Colonnade] 
were public buildings for conducting 
business and settling legal matters. 
Magistrates would sit on a raised dais 
in the apse.

The design of the pagan Basilicas 
influenced the design of the early 
Christian Churches, and the Basilica 
Nova of Mexentius was Michaelangelo’s 
model for his design of the new St 
Peter’s1 whose Holy Door Pope John 
Paul II ceremonially knocked on and 
opened to proclaim the beginning 
of the Holy Year for the Second 
Millennium.

The Basilica Nova, or the Temple of 
Peace, or the Eternal Temple, as it was 
also known, had four grand arches and 
eight magnificent columns. The only 
one that has survived is still standing 
in front of the Basilica of Santa Maria 
Maggiore. Pope Paul V [1605-1621] 
decided to erect a bronze statue of our 
Lady in the square outside Santa Maria 
Maggiore on the Esquiline Hill. 

A beautiful column had been found 
buried in the ground amongst the ruins 
of the Basilica Nova. The Pope ordered 
that the column be raised on October 
23, 1613. 60 horses were needed to do 
the job, and the column was mounted 
on a wooden apparatus that was hauled 
to the Esquiline Hill the next day.

It took till April 15, 1614 for the 
column to be erected on its pedestal 
and it wasn’t until August 1 the same 
year that the bronze statue of the 
Madonna, cast by the French sculptor 
Guillaume Berthélot who died in 1648, 
emerged from all the scaffolding in 
place at the top of the column. 

According to Vatican records, the 
only mishap caused during the work 
was a Swiss workman’s falling from the 
scaffolding. He wasn’t seriously hurt. 
Carlo Maderno [1556-1629] one of the 
architects who worked on St Peter’s, 
supervised the work and was paid 
16,400 scudi the equivalent of £3,280 in 
nineteenth century England [one scudo 
= 4/-]. I leave it up to Annals readers 
better informed than I in exchange 

rates and equivalents to work out the 
modern sum involved.

The famous historian Charles de 
Brosses [1709-1777], who was for a 
time President of the parliament of 
Bologna, wrote in the following terms 
of the column on which the Statue of 
the Blessed Virgin stands outside the 
second oldest2 Church dedicated to our 
Lady in the world: ‘I can’t speak of the 
Temple, but this isolated column is the 
most beautiful thing, in architecture, 
that exists in the whole universe. 

‘This gives me as much or even more 
pleasure than any complete edifice, 
whether it be ancient or modern, and 
offers me a glimpse of the highest level 
of perfection that art has ever achieved. 
Fifteen days ago lightning struck 
the column and knocked a piece of 
acanthus leaf off an angle of the capital. 
We will need to erect some scaffolding 
to put it back.’

Considering the delicate slimness 
of the column, and the overall height 
of the pedestal, and statue, and the not 
infrequent earth tremors in Rome, and 
the interminable heavy traffic that zooms 
around the Piazza, it is a miracle that 
the beautiful column from Maxentius’s 
Basilica still stands to offer our Lady an 
uninterrupted view of the Basilica that 
Pope Liberius first consecrated to her in 
360 AD, and that Pope Sixtus enlarged 
and rededicated to her after the Council 
of Ephesus proclaimed her to be Mother 
of God in 431.

1. Ivar Lissner, Power and Folly, London 1958, p.348. 
2. The oldest is Santa Maria in Trastevere. It was built by 

Pope Callistus I between 221 and 227 AD.

Street shrines in ancient  
and modern Rome

aNOThER STEP of the religious and material transformation of the 
city is marked by the substitution of chapels and shrines for the old 

aræ compitales [altars built at crossroads], at the crossings of the main 
thoroughfares. The institution of altars in honour of the Lares, or guardian 
genii of each ward or quarter, is ancient, and can be traced to prehistoric 
times. When Servius Tullius enclosed the city with his walls, there were 
twenty-four such altars, called sacraria Argeorum. Two facts speak in 
favor of their remote antiquity. The priestess of Jupiter was not allowed 
to sacrifice on them, unless in a savage attire, with hair unkempt and 
untrimmed. On the 17th of May, the Vestals used to throw into the Tiber, 
from the Sublician bridge, manikins of wickerwork, in commemoration of 
the human sacrifices once performed on the same altars.

When augustus reorganized the capital and its wards, in the year  
7 BC., the number of street-shrines had grown to more than two hundred. 
Two hundred and sixty-five were registered, ad. 73, in the census of 
Vespasian; three hundred and twenty-four at the time of Constantine. 

a man of much leisure, and evidently of no occupation, the Cavaliere 
alessandro Rufini, numbered and described the shrines and images 
which lined the streets of Rome in the year 1853. as modern civilization 
and indifference will soon obliterate this historical feature of the city, I 
quote some results of Rufini’s investigations. There were 1,421 images 
of the Madonna, 1,318 images of saints, ornamented with 1,928 precious 
objects, and 110 ex-votos; 1,067 lamps were kept burning day and night 
before them,—a most useful institution in a city whose streets have not 
been regularly lighted until recent years.

— Rodolfo amedeo Lanciani, Pagan and Christian Rome, 1896, Chapter 1.
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He forgave those who had imprisoned him for  
27 years.  He deserves to have his statue in 

Trafalgar Square in London.

NELSON MANDELA
By George Cardinal Pell

NCE IN A WHILE I like saying that I voted in the first 
free elections in South Africa in 1994.

Over the years Caritas Australia had helped the 
South African Catholic Justice and Peace organization 
and they arranged that we could send a delegation of 
observers.

I can remember the long queues of black Africans waiting patiently 
for hours to vote for the first time in their lives.  And I remember 
thinking that if we Australians had been forced to wait for so long 
and been denied the vote for so many years, the level of dissatisfaction 
would have been many times higher.

The voter I was asked to help in Capetown, where I was appointed 
as an observer, was an old man who was illiterate.  I was to ask him 
what party he wanted to support and be replied simply ‘Mandela’.

Without any doubt Nelson Mandela is one of the greatest men of 
the twentieth century, not simply because he led his people to freedom 
after decades of servitude under the ‘apartheid’ regime (where blacks 
did not have the vote), but because the victory was peaceful and 
because he forgave those who had imprisoned him for 27 years.  He 
deserves to have his statue in Trafalgar Square in London.

In 1994 Mandela won the first free election and he became 
president of South Africa’s first multi-racial government.  This was a 
wonderful development.  

When flying to Johannesburg during my visit, I sat next to a young 
South African woman of Dutch extraction.  She asked me what I was 
doing in the country, and when I explained that I was an election 
observer, she replied that her people had been in South Africa for four 
hundred years and they were not going anywhere else!

In 1995 Mandela set up a Truth and Reconciliation Commission to 
hear of the crimes and violations of human rights under the apartheid 
regime and in 1996 he inaugurated the new democratic constitution.  
The simple fact of his existence was a deterrent to those who were 
tempted to oppress minorities.

Neither was his advocacy of forgiveness and reconciliation simply 
a recognition of the strength of the white opposition.  Catholic priests 
who had visited him when he was a prisoner on Robben Island, told 
me he was already then a wonderful and remarkable human being.

We should thank God for him and the-then President de Klerk who 
created a free South Africa.

This article by Sydney’s Cardinal Archbishop appeared first in Sydney’s Sunday Telegraph, 
July 7, 2013. Reprinted with permission.

Ann Als Austr Al AsiA  30  november/december 2013
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<– Follow the Magi

Follow the Magi –> 

THE SEv EN  
GREAT ‘O’ ANTIPHONS

CHRISTMAS was a feast much beloved of 
our Catholic forebears. It heralds salvation 
for mankind, and gives meaning finally to 
tenderness as well as suffering. Among many 

pre-reformation Catholic writers, Wulfstan the 
anglo-saxon Benedictine monk who was Archbishop 
of York and died in 1023 A.D. expresses the wonder 
of Christmas, and the Incarnation: ‘Christ made 
himself wonderfully humble ... when he was a child 
they fed him just as other children are fed. He lay 
wrapped, in a cradle, just as other children do, and 
they carried him until he could walk . . .’. The Great 
‘O’s are offered to Annals readers in the hope that 
their sentiments and music will bring Christmas 
truly into our hearts this 2013th anniversary of 
Christ’s birth. Wulfstan sang them, as did St. 
Thomas a Beckett and St. Thomas More. They are 
part of our heritage as Catholics.

What they are
For the seven days before the vigil of Christmas 

[December 17 to 23] all priests say [and monks and 
nuns sing] special antiphons before and after the 
Magnificat during the evening office of vespers. 
Each antiphon begins with ‘0’, and contains prayers 
and sentiments drawn from the Old and New 
Testaments referring to the hope for the coming of 
the Messiah.

Their origin
Originally of course they were in Latin, and four 

of the prayers [0 Sapientia - 0 Wisdom; 0 Radix 
Jesse - O Root of Jesse; 0 Emmanuel, and 0 Clavis 
David - 0 David’s Key] are found prefigured in a 
work by Pope Damasus [366-384 A.D.]. We find St. 
Ambrose of Milan [339-397 A.D.] also referring to 
Jesus as David’s Key in his Concerning the Institution 
of Virginity. The same phrase was used in the ancient 
Roman Pontifical or Mass Book, during the Mass 
for the consecration of a King. The Antiphons were 
always seven in number, and are first found in their 
present form in the 8th century A.D. although some 
scholars attribute them to the 7th century. 

Artwork: the late incomparable Hal English, RIP.  
Transcription of Gregorian Chant: John Colborne-Veel  
Text and English translation of Antiphons: Paul Stenhouse

December 17 
O Wisdom

December 18 
O Adonai
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How they were sung
The music, despite the modern notation, is the 

ancient Church chant called ‘Gregorian’ after Pope 
St Gregory the Great [590-604 A.D.]. During the 
singing of Vespers in the evening Office of the seven 
days preceding the Vigil Mass of Christmas, the 
singing of the Great ‘O’s, as they were called, was 
reserved to various dignitaries in Monasteries and 
Cathedral Chapters. Thus, the first [0 Sapientia - 0 
Wisdom] would be sung by the Abbot or Bishop, the 
second [0 Adonai - 0 Lord] by the Prior; the third [ 
0 Radix Jesse - 0 Root of Jesse] by the Doorkeeper, 
the fifth by the Cellarer and so on until the last 
evening. The monastery church or cathedral would 
have been packed for the Vespers and the Singing of 
the Great ‘O’s. The atmosphere of expectancy proper 
to Advent was heightened by the singing and colour 
that accompanied the traditional Latin Vespers, and 
is still to be found in monasteries where the Divine 
Office is sung.

At the conclusion*
Each of the Antiphons concludes thus: ‘You who 

live and reign with God the Father in the unity of 
the Holy Spirit, forever and ever. Amen.’ This is sung 
in a monotone using the note F for all the syllables 
until the words ‘ forever and ever’ for which the 
notes have been provided below. In the music, at 
the end of each ‘0’ antiphon, the final note with, an 
asterisk, is F. In singing the chant, it is important for 
the music to flow with the words and for that reason 
there are no bar lines.

Christmas banned!
Christmas was not a holiday in Communist 

countries, and Christmas is not celebrated in 
Muslim countries. The fairly general observance 
of this Catholic Feast in the West is all the more 
remarkable when we recall that in Britain in the 
1600s it was banned! It was declared a fast day by 
Act of Parliament to stop the people from celebrating 
it; even eating plum puddings was forbidden! After 
the Restoration ‘Yuletide’ was called ‘Foolstide’ and 
in the early days of the United States the Feast was 
forbidden by law. Modern paganism seems intent, 
today, on reducing the Religious Feast to a time of 
merrymaking and holidays, without much reference 
to the birthday of Jesus Christ.

December 19 
O Root of Jesse

December 20 
O David’s Key

Secret message of the Great ‘O’s
The singing of the 0 Antiphons was eagerly 

awaited each Christmas from early mediaeval times 
right up to the present century, when the liturgy was 
still exclusively in Latin. When the final antiphon 
has been sung on the Christmas Vigil, the initials of 
each prayer, in inverse order, form an acrostic. Thus 
(reading backwards): 0 Emmanuel, 0 Rex Gentium, 
0 Oriens, 0 Clavis David, 0 Radix Jesse, 0 Adonai,  
0 Sapientia form the words, in Latin, ERO CRAS - “I 
shall come tomorrow”. This acrostic was interpreted 
by the faithful down through the Middle Ages as 
our Lord’s response to the prayers that were offered 
during the preceding seven days.
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December 21 
O Morning Star

December 22 
O King of Nations

December 23 
O Emmanuel

The Nativity  
Of Christ

BEHOLD the father is 
 his daughter’s son,
The bird that built the nest 
 is hatched therein, 

The old of years 
 an hour hath not outrun, 
Eternal life
 to live doth now begin,
The Word is dumb, 
 the mirth of heaven doth weep, 
Might feeble is, 
 and force doth faintly creep.
O dying souls, 
 behold your living spring;
O dazzled eyes, 
 behold your sun of grace;
Dull ears, attend what word 
 this Word doth bring; 
Up heavy hearts, 
 with joy your joy embrace.
From death, from dark, 
 from deafness, from despairs, 
This life, this light, 
 this Word, this joy repairs.
Gift better than himself 
 God doth not know;
Gift better than his God 
 no man can see. 
This gift doth here 
 the giver given bestow; 
Gift to this gift 
 let each receiver be. 
God is my gift, 
 himself he freely gave me;
God’s gift am I, 
 and none but God shall have me.
Man altered was by sin 
 from man to beast;
Beast’s food is hay, 
 hay is all mortal flesh. 
Now God is flesh 
 and lies in manger pressed 
As hay, 
 the brutest sinner to refresh. 
O happy field 
 wherein this fodder grew, 
Whose taste doth us 
 from beasts to men renew.
– Saint Robert Southwell (1561-1595). A native of 
Norfolk, Robert was educated by the Jesuits at Douai 
and Paris and entered the Jesuits in 1580. After working 
as a priest in England for 8 years, he was betrayed by 
Anne Bellamy, daughter of Richard Bellamy of Harrow. 
He was hanged, drawn and quartered as a traitor in 
1595. He was canonized in 1929.
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ANNALS Australasia offers the Great ‘O’s in an English form, and with 
musical notation more easily sung by modern-day Catholics, in the 
hope that families or parish groups or school choirs may be able to join 

in the choral Preparation for Christmas in the traditional Catholic manner: A 
suggested format for the preparation, drawn from the Roman Breviary, is as 
follows:

Family/Parish/Group 
Preparation For Christmas

All: In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen. 

Leader: 0 God, come to our aid.

All: 0 Lord, make haste to help us. 
Glory by to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit. 
As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be. Amen.

Reading: (From St Paul’s letter to Philemon) Rejoice in the Lord always; 
again I will say, rejoice. let all men know your forebearance. The Lord is at 
hand.

Leader: Let your face shine on us and we shall be safe. 
Glory be to the Father and to the Son and to the Holy Spirit.

All: Come to us and save us, Lord God Almighty. 

Antiphon (depending on the day) 

Magnificat: recited by all.

Intercessions:
Leader: The Son of God is coming with great power;  
All mankind shall see his face and be reborn. 

Response: Come Lord Jesus, do not delay!

All: You will bring us wisdom, fresh understanding and new Vision. 

Response: Come Lord Jesus, do not delay!

All: You will bring us good news and power which will transform our lives. 

Response: Come Lord Jesus, do not delay!

All: You will bring us Truth, showing us the way to your Father. 

Response: Come Lord Jesus, do not delay!

All: Born of a woman, you will open in our flesh the way to eternal life and joy. 

Response: Come Lord Jesus, do not delay!

All: Our Father, etc.

Prayer: Father, by your will your Son took upon himself that human nature 
which you fashioned and redeemed. Grant that the Word who took flesh in 
the womb of the ever-Virgin Mary and became a man like us, may share with 
us his Godhead. We make our prayer through our Lord Jesus Christ. Amen.

Magnificat
Song of Blessed Mary 

the Virgin

MY soul proclaims
the greatness of the Lord,
my spirit rejoices in God

my Saviour;
for he has looked with favour
on his lowly servant,
and from this day on
all generations will call me 
blessed.

The Almighty as done
great things for me;
holy is his Name.
He has mercy on those
who fear  him
in every generation.

He has shown
the strength of his arm,
he has scattered the proud
in their conceit.
He has cast down the mighty
from their thrones,
and has lifted up the lowly.
He has filled the hungry
with good things,
and has sent
the rich away empty.

He has come to the aid
of his servant Israel
for he has remembered
his promise of mercy,
the promise he made
to our fathers,
to Abraham and his children
for ever.
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TREES, MOPS AND SKELETONS

SURELY THE idea that its leaves are the chief grace of a tree is a vulgar one, on a par 
with the idea that his hair is the chief grace of a pianist. When winter, that healthy 

ascetic, carries his gigantic razor over hill and valley, and shaves all the trees like monks, we 
feel surely that they are all the more like trees if they are shorn, just as so many painters and 
musicians would be all the more like men if they were less like mops. But it does appear to 
be a deep and essential difficulty that men have an abiding terror of their own structure, 
or of the structure of things they love. This is felt dimly in the skeleton of the tree: it is felt 
profoundly in the skeleton of the man.

The importance of the human skeleton is very great, and the horror with which it is 
commonly regarded is somewhat mysterious. Without claiming for the human skeleton a 
wholly conventional beauty, we may assert that he is certainly not uglier than a bull-dog, 
whose popularity never wanes, and that he has a vastly more cheerful and ingratiating 
expression. But just as man is mysteriously ashamed of the skeletons of the trees in 
winter, so he is mysteriously ashamed of the skeleton of himself in death. It is a singular 
thing altogether, this hor ror of the architecture of things. One would think it would be 
most unwise in a man to be afraid of a skeleton, since Nature has set curious and quite 
insuperable obstacles to his running away from it.

One ground exists for this terror: a strange idea has infected humanity that the skeleton 
is typical of death. A man might as well say that a factory chimney was typical of bankruptcy. 
The factory may be left naked after ruin, the skeleton may be left naked after bodily 
dissolution; but both of them have had a lively and workmanlike life of their own, all the 
pulleys creak ing, all the wheels turning, in the House of Livelihood as in the House of Life. 
There is no reason why this creature (new, as I fancy, to art), the living skeleton, should not 
become the essential symbol of life.

The truth is that man’s horror of the skeleton is not horror of death at all. It is man’s eccentric 
glory that he has not, generally speaking, any objection to being dead, but has a very serious 
objection to being undignified. And the fundamental matter which troubles him in the skeleton 
is the reminder that the ground-plan of his appearance is shamelessly gro tesque. I do not know 
why he should object to this. He contentedly takes his place in a world that does not pretend to 
be genteel – a laughing, working, jeering world. He sees mil lions of animals carrying, with quite 
a dandified levity, the most monstrous shapes and appendages, the most preposterous horns, 
wings, and legs, when they are necessary to utility. He sees the good temper of the frog, the 
unaccountable happiness of the hippopotamus. He sees a whole universe which is ridic ulous, 
from the animalcule, with a head too big for its body, up to the comet, with a tail too big for its 
head. But when it comes to the delightful oddity of his own inside, his sense of humour rather 
abruptly deserts him.

In the Middle Ages and in the Renaissance (which was, in certain times and respects, a much 
gloomier period) this idea of the skeleton had a vast influence in freezing the pride out of all 
earthly pomps and the fragrance out of all fleeting plea sures. But it was not, surely, the mere 
dread of death that did this, for these were ages in which men went to meet death singing; it 
was the idea of the degradation of man in the grin ning ugliness of his structure that withered 
the juvenile inso lence of beauty and pride. And in this it almost assuredly did more good than 
harm. There is nothing so cold or so pitiless as youth, and youth in aristocratic stations and 
ages tended to an impeccable dignity, an endless summer of success which needed to be 
very sharply reminded of the scorn of the stars. 

— G.K.Chesterton, ‘A defence of Skeletons,’ The Defendant, 1901.
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The New Zealand scheme was an unqualified success; the happiness which the Polish 
children found being just compensation for the horrors that had gone before.

THE EXTRAORDINARY TALE OF THE 
ORPHANS OF PAHIATUA

By Alan Gill

H E I R  E A R LY 
c h i l d h o o d  w a s 
hellish, suffering 
Nazi and Soviet 
t y r a n n y ,  t h e i r 
escape and trek in 
search of freedom 

was worse, and when they did find 
a haven it was in a camp originally 
intended for prisoners of war. Yet 
they were probably the happiest and 
best adjusted group of child migrants 
to any English speaking country.

According to senior New Zealand 
Government welfare officer, Mark 
Quinlivan: ‘I know what you mean. 
There’s an interesting situation here; 
they were interned in a camp but the 
end product was far better because 
it was designed to meet their specific 
needs as a group. The friendships 
and relationships that built up while 
they were together has carried them 
through into adult years and created 
stability.’

The NZ Government, like that 
of Australia, wanted child migrants, 
preferably British to boost population 
in the early and middle years of the 
20th century. World War II caused a 
temporary glitch in the traffic which 
was administered mainly by religious 
and charitable groups. An interesting 
exception was made in 1944 when, 
with war still in progress, the 
government broke its own rules to 
admit 733 Polish orphaned children. 

The Vatican acted as co-sponsor. 
They were part of a larger group of 
children which also found haven in 
Britain, France, the United States, 
Canada, Argentina, Mexico, Brazil, 
India, Kenya, Rhodesia (now 
Zimbabwe) and South Africa.

Their story would make a 
Hollywood epic. The children were 
well treated and, as far as I have 
been able to discover, no subsequent 
accusations of scandal. The story 
is still largely untold and, nearly 70 
years on, deserves a wider audience.

Kazimierz Zielinksi, an architect 
now living in the Sydney suburb of 
St Ives, was one of the Children of 
Pahiatua. ‘We were scattered far and 
wide,’ he says. ‘I wonder why none 
was admitted to Australia then.’

The author, too, would like an 
answer to this question. According 
to Australian Catholic sources, a 
plan at one time existed to bring out 
from 1500 to 2000 Polish orphan 
children. It collapsed when the Polish 
Government in London found itself 
unable to keep an initial pledge to 
support the children financially.

The New Zealand scheme was an 
unqualified success; the happiness 
which the children found being just 
compensation for the horrors that had 
gone before.

The mass migration came about, in 
the first place, because of the Hitler–
Stalin Non-aggression Pact, which 
made Nazi Germany and the Soviet 

Union temporary allies. In February 
1940, the first of some 1.6 million 
Polish civilians were deported from 
eastern Poland to Siberia. Lucjan 
Krolikowski,1 a teenage seminarian 
who was deported with them, claims 
some 380,000 children participated in 
the exodus.

There were few men among the 
deportees — husbands and fathers 
already having been rounded up 
and sent to forced labour, or simply 
executed.

The exodus involved children 
as young as four, and even a few 
babes in arms. Mothers fought to 
travel in the same carriages as their 
children. Kazimierz Zielinski (known 
as Kaz), who was six, has only vague 
memories of his father. One is of a 
holy picture being placed on a wall 
in the house together with that of a 
military figure, and ‘dad explaining 
their significance’. The second is of 
his father ‘in a uniform, saying a quick 
goodbye’ before fleeing to join his 
post as an officer in the Polish Army.

The family home was actually 
on the Polish–Russian border. A 
barbed wire fence at the bottom of 
their garden marked the Polish side 
and a few yards away a similar fence 
marked the Russian side. ‘Between 
the two sets of barbed wire was a 
ditch and the best raspberries would 
grow there. I would creep through 
a gap into this no man’s land. My 
parents were worried what the 
Russians would do.’

When the Russians came there 
was more than a slap on the wrist to 
worry about. The soldiers burst into 
the house — in the middle of the 
night, naturally — to remove them for 

nEw ZEaland’s 733 Polish orPhans
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deportation. Kaz fired his toy gun, 
with a cork in it. A soldier took it and 
broke it across his knee.

The deportees were put in cattle 
wagons attached to several trains. 
Meanwhile Kaz’s mother learnt her 
husband had been arrested. It was 
too much for her. ‘She just couldn’t 
tackle all that was happening. She 
died before the journey began.’ 

Jan Jarka, one of the organisers of 
the 1994 golden jubilee celebrations, 
had a broadly similar experience. 
His mother had died, aged only 26, 
three years before the war.  His 
father remarried and the family lived 
in Bialystok, a city of about 120,000 
people. The German invasion, and 
the subsequent ‘amicable’ transfer 
of the city to the Russians created 
acute danger for his father, a senior 
detective and member of the 
diplomatic security service, who fled 
with other resistance figures.

Jan, who was seven, and Kaz, 
who was six, have hazy memories 
of the ‘nightmare’ train journey to 
Siberia. People died in the cold, 
airless wagons. Mothers died, 
leaving the children to be looked 
after by strangers. There was no 
sanitation. Food was thrown to them 
like animals. Little Kaz was taken in 
tow by his 16-year-old sister, Misia 
(pronounced ‘Misha’, a diminutive 
of Michelle), who became ‘mother’ 
to him and his other sisters Stasia, 
Marysia and Renia. 

Eventually the train ground to a 
halt. Kaz recalls: ‘The doors were 
opened and we were led out.’ It was 
like a scene from Dr Zhivago. ‘There 
was nothing but snow and fir trees. 
Just nothing.’ The exiles were left to 
build their own shelters. ‘Of course, 
it takes weeks and weeks to build 
anything solid, so at first we were just 
living in the snow, under the trees. 
More people died; there was much 
sickness.’

Eventually, crude accommodation 
was built. Wanda Ellis, then Wanda 
Pelc, aged 12, recalls struggling to 
survive with her mother, two sisters 
and younger brother. ‘We lived on a 
starvation diet in 60 degrees of frost.

 ‘Worse was the mental desolation 
of being completely cut off from the 
world and being told that “You will 
work in Siberia for the rest of your 

lives”.’ Skeletally thin like her fellow 
prisoners, Wanda felt terribly ill. ‘I 
was convinced I was dying of TB.’

Jan Jarka’s principal memory is of 
hunger. ‘Women and older children 
equipped with shovels and crowbars 
worked from dawn till dusk. Meals as 
a rule consisted of 200 grams of black 
bread and watery soup. Any articles 
of value we still had from Poland 
were exchanged for flour, potatoes, 
gruel or cash in order to buy salt or 
lard which were almost non-existent.’

Jan recalls the support given by 

‘a young university student with us 
named Jasia — I forget her surname. 
She told us children about our 
homeland, and taught us poetry, 
songs and arithmetic. She used sand 
as a blackboard. A family prayer book 
served us also as a textbook.’

One day trucks arrived, and 
removed the children to Sverdlovsk, 
where they were taken to a sort 
of camp, and told they would 
be attending a Russian school. 
Conditions were not unpleasant; 
the idea was that they should 
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The exodus out of the USSR 
differed from the exodus from Poland 
to Siberia. Apart from the usual pains 
of hunger, tiredness and isolation, 
threat to health now came from 
extreme heat rather than cold. Typhus, 
malaria, dysentery took a severe toll. 

According to Kaz: ‘We came from 
eastern Poland, and were born into a 
cold environment, so Siberia was to 
some extent bearable. But this was 
different; like going from the fridge 
into the frying pan. I would say more 
of our people perished on the way out 
of Russia than on the way into Russia.’

The idea was that the refugees 
should link up with British troops 
and the International Red Cross in 
Iran, and also with the Free Polish 
Forces — an ‘army’ set up by the Polish 
Government in exile — at which point 
the children would be despatched to 
various safe havens by international 
agreement.

Kaz Zielinski may have only hazy 
memories of his father, but his arrival 
in Iran is ingrained in his mind 

Jan Jarka recalls that many 
children who still had a mother or 
grown-up relative travelling with 
them became separated from them. 
‘It was so easy to happen. When the 
train stopped at the railway station 
the mother or senior relative would 
go to get some food, which invariably 
meant standing in a queue. The train 
would take off, and the child would 
be left on its own.

‘Of course, very young children 
often do not know their surnames, 
only that they are John or Mary or 
whatever. So when they came to the 
orphanages they had to be given new 
names to identify them. Many also 
didn’t know their ages.’

Kaz was helped in this respect by 
having older sisters. Much later, he 
and Jan discovered their fathers had 
not ‘escaped’, as they had thought, but 
were victims of the infamous Katyn 
Massacre — the murder of 14,000 
Polish officers, apparently on Stalin’s 
personal orders, which was not 
discovered until 1943.2

be moulded to become good 
communists. Says Wanda: ‘We began 
and ended each session with a 
declaration that there was no God 
but Stalin. But we knew that this 
was a lie and our Catholic religion 
sustained us.’

One day the children received 
red scarves, and found themselves 
enrolled in the Pioneers, the 
communist equivalent of the boy 
scouts. Some of the boys objected, 
persuading the others not to wear 
the scarves. The woman teacher 
charged with enforcing the rule put 
on more and more pressure. There 
were detentions; stones were thrown 
at her. Older youths, who were not 
at the school, egged on revolt. Hand 
grenades and molotov cocktails were 
thrown.

According to Kaz: ‘It had a terrible 
ending. The Russian headmaster was 
killed; the camp of the Komsomol 
(party youth organisation) was 
burnt down. All this brought terrible 
reprisals. The ‘trouble-makers’ were 
taken away never to be seen again.

‘I guess I was a survivor. I survived 
because I was always where it was a 
little less dangerous, and because I 
was so young. If I had been older ...’ 
He leaves the sentence unfinished.

In June 1941, the Nazis reneged 
on the pact and turned on the Red 
Army. Stalin suddenly needed Polish 
co-operation, and the exiles were 
allowed to leave, albeit with neither 
food nor medicines. Many made their 
way south to Krsnovodsk, where they 
crossed the Caspian Sea into Persia 
(now Iran) at Phlevi. Others travelled 
overland from Ashkhabad (in the 
Soviet Union) to Maskhad (in Iran). 

The last of the exiles are known 
to have left for their new temporary 
havens in September 1943. They 
included Wanda, Jan and his sister 
Jadwiga.

It was an astonishing trek, by rail, 
in oxen carts and on foot. People 
in the southern Soviet republics 
— Tadzikistan, Turkestan and 
Uzbekistan — were often helpful, 
sometimes at great risk to themselves. 
Travel was slow and frustrating. 
Sometimes the engine would be 
uncoupled from a train, leaving the 
refugees in a remote siding for days, 
even weeks, without explanation.
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south-east of Palmerston North and 
about 170 kilometres north-east of 
Wellington, which was to be their 
home.

The Pahiatua camp had an 
interesting history, being built for 
civilian enemy aliens and for Japanese 
POWs who didn’t come. It was clean 
and (by the standards of the day) 
well equipped, with  comfortable 
dormitories.

Ladies from a specially formed 
Polish Children’s Hospitality 
Committee did their best to make the 

The chilling tales which the 
children had heard seemed to be 
confirmed by the Maori haka party 
that greeted the new arrivals on the 
Wellington wharf. Jan Jarka recalls: 
‘Some of the children ran away and 
hid, but later the Maoris mingled with 
us and were so warm and friendly. We 
didn’t know what to think.’

The children were welcomed by, 
among others, the Prime Minister, 
Peter Fraser, and the Polish consul-
general. They then travelled by rail to 
the camp at Pahiatua, 43 kilometres 

for ever. ‘We were fumigated and 
deloused, which was quite an ordeal. 
The idea was that we should strip 
off, hand over to the British soldiers 
whatever possessions we had, go 
through this process and on the other 
side we were to be issued with new 
clothes.

‘Their intention was to dress us 
like junior soldiers — khaki shirt, 
shorts, even a pith helmet. As I said, 
we went through the fumigation 
process starkers. But when we 
emerged on the other side the man 
with the shirts and shorts hadn’t 
arrived. The only one who was 
there on time was the man with the 
pith helmets. So there we were — 
hundreds of children standing around 
for hours wearing just pith helmets.’  

Apart from being kitted like junior 
soldiers the children also had their 
first decent meal for nearly two years 
— which made shrunken stomachs 
sick.

The camps to which they were sent 
were run by volunteer agencies and 
religious bodies. Kaz went to one in 
Isfahan run by Swiss Salesian Fathers. 
His sisters were looked after by 
French nuns. He believes the bill was 
paid by the Vatican. The very happy 
days here lasted until September 
1944.

Children were, theoretically, given 
a choice of where they would like to 
go. In practice, selection was carried 
out in the old army style: ‘From 
here to the right fall out for Canada; 
from here to the left fall out for New 
Zealand’. 

The New Zealand-bound children 
looked at that small, remote red dot 
on the world map and wondered 
what it was like and what was in 
store. There were rumours about 
New Zealand being filled with fierce, 
grass-skirted warriors, even cannibals.

The General Randall arrived in 
Wellington on 31 October 1944. As it 
neared the harbour the children gazed 
in relief and delight at the ringed 
green hills dotted with colourful 
little houses. They disembarked the 
following day. As they descended the 
gangway they sang ‘It’s A Long Way to 
Tipperary’ and ‘You are my Sunshine’ 
(the only English they knew) which 
they had been taught by a Polish 
priest on the vessel.
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would be carrying gifts to hand to us, 
but the visitors would have to catch 
us first.

‘We had no idea of their intentions 
and we would be running like 
mad from these people. I think we 
distrusted anyone who was grown up 
and we felt safe only within our own 
little groups.’

After about a year in the camp, 
Kaz left to go to St Peter’s College, 
Auckland, which was run by the 
Christian Brothers. Jan Jarka went to 
St Kevin’s College, at Oamaru, which 
was run by the same Order. 

Both have the highest regard for 
their teachers, and are distressed that 
the same Order should be accused 
of ill treating migrant children in 
Australia.

When the war ended Kaz was 
holidaying with a New Zealand family 
in New Plymouth. Someone decided 
the Polish kids should be invited 
to take part in the celebrations. ‘So 
that’s how I came to be in the V for 
Victory march’. Jan remembers being 
taken into the local radio station to 
give a concert of Polish songs. ‘It was 
a great success.’

When the war ended the 
children were given the option of 
returning  to Poland, at New Zealand 
Government expense, or staying 
in their new country. Only about 
35  chose to return. In July 1945 
Poland became a satellite state of 
Soviet Russia and exiled Poles were 
stateless.

As Jan Jarka puts it: ‘To go back 
would have been like returning to 
our first place of exile in Siberia. 
The only difference would be that 
the people there would be speaking 
Polish rather than Russian.’

The Government decided to give 
the children full citizenship rights. 
They were no longer refugees 
but ‘guests of the New Zealand 
Government with all the duties, 
rights, responsibilities and privileges 
of any New Zealand citizen.’ 
According to Jan: ‘That distinction 
was very important.’

Pahiatua camp was closed in 
1949, when the balance of the boys, 
about 50, moved to an orphanage 
in Hawera. Some of those who had 
already started work were housed in 
a hostel at Island Bay. The remaining 

created a problem for discipline. 
So those in charge decided that we 
could not leave the dining hall until 
we had eaten everything that was on 
our plate.

‘A lot of bribery went on. Some 
youngsters would eat your tripe 
for you, for a fee, of course. Others 
tipped it into their pockets or down 
their socks. Anything to present an 
empty plate.’ 

One of Jan’s friends became rich. 
‘He sat at a table with 11 others. 
After being bribed with pocket 
money and sweets, he ate six portions 
of tripe.’

The children had both New 
Zealand and Polish teachers. A man 
called Frank Muller, their principal 
English teacher, was a champion 
rugby player who later achieved 
renown as a diplomat. He is still alive 
and a hero to many of the ‘children’.

Children who wished to avoid 
camp chores found it unwise to adopt 
the most natural hiding place — 
under their beds in the dormitories. 
The floors were creosoted, which 
meant clothes which came into 
contact with the floor ‘gave off the 
most dreadful smell’.

Local families were ‘unbelievably 
kind’. ‘At the weekends New Zealand 
people would come and select one or 
two of us to take home. They would 
come with their own children who 

children welcome. They had prepared 
the beds, put flowers on tables and 
tidied up the camp for their arrival. 
Street names were erected with Polish 
names. 

The first thing the ‘guests’ noticed 
was that there was no barbed wire. 
In Jan Jarka’s words: ‘The gates 
were always open, and there were no 
sentries anywhere, even though the 
camp was run by the military.’

The 733 children were joined by 
a further 22 children and 110 adults, 
making a grand total of 865 persons.

The camp housed both boys and 
girls, which was unusual. Kaz was 
by this time 10. Did he have any 
girl friends? ‘Yes, about 400.’ A small 
number of children, when they 
first arrived, could not distinguish 
between their old masters and the 
new, and ran off into the hills, where 
they were ‘recaptured’ by friendly 
New Zealand troops. Surprised at not 
being ill-treated, they soon adapted.

The army was also responsible for 
the catering. The food was of good 
quality, far richer to anything they 
had experienced before, however 
problems arose when children were 
given dishes to which they were 
unaccustomed.

Says Kaz: ‘We were introduced 
to tripe. It was the classic tripe and 
onion and white sauce. To have 700 
kids refusing to eat would have 

Dislodging Certainties 

IN aTTaCKING the Catholic Church, the philosophes [Voltaire, 
Rousseau et al.] were not just demolishing some superannuated 

institution. They were undermining the central organizing principle 
underlying all the societies of Europe and its colonies. In all these 
societies, the Christian religion had furnished the basis of the educational 
canon, it had created the art, the music and the very language that made 
up the common culture, and it had provided the legal and institutional 
framework of all states, in which it still played a key role. By undermining 
it, the philosophes dislodged all the old certainties. By destroying the 
credibility of traditional ways of practising the faith, through feasts, 
rituals and displays, they created a vacuum. Man seeks ecstasy and 
transcendence, and if he cannot find them in church, he will look for them 
elsewhere.

denied expression in its traditional area, the religious instinct naturally 
spilled over into alternatives such as the occult. It also flooded the arts. 
These had, until now, fulfilled the practical function of enhancing man’s 
environment. They also served as vehicles for religious expression and 
elevation. In the course of the eighteenth century, as Christian devotions 
ebbed out of people’s lives, the arts also drew away from formal religion.

— Holy Madness by adam Zamoyski, Weidenfeld & Nicholson, London,  1999, p.4.
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girls were transferred to a hostel in 
Wellington. 

The children of Pahiatua grew 
up, married into local families, and 
sometimes among each other. For 
many years they called themselves 
the ‘Persians’ or ‘Pahiatuas’ — 
commemorating the staging points 
which shaped their lives. Jan and Kaz 
both married ‘pretty New Zealand 
girls’.

About 20 of the ‘children’, 
including Kaz, moved as adults 
to Australia. He has achieved 
distinction in his profession as an 
architect, and his CV is impressive, 
but interestingly, a mere sentence is 
devoted to the early years. He smiles 
when this is pointed out to him. ‘I 
am like someone who has won the 
lottery once a week. There were 
so many times that I was ‘lost’ or in 
danger, or perhaps just facing the 
wrong way, and someone said ‘Come 
with us’, I guess I had a lot of luck 
and a lot of blessings from above.’

 Jan Jarka is a former president 
(three times) and vice-president of 
the Auckland Polish Association. 
In 1990 he revisited Poland, to 
which his step-mother, who is still 
alive, returned. She gave him a 
postcard written by her husband 
from Ostaszkow, near Katyn Forest, 
shortly before his murder. To Jan this 
is a treasured possession — the only 
memento of his father that he has.

Now retired from his job as an 
insurance executive, Jan remains 
heavily involved in community 
service, for which, in 1993, he was 
awarded the Queen’s Service Medal. 
He and at least three other Children 
of Pahiatua have been appointed 
Justices of the Peace for New Zealand.

alan Gill was for 23 years the religious affairs 
writer for the Sydney Morning Herald. In the 1990s 
he spent considerable time researching the import 
of British child migrants, resulting in the well 
received book “Orphans of the Empire”. In 1995 he 
was made a Member of the Order of Australia for 
sevices to the media. 

1. As a Franciscan priest Father Krolikowski later became 
chaplain to many of these ‘wandering orphans’, leading 
a group of them to a new home in Canada. For this 
the post-war Polish Communist Government branded 
him a kidnapper. His extraordinary story is told in a 
privately published book, Stolen Childhood

2. For many years the Soviet Union blamed the Germans 
for this appalling crime. In 1992 Russia finally 
admitted that the Katyn Massacre had been carried 
out by the NKVD, forerunner of the KGB (Soviet 
security police).
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HALLOWEEN  
by Mark Shea

LAST OCTOBER 31, we celebrated Halloween 
again, that strange night of the year when, with 

one accord, American civilization dredges up all its 
darkest fears of the supernatural and waffles between 
scaring itself and laughing at the whole thing—
nervously.

It’s an odd thing really.  Halloween urges upon us 
a particular kind of fear.  Nobody associates fear of 
terrorism, or fear of a rise in prices, or fear of dogs, 
or of bullies, or of cancer,  with Halloween.  It’s 
ghosts, demons, witches, and all that sort of fear that 
our culture plays around with. We sense, somehow, 
that there are deeper terrors and evils in the world 
than just muggers or other workaday fears like 
unemployment.  We whistle past the graveyard 364 
days a year and then, on this one night, we run up to 
the door of the crypt, ring the bell, and run away.  

To be sure, much of the business is good 
clean fun, what with running around visiting the 
neighbors, getting candy and bobbing for apples.  
But there’s also that other side of it, that makes 
people surf the web looking for creepy “Tales of 
the Unexplained” that are found, not on the fiction 
pages, but on those sites that relate some weird 
story of a haunting or other paranormal event with 
straight-faced ‘just the facts, ma’am’ sobriety that 
insists the thing really happened.  It’s the night 
where people—even jolly happy godless secularists—
take a moment and wonder if, really, after all, there 
might just be something to this whole “supernatural” 
thing.

It’s not an unreasonable starting place, particularly 
if you don’t have the good fortune to have been 
raised in the Church.  I remember a girl in high 
school who was greatly troubled by whether or not 
God existed.  She had a dream in which she met 
a vampire and was greatly relieved because she 
realized that if supernatural evil existed, then the 
supernatural Good who is God could too.  

And when we look at our world and the sort of 
evil that can occur—piles of human ash as big as a 
house at Maidanek—the notion of supernatural evil 
doesn’t look all that outrageous, particularly when we 
look at the fascination the occult held for the people 
who were the architects of the Nazi project.  

Not for nothing did Pius XII say that Hitler was 
“diabolical”.

Jesus confirms this intuition by confronting not 
mere sickness or sin, but the demonic powers behind 
such evils.  He does not simplistically state that a sick 
person had it coming due to sin (indeed, he goes 
out of his way to destroy such assumptions).  And 
he denies, with emphasis, that those to whom bad 
things happen are somehow extra sinful.  

But he does affirm that evils in this world are 
aided and abetted by the devil, that Satan can hold 
us “bound” in sickness as in sin, and that there are 
such things as demons (i.e. supernatural intelligences 
called “angels” which have abused their freedom and 
set themselves at enmity with God and man).

The vast panoply of scary creatures the human 
imagination has concocted to express our fears 
reflects this awareness that there is some deeper and 
more ancient evil behind mere human evil.  Always 
at the shadowy edge of human evil is the awareness 
that it trails off into a darkness where something 
is breathing: something that hates us and wills our 
destruction.

We call such things “monsters” in our art, and the 
interesting thing is that “monster” is a word related 
to both “monstrance” and “demonstrate”.  That is, a 
“monster” is a thing that shows forth in visible form 
something Horrible for all to behold, just as the 
Monstrance shows forth in visible form something 
Beautiful for all to behold.

We make monsters because it is our nature as 
sub-creators in the image and likeness of God to do 
so.  We create, as He does, in our image and likeness 
and dredge up out of ourselves different faces to 
show us who we are.  When God made us, he made 
us innocent and without sin, pure as He is.  

But when we fell and chose to trust the word of 
the Ancient Dragon, who is called the Devil and 
Satan, we allowed into our souls things that are the 
stuff of nightmares.  In our art, we give these things 
body in order to face our fears, not only of what we 
are, but of what lies behind our fall.  Through those 
stories we discover again our capacity for evil—and 
the possibility of resisting it by grace.

The Faith presents this to us in stark manner in 
the form of what the Didache calls the Two Ways: 
the Way of Light and the Way of Darkness.  It’s what 
Jesus calls the broad and the narrow way and it boils 
down to this: the Monster or the Monstrance.

— Published with Permission National Catholic Register

vEstigEs oF CatholiC CulturE
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MEDIA MATTERS
By JaMeS Murray

Toil on 

The Productivity Commission does live up 
to its name; it produces reports the way Henry 
Ford did T-model jalopies. The latest: 70 as the 
retirement age to offset projected budgetary 
deficits due to the imbalance between young 
taxpayers and old pensioners. 

70 is, of course, an ancient statistic. In the 
form of three-score years and ten, it is the 
biblical life span although Methuselah surpassed 
it, and no doubt continued to make productivity 
suggestions until he died at 969. 

Nonetheless, has any member of the 
Productivity Commission ever humped bags of 
wheat, hods of bricks or kept pace with a mass-
production line at, say, 69.5? 

No need to answer all at once; an elderly 
spin-doctor’s statement will do. And it would 
be helpful to have an addendum on the main 
causes of the imbalance: contraception and 
abortion. 

The imbalance is more notable here than 
elsewhere; Australia is seen as underpopulated, 
a view enhanced by its need for immigrants to 
maintain its workforce and the domestic market 
that is a pre-requisite of profitable exports.

When he was Treasurer, Peter Costello 
remarked: ‘Demography is destiny’ — an 
alliterative echo of Arthur Calwell’s, ‘Populate or 
perish.’ 

Now that he looks set to be the next chief of 
the Future Fund, Costello could do worse than 
subsidise research on the causes of problems. 
Outside the fund’s terms of reference? No way. 
Without identification of causes, they continue 
and the problems become chronic, if not 
catastrophic for the future. 

Papal crit 

In Evangelii Gaudium (The Joy of the 
Gospel) Pope Francis used the words ‘new 
tyranny’ apropos of free markets. For some this 
may be a hard saying. But not for those aware 
of overseas banking practices. According to 
an official, British report, the Royal Bank of 
Scotland, treated business debtors with devious 

harshness. The Royal Bank is also reported 
to be have been involved in a banking cartel. 
Domestically ANZ Bank is facing a class action 
on overcharging. 

The implications will surely not escape the 
scrutiny of the financial system inquiry, headed 
by former Commonwealth Bank and Future 
Fund boss, David Murray. 

The phrase ‘hard saying’ is of New Testament 
provenance (Douai translation); it was uttered 
to Jesus Christ by his fellow Jews when he told 
them he would give them his flesh to eat and 
his blood to drink.

Hard sayings are innate to Catholicism 
including Paul VI’s 1968 encyclical Humanae 
Vitae, containing the dogma against artificial 
contraception. The consequence of rejection: the 
population imbalance mentioned above.

The economist EF Schumacher said: ‘If the 
Pope had written anything else, I would have 
lost my faith in the papacy.’ 

Enough for all 

The last words of EF Schumacher’s best 
seller, A Guide for the Perplexed, are: ‘The 
generosity of the earth allows us to feed all 
mankind; we know enough about ecology to 
keep the Earth a healthy place; there is enough 
room on the Earth and there are enough 
materials, so that everybody can have adequate 
shelter; we are quite competent enough to 
produce sufficient supplies of necessities so that 
no one need live in misery. Above all we shall 
see that the economic problem is a convergent 
problem that has been solved already: we know 
how to provide enough, and do not require 
any violent, inhuman aggressive technologies 
to do so. There is no economic problem and, 
in a sense, there never has been. But there is 
a moral problem, and moral problems are not 
convergent, capable of being solved so that 
future generations can live without effort; no, 
they are divergent problems which have to be 
understood and transcended. 

‘Can we rely on it that a “turning around”; 
will it be accomplished by enough people 
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quickly enough to save the modern world? 
The question is often asked, but whatever the 
answer is given to it will mislead. The answer 
“Yes” would lead to complacency; the answer 
“No” to despair. It is desirable to leave these 
perplexities behind us and get down to work.’ 

 Schumacher, who came to Catholicism via 
a Rhodes Scholarship, Marxism and Buddhism, 
also wrote Small is Beautiful, a text to please 
supreme Greenie, Bob Brown. Having worked 
for the British National Coal Board, Schumacher 
favoured coal fuel and abominated nuclear 
energy, an opinion to please new multi-
millionaire MHR, Clive Palmer. 

o ’Keating

Most enthralling television of the year: The 
four-part Keating: substantial ABC documentary 
compared to earlier, frothy Bob Hawke 
commercial soap-opera. 

 Given Keating’s molten, derogatory view 
of the Hawke coup against Bill Hayden, his 
interviewer (interlocutor?) Kerry O’Brien did 
not press him on whether this was the start of 
Labor’s revolving-door leadership syndrome 
(halted for the nonce by the doorman, Bill 
Shorten, though his deputy Tanya Plibersek 
already sounds like a more gentle-voiced but no 
less entitled Julia Gillard).

At the end, for those with long, ancestral 
Irish memories there came the thought that 
Keating aggravated the syndrome by failing to 
return to the parliamentary battle after John 
Howard defeated him, a failure akin to the 
episode known as the Flight of the Earls when 
Irish leaders took ship for Europe leaving their 
people to years of unrest, feuding and hunger 
for bread and liberty. 

Keating did show nous in securing home-
ground advantage by having the interviews 
done in his own office, not in a studio, his aim a 
self-portrait of a great statesman, O’Brien being 
on hand to mix paints and suggest a few warts. 
But whoever framed and lit the office — those 
pillars, that bust (Chesty Bond?) — satirised 
Keating’s aim. 

The best may yet to be. O’Brien and his team 
edited the four-one hour parts of the show from 
16 hours of footage; the out-takes could be 
more fascinating than what was shown. 

 How does Hawke respond? O’Brien, who 
co-produced with the ABC, could offer him 
equal time. Hawke does have an alternative: his 
second wife, Blanche D’Alpuget, who has turned 
her formidable hand to the historical novel. 
Such a novel, inspired by the Hawke-Keating 

rivalry, would make a more enduring impact 
than television. A novel might also capture 
political vanitas vanitatum, freely translatable as, 
‘one day a rooster, next a feather duster.’

Spy ties

If Keating was the most enthralling television, 
the most compelling print was The ABC of 
Mark Scott: High Drama and Ironic Comedy. 
The drama was in his defence of the national 
broadcaster’s release of files purloined from the 
US National Security Agency by a contractor 
Edward Snowden which fused the ongoing 
Austral-Indonesian spy scandal, a gift-wrapped 
exclusive. 

Possibly dazzled that it came courtesy 
of two editors-in-chief, Katharine Viner of 
The Guardian Australia on-line and Alan 
Rushbridger of The Guardian, London, Scott 
accepted it seemingly without considering that 
he and the ABC were being used to increase 
the reach of a commercial news outfit, not least 
through the Australia Network designed as a 
regional soft diplomacy backup.

The comedy was in Scott’s outrage at 
publication of an ABC fat-cat (okay plump-cat) 
list of who gets what per annum. Aptly the 
list began with himself on $678,940, the Q & 
A orchestra’s great leader and first violin, Tony 
Jones, being on $355,989: corporate trickle-
down; that is, a bucketful for the top guy, 
cupfuls of diminishing size for those further 
down, an effect reminiscent of pyramid selling 
(which is illegal). Not that it is confined to the 
Scott ABC (ask any shareholder, university 
lecturer, TV researcher, skint author or indeed 
print journalist).

Should the list have been published? Hard 
to say; the ABC itself revealed the details. 
Inadvertently? Never. The ABC, like Orwell’s 
Ministry of Truth, is committed to its version of 
revelation. 

Undoubtedly the plump-cat list will cause 
twinges in hip-pocket nerves; it did with Philip 
Adams, not as some have suggested a Bollinger 
Bolshevik but a Minchinbury Menshevik 
millionaire. 

Glee club

In printing the plump-cat list, got by its 
Adelaide correspondent Sarah Martin, The 
Australian displayed joy and possibly a tincture 
of envy. Members of the ABC Chaser team 
may find this inspirational. They could concoct 
a similar list about The Australian, flagship of 
Murdochdom. 
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They might also chant revered words 
surely known to both Katharine Viner and 
Alan Rushbridger, Scott’s boon companion: 
‘A newspaper is of necessity something of a 
monopoly and its first duty is to shun the 
temptations of monopoly. Its primary office is 
the gathering of news. At the peril of its soul, it 
must see that the supply is not tainted. Neither 
in what it gives, nor in what it does not give, 
nor in the mode of presentation must the 
unclouded face of truth suffer wrong. Comment 
is free, but facts are sacred.’

The words of CP Scott (1872-1929), editor 
of The Manchester Guardian. Out of date? 
Without the Scott Family Trust The Guardian, on 
line and off, would perish. 

Is the Snowden supply ‘tainted’ from being 
purloined? Some would say absolutely which 
makes Mark Scott a conduit for the tainted, if 
not a purveyor of it since the ABC syndicates 
to other commercial outlets. Through such 
dealings, Scott arguably has diminished the 
ABC’s stand-alone, charter status, thus softening 
it for privateer boarding. 

Timing is another factor (one mentioned 
in the previous issue in relation to federal 
parliamentary entitlements). There was a 
considerable gap between the acquisition of 
the Snowden supply in London, its release to 
Katharine Viner and her cute gift of it to Scott. 

 Calls for his resignation are premature. 
He is, however, skating on thin ice given the 
possibility of fatalities as a result of broadcasts. 
Also premature are suggestions that the 
ABC should lose the Australia Network to 
Foxtel which won it in a competitive tender, 
subsequently cancelled by the Gillard 
government. 

The network could, however, with advantage 
be transferred to the Special Broadcasting 
Service which is more capable of handling it 
with due cultural empathy. One condition: if 
the transfer takes place, SBS reverts to being 
ad-free.

Sightless end

How long-lasting is the perilous Austral-
Indonesian spy scandal, encompassing, as it 
does, Indonesia’s President Susilo Bambang 
Yudhoyono and his wife? One answer: until 
Indonesia emerges from its presidential and 
parliamentary election mode next year. 

This is to forget the other National Security 
Agency files Snowden purloined. He reportedly 
has them in a multi-passport, encrypted stash, 

and able to control their release from his refuge 
in Russia. 

The imponderables: can America recover 
or wipe the purloined files? Has Russia and 
its ex-KGB neo-czar gained access to them in 
a quid pro quo for giving Snowden refuge. The 
key imponderable? Do the purloined files 
contain precise details of Indonesia’s admitted 
espionage activities? 

Atheist deformation

Godless religiosity is on the rise. Having 
thrown out the baby, atheist congregations 
frolic in the bathwater. Which baby? The one 
celebrated in The Burning Babe, written by the 
Jesuit martyr Robert Southwell: 

 As I in hoary Winter’s night stood shivering in 
the snowe,

Surprised I was with sodayne heat which made 
my hart to glowe;

And lifting upp a fearfull eye to view what fire 
was nere’

A pretty Babe all burning bright did in the ayre 
appeare,

Which scorched with excessyve, heate, and floodes 
of teares did shed;

As though His floodes should quench His flames 
with which His teares were fedd;

Alas! quoth He, but newly borne, in fiery heates 
I frye,

Yet none approach to warme their hartes or feel 
my fire but I!

My faultless brest the furnace is, the fuell 
woundinge thrones,

Love is the fire, and sighes the smoke; the ashes 
shame and scornes;

The fuell justice layeth on, and Mercy blowes the 
coales,

The metal in this furnace wrought are men’s 
defiled soules,

For which, as nowe on fire I am, to worke them to 
their good,

So will I melt into a bath to wash them in My 
Bloode:

With this He vanisht out of sight. And swiftly 
shronke awaye,

And straight I called into mynde that it was 
Christmas-daye.’ 

Have a happy one despite Australia Post’s 
increase in overseas postage which Scrooge’s 
unregenerate partner, Marley, clanking about in 
chains and cash boxes, might have instituted to 
profiteer and inhibit the all-nations good will of 
Christmas. 

© Austral-Media Pty Ltd 2013.
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‘Chesterton, Lewis, Tolkien … bring us to a country where we have  
never been and yet which we recognise instantly as our own.’

CHESTERTON, IMAGINATION  
AND THE REALLY REAL

R GA N I S E D  by 
t h e  Au s t r a l i a n 
C h e s t e r t o n 
Society, the 2013 
conference  was 
the  n in th  such 
ga ther ing s ince 

the Society became a national 
organisation in Western Australia in 
2000.  It was attended by more than 
60 people, and took place at Campion 
College, a Catholic institution 
offering Australia’s only foundational 
undergraduate degree in the Liberal 
Arts.  

The theme of the conference was 
‘Reviving the Moral Imagination.’  It 
was addressed by various speakers 
exploring the contributions of 
Chesterton and other writers to 
revealing reality through the media 
of the imagination – novels, stories, 
poems, plays, and movies.   

In his opening address, Karl 
Schmude considered such media 
as vehicles of meaning that depict 
reality rather than merely describe it; 
illuminate the truth, not simply define 
it.  He suggested that the moral 
imagination is a faculty of vision 
rather than invention, enabling us to 
experience truth and goodness at the 
deepest level of our being.   

He highlighted the insight of 
Professor Dermot Quinn, in an essay 
on ‘Chesterton, Lewis, Tolkien and 
the Moral Imagination’ (Chesterton 
Review, Spring/Summer 2009), that 
these writers could ‘create worlds in 
which each of us, for a time, wishes 
to dwell.’  They ‘bring us to a country 
where we have never been and yet 
which we recognise instantly as our 
own.’ 

Karl Schmude noted that the 
Sydney conference was being held 

at a time when the general culture 
tended to impoverish the moral 
imagination rather than stimulate 
it - by being both secularist and 
subjectivist in character as well as 
wedded to the primacy of visual 
experiences.  It was secularist in 
being ‘earth-bound and largely closed 
to the transcendent,’ and subjectivist 
‘in viewing reality through the lens 
of the self and weighing it on scales 
that are exclusively utilitarian,’ thus 
making it ‘difficult for any kind of 
coherent and creative imagery to 
develop or take hold.’  At the same 

time, its dependence on visual 
experiences was largely in the form of 
projected images rather than primary 
realities, appreciated electronically 
rather than intimately absorbed, 
which often led to a deadening 
of the imagination rather than its 
quickening.

The first conference paper was 
delivered by Professor Tracey 
Rowland, Dean of the John Paul II 
Institute for Marriage and Family in 
Melbourne, who reflected on the role 
of the imagination in the appreciation 
of beauty and the flourishing of 
religious faith.  

She drew upon the writings of 
recent Popes, particularly John Paul 
I’s collection of imaginary letters 
to various historical and fictional 
characters, including Chesterton, 
published under the title Illustrissimi, 
John Paul II’s collected plays and 
writings on theatre, and Benedict 
XVI’s meditations on major feasts.  

Professor Rowland stressed 
the value of literature and art as 
complementing and enriching the 
insights of the intellect, and enabling 
the whole human person to be 
engaged in the appreciation of truth 
and goodness. 

A second speaker was Symeon 
Thompson, a graduate of Campion 
College and a movie and cultural 
critic, who spoke on ‘The Workings 
of Wonder – G.K. Chesterton as 
Story-Teller.’   He examined the 
principles underlying Chesterton’s 
approach to the telling of tales, both 
as a creator and a critic, and looked 
at their application and relevance 
to contemporary story-telling and 
criticism. 

Following his paper, Mr Thompson 
and the Vice-President of the 

karl SchMude, President 
of the Australian Chesterton 
Society and a member of 
the Editorial Board of the 
Chesterton Review, has 
provided the following report 
on the Chesterton conference 
held on October 19, 2013, at 
Campion College in Sydney.

We shall  
see God

I BEG YOU, join with me in love. 
Run with me in faith. Let us yearn 

for our heavenly home. Let us sigh 
for it. Let us realize that we are 
strangers here below. What shall 
we see then ? Listen to the words 
of the gospel now: ‘In the beginning 
was the Word, and the Word was 
with God, and the Word was God.’ 
You will come to the fountain from 
which flows the water with which 
you have been sprinkled. 

— St augustine of hippo [350-430]  
homily 35, 8-9. 

ChEstErton ConFErEnCE
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Australian Chesterton Society, Mr 
Tony Evans, staged a performance of 
Chesterton’s first play, Magic, with 
the assistance of actors.  Arranged 
as a centenary tribute to Chesterton 
- Magic having opened in London 
in 1913 and later in New York - 
the performance consisted of a play 
reading of the First Act.  It generated 
great interest among the audience, 
and inspired the hope that at some 
stage the entire play might be 
performed in Australia.

After lunch, Donat Gallagher, 
Adjunct Professor of English 
Literature at James Cook University 
in Queensland, spoke on the 
translation of Evelyn Waugh’s novels 
into film.  He noted Waugh’s lifelong 
interest in film and looked at a range 
of his major novels which had been 
adapted to the screen, in particular 
Brideshead Revisited.  

While the television series of this 
novel was an outstanding success, 
Professor Gallagher suggested that 
the other films – of such books as 
The Loved One, A Handful of Dust and 
Vile Bodies (transformed into Bright 
Young Things) - had been in varied 
degrees a false presentation or even 
the opposite of Waugh’s intention, 
particularly in relation to the religious 
meaning of his novels.   

Dr Robert Tilley, a lecturer at the 
Catholic Institute of Sydney and a 
scholar on the interplay between the 
arts and theology and philosophy, 
presented a paper on ‘The Joy 
of Artifice: The Metaphysics of 
Pantomime in G.K. Chesterton.’  

He cited Chesterton’s enjoyment 
of a toy theatre in his childhood 
as his first experience of a mystical 
vision and an appreciation of God. 
The artifice of a pantomime was 
obvious, but Dr Tilley argued 
that its very enchantment aroused 
Chesterton’s sense of wonder, and led 
to his realising what lay beyond these 
artificial limits, so that he saw through 
creation to that which it is not, 
namely to God, and a primal sense of 
the metaphysical nature of creation.

In a final paper, Karl Schmude 
spoke on ‘G.K. Chesterton and 
Spencer Tracy: Portraits of the 
Common Man,’ offering a comparison 
of the writer and the actor in their 
presentation of the ordinary person 

in word and image.  Chesterton 
and Tracy harboured a deep affinity 
with ordinary life, and projected 
the human being as a creature of 
transcendental dignity and destiny 
while yet abounding in flaws.   

They shared this image of the 
ordinary person, at once realistic 
and exalted, despite their markedly 
different backgrounds – Chesterton, 
an English author and Catholic 
convert, who became a popular 
champion of essential human values 
in various public controversies, and 

Tracy, an Irish-American actor and 
cradle Catholic, who is remembered 
for his many screen portrayals of the 
ordinary person – as a judge, a pilot, 
a farmer, a sports coach, an explorer, a 
policeman, or a priest.

It is anticipated that the conference 
papers will be published by the 
Australian Chesterton Society in 
association with Campion College 
and be available in early 2014. 
Enquiries should be directed to Karl 
Schmude – at k.schmude@campion.
edu.au 

Anonymity

NOBOdY MaINTaINS that writing any anonymous article 
any where is an improper action. If the true test is wanted it 

is the same test that exists in all matters of morals: the test of the 
motive. If I wish to know whether I am acting honourably in leaving 
an article unsigned, I can find out in a moment by asking myself 
the question: ‘What is the objection to signing it?’ If the objection is, 
as often in the case of a leading article, that I should like to sign it, 
but am not allowed to, I may myself be free from blame. If it is that 
the article urges the Government to give ten thousand pounds to 
my mortal enemy, and I wish to conceal my kindness and to spare 
his delicacy, then I may, perhaps, be a very fine fellow. But articles 
are not often left unsigned for this reason. Not many anonymous 
journalists are fired solely by the motive of doing good by stealth. 
and if, when I examine my motive for remaining anonymous, I find 
it is what it gen erally is, some idea of caution or self-protection, then 
there is only one thing I ought to do - to kick that caution instantly 
out of my soul as I would kick a temptation to treason. If I am 
withholding my signature by command or from custom, or because 
the matter is colourless or because the authorship is known, then my 
motive, at any rate, is comparatively innocent. But if (in any shape 
or form whatever) I am withholding my signature because I do not 
want people to know that I am the author - then I am in the most 
emphatic sense not fighting like a gentleman or a free man: I am 
a bravo in a mask; I am a slave with a dagger; I am a low flunkey 
with a cudgel who bludgeons his master’s enemies in the dark. 
But if anonymity is a precaution it must be a base precaution. With 
a sort of innocent wickedness people explain that it would really 
be very troublesome if they were made to own their own names 
and answer for their own statements. One gentleman said that if a 
journalist signed his copy his opinions would always be discounted 
in the light of his daily life: he would be reminded of his constant 
presence in country-houses - or in public-houses perhaps. It never 
seems to occur to this gentleman that a clergyman’s teaching or a 
doc tor’s teaching is discounted by his life; nor is there any particular 
reason why journalism should be the only art entirely separated 
from life. Why should a drunken journalist preach teetotalism with 
any more security than a drunken vicar? another gentleman said 
to me with great solemnity, ‘I must say I find the anonymity a great 
convenience.’ To which I replied with equal gravity, ‘I have no doubt 
you do.’

— G.K.Chesterton, The Illustrated London News, July 25, 1908.
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A hymn as one approaches day’s end

O GENTLE JESUS,  
BE OUR LIGHT

SWEET Saviour, bless us e’er we go,
Thy word into our minds instil,
And make our lukewarm hearts to glow

With lowly love and fervent will.
Through life’s long day and death’s dark night,
O gentle Jesus, be our light.

THE DAY is done, its hours have run,
And thou hast taken count of all,
The scanty triumphs grace hath won,

The broken vow, the frequent fall.
Through life’s long day and death’s dark night,
0 gentle Jesus, be our light.

FOR ALL we love, the poor, the sad,
The sinful,— unto thee we call;
0 let thy mercy make us glad;

Thou art our Jesus and our All.
Through life’s long day and death’s dark night,
0 gentle Jesus, be our light.

— Father Frederick Wiliam Faber 1814-1863, friend of Samuel Coleridge and 
John Henry Newman. He was received into the Catholic Church in 1845. He 
was one of the founders of the London Oratory. Yes, we know that this beau-
tiful prayer has been featured in Annals before, but as many of our readers love 
to say it, we reprint it from time to time in case they mislay it. It is meant to be 
said at day’s end, a last prayer before sleep. 
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To experience the real magic, you really do need to immerse yourself in the ‘hard copy’ 
world of books, whether in new, second-hand or antiquarian bookshops, or libraries.

MEDIA EX MACHINA
By Sam Simmonds

HIS IS the last in 
the  m in i - s e r i e s 
of articles on the 
media published in 
Annals over the last 
eighteen months.  
By contrast with the 

previous two, which have tended to 
be critical - some severely so - of the 
media, that element of twenty-first 
century life upon which we all depend 
for much of our information, this one 
is written in a genuine attempt to 
refer us back to the point where we 
all started: the medium through which 
we first became aware of just what it 
was that was being communicated.

Reading the printed word (with 
or without illustrations) was how the 
‘oldies’ in our community began our 
long journey to awareness, where we 
found the stimulus to educate, inform 
- and, yes, entertain - ourselves in the 
process of becoming mature enough 
to hold and defend our opinions 
about world and local events.  After 
leaving school, when the printed 
word, and in those days perhaps 
also the radio, were the only sources 
available, we came to rely on and 
often to relish it.

For many - perhaps most - of us, 
our first taste of being affected by 
the power, beauty or seductiveness 
of words was from hearing bedtime 
stories read to us.  Whether the tales 
were of biblical identities, worldly 
adventurers, fantastic heroes and 
heroines, mythical creatures, or just 
people like ourselves, we began 
to relate to how we personally felt 
about all those events: to discover 
something about our own identity, 
what we believed in.  When, a little 
later, we came to learn how to read 
for ourselves - one of the human 
race’s most valuable and cherished 

of accomplishments - we started 
to succumb to the romance of the 
written word.  

Many of us whose homes featured 
bookshelves, or larger purpose-built 
items of furniture, were already aware 
that some mysterious influence was 
responsible for such acquisitions, that 
there was something valuable here 
(and not just because of the leather 
bindings or the gold tooled lettering), 
that books might somehow have 
some important, even magical, power.

Yet, in these early twenty-first 
century years, many in the media 
suggest that the exploding empires 
of such fairly recent arrivals as 
Facebook, Twitter, and dozens of 
similar - albeit less successful - online 
‘social networking’ sites spell the 
demise not only of such older and, 
to the seniors in our community, 

cherished icons as conventional press, 
radio, television and other time-
honoured national and international 
outlets.  Not least among these is the 
humble bookshop itself, formerly one 
of the pillars of the consumer society 
(before computers) and, essentially, 
one of the major founts of all 
knowledge to earlier generations.

The local bookshop has come 
under special threat recently, with the 
advent of several large international 
corporate giants, online booksellers 
and supermarket promotions.  

In Australia and the UK not a 
few of these local bookshops have 
been forced to close, sometimes, 
and in some areas, at the rate of 
about one a week.  And quite a 
few of the remainder have become 
marginalized, along with many of the 
public libraries, often on the premise 
that if reading is what you’re after, 
the screen of your computer, iPad, 
Kindle, tablet, or whatever, is all 
you need.  Not so: the experience of 
reading for the first time something 
created by a talented exponent of 
literary form in a medium created by 
a professional printer and, perhaps, 
even bookbinder, is unique.

Also, as so many of us have found 
to our surprise and delight, browsing 
- whether through a bookstore’s 
shelf stacks or within the pages of 
such august publications as, say, 
the Encyclopædia Britannica - can 
be as dramatically diverting and 
agreeably rewarding as many of 
Alice’s adventures in Lewis Carroll’s 
Wonderland.  

There is such a thing as 
serendipity, officially defined (by the 
Shorter Oxford English Dictionary) as 
“the making of happy and unexpected 
discoveries by accident or when 
looking for something else”.

Mediaeval 
Catholic 

Hospitals

aROUNd 1148 St Bartholo-
mew’s hospital Smithfield 

cared for sick pilgrims, of whom 
‘many and innumerable were 
shown tokens of miracles’. 
among the patients at the shrine 
and hospital were ‘languishing 
men grieved with various sores’. 
One sought remedy for his 
‘aching head’; another suffered 
from ‘blurred eyes’; and yet 
another from ‘ringing of his ears’. 
Others suffering from ‘falling 
sickness’ [epilepsy], paralysis, 
fever and insanity found relief. a 
did the deaf and the blind.

— See The mediaeval hospitals of 
England, by Rotha Mary Clay, pp.3,4.

thE EBook rEvolution
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So, while you search for the 
information you require in whichever 
printed database you choose (and 
a book is just as much a database 
as its most advanced behemothian 
electronic equivalent in the world’s 
greatest museums or reference 
libraries), it can often prove to be 
immensely entertaining (if you can 
afford to devote a little time to it) to 
be sidetracked into a field of study that 
you had never previously thought to 
exist.  

I must confess at this point that I 
did treat myself to electronic versions 
of the Britannica and the Shorter 
Oxford, but I stress that it was to 
ensure I am kept up to date with the 
latest revisions, and it was not before 
I had acquired a conventional printed 
and leather-bound, gold-faced version, 
which still graces my own modest 
bookshelves.

This kind of unexpected, delightful, 
accidental discovery cannot normally 
be found by ‘Googling’ a subject for 
research.  Google, Wikipedia, and so 
on, though they may be independent 
(so far) of most of the media ‘villains 
of the peace’ alluded to in earlier 
articles, and vital though they may be 
to most of us who usually only need 
a quick entrée to a subject, cannot - 
and do not seek to - provide such an 
experience for the casual enquirer: to 
experience the real magic, you really 
do need to immerse yourself in the 
‘hard copy’ world of books, whether 
in new, second-hand or antiquarian 
bookshops, or libraries.

What, then, is there to be said for 
the fairly recent advent of such entities 
as Amazon, Kindle, iBooks, and the 
like?  Well, they can certainly help you 
to acquire what you are looking for at 
a reduced price, if that is all you want - 
although you may find the text a trifle 
puzzling at times (because it has been 
processed by OCR - optical character 
recognition software - sometimes with 
hilarious results) - but you will never 
get more than you paid for.  

It is surely to be hoped that the 
local bookshop does not altogether 
disappear from our high streets.  There 
is little enough magic in everyday life 
as it is.

SaM SiMMondS is a writer, broadcaster and film and 
video producer. Sam has worked in all aspects of 
media in the UK and Australia.

East and West 

IN 1500 ThE future imperial powers of Europe accounted for about 
10 per cent of the world’s land surface and at most 15 per cent of 

its population. By 1913, eleven Western empires controlled nearly 
three-fifths of all territory and population and more than three-quarters 
(a staggering 79 per cent) of global economic output. average life 
expectancy in England was nearly twice what it was in India. higher 
living standards in the West were also reflected in a better diet, 
even for agricultural labourers, and taller stature, even for ordinary 
soldiers and convicts.” Civilization, as we have seen, is about cities. 
By this measure, too, the West had come out on top.  In 1500 as far 
as we can work out, the biggest city in the world was Beijing, with 
a population of between 600,000 and 700,000. Of the ten largest 
cities in the world by that time only one - Paris - was European, and 
its population numbered fewer than 200,000. London had perhaps 
50,000 inhabitants. Urbanization rates were also higher in North 
africa and South america than in Europe. Yet by 1900 there had been 
an astonishing reversal. Only one of the world’s ten largest cities at 
that time was asian and that was Tokyo. With a population of around 
6.5 million, London was the global megalopolis. Nor did Western 
dominance end with the decline and fall of the European empires. The 
rise of the United States saw the gap between West and East widen 
still further. By 1990 the average american was seventy-three times 
richer than the average Chinese. 

 — Niall Ferguson, Civilization: The West and the Rest, allen Lane, 2011
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THE PARRAMATTA  
FEMALE FACTORY

By George Cardinal Pell

IT UPSETS MY American acquaintances to say that the American 
Revolution helped bring about British settlement in Australia – 

because they had nowhere else to send their convicts! One or two 
even denied the truth of the claim.

In America these convicts became slaves with the much bigger 
number of imported Africans. None of us can rewrite any history, 
personal or national. Most of us are aware that there were 1000 
convicts — men, women and children — in the First Fleet. Not as 
many know that they were accompanied by 500 cattle, horses and 
poultry.

I mention the North American convicts not to belittle our friends, 
but because traditions emphasise different aspects of each story, 
build different mythologies. Australians should not neglect or deny 
the criminals, serious or petty, who launched European settlement 
here. 

The story turned out well in Australia. Convicts were freed after 
their sentence and incorporated into Australian life, thanks to men 
like Governor Macquarie and women such as Caroline Chisholm, 
who worked to save young women from prostitution, and the 
Charity sisters who ran the first Catholic orphanage.

Recently I visited the Parramatta convict ”Female Factory”, built 
by the ex-convict architect Francis Greenway in 1818. 5000 women 
passed through its walls until in closed in 1847, and an Action 
Group is working hard to persuade the government to preserve this 
historic site. 

We need to be reminded how tough the early situation was, how 
far we have travelled and that we must never return to that level of 
cruelty. Life was difficult beyond our understanding. The women 
were divided into three classes, with the worst class breaking stones. 
For some years unruly women could be flogged, and when money 
ran out for the ablutions block the women had to wash in the open 
with water from a few taps.

The punishment cells where women were isolated and fed only 
bread and water can still be seen, with their small windows high in 
the walls.

Not everything was grim and inhumane. Men outnumbered 
women four to one and would visit the factory to select a wife 
(if she consented). Orphans and the destitute lived there too 
and many youngsters were born in the small maternity hospital. 
Infant mortality worsened when the Factory closed. Some women 
reoffended in order to return as conditions were tougher outside.

This precinct is an important part of our history and gives us 
many reasons for thought. 

This article by Sydney’s Cardinal Archbishop appeared first in Sydney’s Sunday 
Telegraph. Reprinted with premission.
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A story about kindly relations between masters and slaves might be 
worth telling, but a free man kidnapped in Washington and sold into 

slavery in 1841 is likely to have a different story to tell

12 YEARS A SLAv E
By Steven D. Greydanus

Y COLLEAGU E 
Peter Chattaway 
once commented 
that “we live in 
a culture where 
something doesn’t 
seem ‘real’ until a 

movie has been made about it.” That 
makes 12 Years a Slave not only a 
brilliant film, but an essential one. 
12 Years a Slave made me angry, 
and grateful, in ways I didn’t always 
anticipate.

The film, directed by British 
filmmaker Steve McQueen, been 
compared to Schindler’s List, a 
comparison that, in some ways, does 
it a disservice. The protagonist of 
Schindler’s List was a German with 
a conscience; Jewish characters were 
in the background. Like The Butler 
earlier this year (also from a black 
director, Lee Daniels), 12 Years a Slave 
focuses solidly on black characters 
in a story that includes decent white 
characters as well as monstrous ones, 
but no white hero per se.

Perhaps you’re already thinking 
this is a movie that I think you should 
see, rather than a movie you would 
want to see. Perhaps, no matter how 
I might praise the brilliant direction 
and stunning cinematography, or 
Chiwetel Ejiofor’s riveting lead 
performance, you’re thinking a harsh, 
unflinching movie about slavery isn’t 
your cup of tea...You might even be 
wondering whether, in 2013, we 
really need yet another movie about 
slavery. Haven’t we seen it all before?

What if I were to tell you that until 
now there has never been a major 
historical motion picture about the 
slave experience in America? Could 
that possibly be true?

Hollywood has produced plenty 
of historical dramas about race and 
racism (many dominated by white 
protagonists or major characters) 
from The Help to Glory. Steven 
Spielberg’s Amistad was more about 
abolitionists; as with Schindler’s List, 
oppressed characters were in the 
background.

There is no shortage of firsthand 
source material on the actual 
experiences of American slaves. 
Scores of ex-slave memoirs were 
published and disseminated by 
abolitionists prior to the Civil War. 
After the war, writers and journalists 
recorded thousands of interviews 
with former slaves. A few of these 
accounts are famous for the post-
enslavement careers of their authors, 
such as Harriet Tubman and 
Frederick Douglas. Why have neither 
of these notable figures been the 
subject of a major motion picture?

In the annals of firsthand slave 
narratives, the story of Solomon 
Northup, first published in 1853, 
is particularly poignant. (Northup’s 
memoir, written with the aid of a 
writer named David Wilson, was 
a bestseller in its time, and was 

repopularized in 1968 by historians 
Joseph Logsdon and Sue Eakin. The 
full text is available online.)

A free-born New York native, 
a husband and father of three, 
Northup had been lured in 1841 to 
the slave city of Washington, where 
— like countless other free blacks 
during this time period — he was 
kidnapped, shipped to the Deep 
South (Baton Rouge) and sold into 
slavery. Generations of schoolchildren 
have learned about the Underground 
Railroad; why are they not taught 
about this horrifying “Reverse 
Underground Railroad”? Why had I 
not heard about it until now?

The choice of this story lends the 
first act of 12 Years a Slave a greater 
immediacy and impact than other 
slave narratives might have. When 
we first meet Solomon Northup, he’s 
a working family man, a violinist 
married to a cook, both with jobs that 
occasionally take them out of town. 
They are respectable, well educated, 
relatively comfortable: a family with 
lives and challenges recognizably 
similar to our own.

What if I were to tell you that until 
now there has never been a major 
historical motion picture about the 
slave experience in America?

All of this makes the shock and 
abhorrence of what happens to 
Solomon all the more crushing. 
Ejiofor brings a dignity and warmth 
to the early scenes with his family, and 
a horror and bewilderment over what 
unexpectedly befalls him, that makes 
the viewer feel his disorientation and 
disbelief. He responds as any of us 
would — with outrage and defiance. 
But he is in the hands of professional 
predators whose livelihood depends 

huMan CruElty and EnduranCE
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on crushing this natural, human 
assertion of right.

Even so, Northup’s self-possession 
is never entirely eradicated. Set 
apart from his fellow slaves by 
his vocabulary, worldliness and 
assertiveness, Northup impresses his 
first master, a gentle Baptist preacher 
(Benedict Cumberbatch), with his 
competence and vision — qualities 
that only make Northup a target to 
stupid, cruel men like Tibeats (Paul 
Dano), who works for Ford, and Epps 
(Michael Fassbender), a plantation 

owner who becomes Northup’s 
second owner.

Making some effort to 
accommodate himself to the role 

imposed on him, Northup learns 
to hide what may be, other than his 
indomitable determination to be 
reunited with his family, his greatest 
asset: his dangerous ability to read 
and write. The logistics of composing 
a letter and getting it to friends in 
the North, who could produce copies 
of his papers of freedom, may be 
seemingly insurmountable, but he 
keeps trying.

The screenplay by John Ridley 
(Red Tails) is largely faithful to 
Northup’s memoir, from the most 
harrowing incidents (such as a 
ghastly, lingering punishment meted 
out to Northup for daring to resist 
a beating) to the appearance of a 
character one critic called “too good 
to be true,” a religious Canadian 
abolitionist carpenter named Samuel 
Bass (played in a cameo by producer 
Brad Pitt).

Bass’s brief but striking speech 
about the equality of all men “in the 
sight of God,” and the injustice of 
the law of slavery, is an important 
counterweight to the misuse of 
religion by the likes of Tibeats and 
Epps to justify the status quo. Perhaps 
even more crucial is an overwhelming 
scene depicting the subversive power 
of faith to strengthen and unite the 
oppressed, with Northup emotionally 
caught up with other slaves defiantly 
singing a Negro spiritual following 
the death of one of their own.

In a film full of every kind of 
ugliness — slaves subjected to brutal 
beatings, arbitrary violence and 
rape; men and women displayed 
for prospective buyers, bereft of 
clothing and dignity — McQueen and 
cinematographer Sean Bobbitt find 
images of striking beauty: the paddle 
wheel of a steamship and the choppy 
water in its wake; glowing embers 
of a burning sheet of paper turning, 
with Northup’s hopes, to ashes. The 
contrast is analogous to passages in 
Northup’s memoir in which the very 
beauty of his surroundings seems 
oppressive. (“It was a very pleasant 
morning…The sun shone out warmly; 
the birds were singing in the trees. 
The happy birds — I envied them. I 
wished for wings like them, that I 
might cleave the air to where my 
birdlings waited vainly for their 
father’s coming…”)

Thanks to all our readers who have renewed their 
subscriptions for 2013 and are keeping Annals afloat.
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a longtime oppressor: a look of 
triumph, a parting taunt, a sock in 
the jaw, something. (Even the real 
Northup confides in his memoir, 
“It would have been a comfort, 
had I dared to give him a parting 
kick.”) The film denies the viewer 
this comfort, which would trivialize 
the atrocities Northup has suffered. 
Reunion with his family is the only 
comfort afforded to Northup, and 
to us. (Closing titles drive home 
the final injustice: Even as an 
acknowledged free man, Northup 
was not allowed to testify in 
Washington against his kidnappers, 
who were never punished.)

It’s fair to object that Ridley’s 
screenplay occasionally revises 
history to heighten the barbarity of 
Northup’s oppressors. One of the 
few moments that struck me as false 
involves the casual murder of one 
of Northup’s fellow prisoners on the 
slave ship bearing them to Baton 
Rouge: an improbable way to treat 
valuable cargo in which one has 
invested and on which one hopes to 
make a profit. I wasn’t surprised to 
learn from Northup’s memoir that in 
fact the man died of smallpox. And 
while a devastating betrayal late in 
the narrative is related much as it 
happened, the story suffers for the 
absence of a kindly British sailor on 
the slave ship who collaborated in 
Northup’s first attempt to contact his 
friends in the north who could verify 
his identity and obtain his freedom.

But these are minor issues in a 
generally unimpeachable, haunting 
film that has only about two hours to 
relate 12 years of injustice — and to 
redress decades of cinematic silence. 
My friend and colleague Peter 
Chattaway once commented that “we 
live in a culture where something 
doesn’t seem ‘real’ until a movie has 
been made about it.” That makes 12 
Years a Slave not only a brilliant film, 
but an essential one.

Steven d. GreydanuS is film critic for the 
National Catholic Register and writes regularly 
for Christianity Today, Catholic World Report 
and other venues. He is a member of Online 
Film Critics Society. He is presently pursuing 
diaconal studies in the Archdiocese of Newark. 
This article is reprinted with permission from 
National Catholic Register. To subscribe to the 
National Catholic Register call 1-800-421-3230 . 
The Decent Films Guide is the online home of the 
film writing of Steven D. Greydanus. 

It must be noted that in one 
important way the film does pose 
an affront to viewer expectations: 
In a story of injustice, audiences 
today expect some kind of 
satisfaction. There must be justice, 
or better revenge. Take Quentin 
Tarantino’s lurid blaxploitation-
themed Django Unchained, a film 
that is, in a sense, remarkably frank 
(by Hollywood standards) about 
the ugliness of slavery — but in 
the context of a wildly unrealistic, 
hyperviolent revenge story, not 
unlike his alternate-reality WWII film 
Inglourious Basterds.

12 Years makes no concession 
to the viewer’s wish for satisfaction 
or closure. It’s true that Northup 
is never wholly humbled, and, 
following the source material, 
refuses to take a beating lying down 
if he has another choice. But the 
consequences of his insubordination 
are so heinous that there’s no 
satisfaction in it.

Hollywood formula almost 
demands, in a climactic 
confrontation, that Northup indulge 
in one brief moment of victory over 

Ejiofor brings a dignity and 
warmth to the early scenes 
with his family, and a horror 
and bewilderment over what 
unexpectedly befalls him, that makes 
the viewer feel his disorientation and 
disbelief.

A few critics have quarreled 
with the simplicity of the film’s 
uncontroversial theme, the evil 
of slavery. It’s been argued that 
McQueen could have taken greater 
risks and challenged his audience by 
highlighting more provocative, less 
politically correct angles on the story 
of slavery: the role of black slavers, 
or instances of more kindly relations 
between masters and slaves. For 
that matter, I would have welcomed 
more of the principled religious 
abolitionism of Samuel Bass.

But such objections fall away in 
the face of two simple observations: 
a) Solomon Northup’s story is 
important and worth telling; and 
b) this is that story. Following 
the source material, Northup is in 
practically every scene; the whole 
story is told from his point of 
view. There is no need or place 
for a subplot making Bass a bigger 
character (yet another white hero 
in a black story). Likewise, a story 
about kindly relations between 
masters and slaves might be worth 
telling, but a free man kidnapped 
and sold into slavery is likely to have 
a different story to tell.

Mistaken Ideas
ThE REaL OBSTaCLE to understanding jihad as ‘holy War for the 

Cause of God’ [ ‘jihad fi sabil allah’ Ed.] was the mistaken idea that 
Islam is a religion, and Muslims a nation in the conventional sense. 
Islam is ‘a revolutionary ideology’ which seeks to ‘alter the social order 
of the whole world and rebuild it in conformity with its own tenets and 
ideals.’ Concerned with ‘the welfare of mankind,’ Muslims aimed to 
‘destroy all States and Governments’ opposed to the ideology of Islam. 
Jihad is the composite term for establishing an ideological state that 
can revolutionize the mental and practical outlook of humankind. all 
work done for the well-being of humanity with ‘perfect sincerity’ is ‘an 
act in the way of God.’ Making no distinction of class, race, nation, 
or country, the International Revolutionary Party of Islam captures 
state power because ‘no party which believes in the validity and 
righteousness of its own ideology can live ... under a system different 
from its own.’
— ayesha Jalal, Partisans of Allah, harvard University Press, 2008 p.247. Jalal is quoting abdul 
ala Mawdudi, from his book Jihad in Islam, reprint Lahore, Islamic Publications, 2001, pp.6-11, 

19-21, 27.  Mawdudi is one of the principal ideologues of modern day Islamic terrorists.

Annals Nov_Dec 2013.indb   55 6/12/13   11:31 AM



Ann Als Austr Al AsiA  56  november/december 2013

Semantics, Truth and Ideology in the classroom and the Media

WORD GAMES AND POWER STRUGGLES
By Sergio Mora

U S B A N D ’  A N D 
‘wife’ are out, and 
‘partner’ is in. Also 
o u t :  ‘ m a n ’  a n d 
‘woman.’ ‘Gender’ is 
the word of choice 
t o day.  Wan t  t o 

say ‘Contraception?’ Try ‘reproductive 
health.’

With these and similar word 
games combined with an extreme 
interpretation of ‘anti-discrimination,’ 
international institutions are imposing 
ideologies across the globe -- policies 
that oppose Catholic thought and 
influence daily life. And in general, 
people realize too late that there’s been 
a change.

This was the warning made by 
Archbishop Silvano Tomasi, permanent 
representative of the Holy See to the 
U.N. offices in Geneva, when he spoke 
in Rome at the headquarters of the 
Communion and Liberation movement.

His address was titled ‘The Force 
of the Word. Truth and Ideology in 
International Organizations.’ Marta 
Carabia, professor of constitutional law 
at the University of Milano-Bicocca, also 
spoke. The event was moderated by the 
director of the International Center, 
Roberto Forlan.

‘Geneva is a place where culture 
is generated daily,’ said Archbishop 
Tomasi, recalling that 30,000 employees 
of international entities reside there, 
holding more than 9,000 conferences 
every year.

To clarify the problem, the prelate 
recalled Benedict XVI’s thought on the 
dictatorship of relativism: ‘A good part 
of contemporary philosophy states that 
man is incapable of knowing the truth. 
And, as a consequence, the man who 
is incapable of [truth] does not have 
ethical values.’

Thus, the archbishop continued, ‘he 
ends up by accepting majority opinion 
as the sole reference point -- although 

history demonstrates how destructive 
majorities can be,’ as in the case ‘of the 
dictatorships imposed by Nazism and 
Marxism.’

Moving over

According to Archbishop Tomasi, 
words like ‘truth,’ ‘morality,’ ‘conscience,’ 
‘reason,’ ‘father,’ ‘mother,’ ‘child,’ 
‘commandment,’ ‘sin,’ ‘hierarchy,’ ‘nature,’ 
‘marriage,’ and so on from Judeo-
Christian tradition are disappearing.

A new vocabulary that ‘represents 
an individualist ideology taken to 
the extreme and which inspires the 
guidelines of the employees of world 
governance’ is coming to the fore, he 
said.

‘The United Nations aspires to create 
a new international order and to do so 
it creates a new anthropology,’ as when 
it speaks of gender -- ‘not the one 
given by nature but the one chosen 
by the individual,’ Archbishop Tomasi 
explained. This undermines the very 

structure of society in what pertains to 
the family, he added.

A Thomist vision that exacts 
‘conformity of the intellect with reality’ 
is replaced ‘by a concept of reality as 
subjective and as a social construction 
in which truth and reality do not have 
a stable content,’ the prelate cautioned.

This ‘alliance between ideology 
and pragmatism’ challenges Christian 
wisdom, he affirmed, even if in the 
long run ‘they will not be able to 
underestimate or simply ignore the 
anthropological realism of the Christian 
tradition.’

Apples and pears

Asked how these strategies come 
about, Archbishop Tomasi said it 
is a complex process, beyond the 
proponents themselves. He traced it to 
the dictatorship of relativism.

‘To say that a pear is not an apple 
is not discrimination,’ the archbishop 
reminded. ‘And these soft laws are 
transformed into juridical norms. 
Then there is a new convention and it 
becomes law and it is applied even in a 
small village.’

For her part, Marta Cartabia affirmed 
the importance of the language of law. 
She noted the ambiguity since the 1995 
Beijing Conference, with its emphasis 
on ‘gender discrimination,’ which has 
nothing to do with a biological fact but 
simply with the interpretation of a role 
that a person wishes to have.

She noted that in Spain and 
Germany today, one can ‘ask for 
a change of sex despite physical 
characteristics, guaranteed by the law 
with a trivial procedure such as going to 
a registration office.’

‘How can woman be defended,’ 
Cartabia asked, ‘if the role is only 
optional?’

Source: Zenit.org, February 18, 2011. Zenit is an 
International Catholic News Service.

thE diCtatorshiP oF rElativisM
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Every day more than one million passengers travel on 2365 daily services  
over the 2080 kms of railway tracks around New South Wales.   

Among the one million passengers was Joe Meagher.

POLITICS ON THE PLATFORM AT CRONULLA
By Max Barrett

T WAS ONLY 8 a.m., yet 
already a touch of humidity 
moistened the late Spring 
morning.  Joe Meagher 
stood relaxed at the city 
end  o f  the  p l a t fo rm . 
Another  s t andee ,  no t 

particularly relaxed, vocalised his 
cause for concern. ‘Saturday will tell,’ 
he told himself.

Joe looked indulgently in the 
speaker’s direction. Indulgently: after 
all, speaking to self was one of his 
own pet pastimes. The man with the 
Saturday bias made a move by way 
of apology, then explained: ‘Federal 
election this coming Saturday. Vitally 
important.’

‘Ah! The Ides of March sort of thing,’ 
Joe suggested.

‘Well, yes, something like that. I’ve 
v o l u n t e e r e d 
to hand out 
h o w - t o - v o t e 
leaflets. You 
agree? About the 
election issue?’

‘No.’
The brevity 

of the answer 
left the Saturday 
Hopeful with 
sails quite 
devoid of wind. 
Joe, not given 
to brevity and 
not wishing to 
appear uncivil, 
elaborated:

‘As I see it, 
a change of 
g o v e r n m e n t , 
or a return of 
the existing 
government, will 
not go down 

in history as epoch-making. Is your 
father still alive?’

This seemingly irrelevant question 
was left to free-float on the Cronulla 
Station for just a moment. 

‘Your father might remember 

a movie in which Spencer Tracey 
took the part of the politically 
uncontaminated one, the fresh face, 
the Jimmy Carter type, you might 
say. The parliamentary opposition 
dragged him in and told him: we want 
you as our candidate for presidency. 
Spencer Tracey was not interested and 
he explained his stance: ‘As far as I 
can see, there is very little difference 
in the respective positions of the 
two parties.’ That drew an explosive 
retort: ‘No difference? No difference? 
The hell there’s a difference. They’re 
IN and we’re OUT. THAT’S the 
difference.’ And that’s about the way it 
seems to me.’

By now the 8.05 had used up all its 
five minutes of injury time and came 
limping into the platform. The how-to-
vote man seemed uncertain how to 

proceed, but asked 
could they resume 
their talk on the train.

‘Democracy,’ Joe 
intoned impishly,’ 
is a great ideal. 
Government of the 
people, by the people, 
for the people. And in 
some respects it works. 
It is vastly preferable 
to rule by autocracy or 
force. But I agree with 
whoever said, ‘Two 
cheers for democracy’. 
I personally couldn’t 
raise three cheers. 
As long as there is 
original sin knocking 
about, the ideal will 
be rhetoric rather than 
reality.

‘We suffer 
indifferent quality of 
government largely 

FaThER MaX BaRRETT is 
a Redemptorist priest now 

resident in Sydney. This piece 
was the eighth in a popular 
series that we ran in annals in 
2002, following the career of Joe 
Meagher over quite a few train 
rides. a number of readers have 
asked us to re-run the series. 
Annals is happy to do so and we 
hope that our new readers will 
enjoy Joe Meagher as much as 
we did when first we ran it. 

randoM thoughts on thE train
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because of our indifference. For 
democracy to work, we – the rank 
and file – must be watchdogs of our 
political representatives. Generally 
speaking, we are sleeping watchdogs.

‘Controversial issues come up: 
should we legalise abortion, mercy-
killing, drugs, poker machines for 
personal profit? Should we sell off 
our public assets to private concerns? 
Should we give recognition to the 
foreign take-over of an invaded 
country (as we did when East Timor 
was invaded in 1975)? We – the 
silent majority – remain silent; and 
our country, or some other country, 
suffers.

‘It’s different with minority groups. 
Minority groups tend to be loudly 
vocal. They are zealots for their 
cause and they protest, and protest, 
and march, and chant slogans; and 
the media gives them oodles of 
publicity because this sort of thing 
sells newspapers or lifts TV ratings. 
So the vote-conscious politicians 
appease them. The while, more basic 
issues like the bleeding of Third 
World countries and the protection of 
the family within our own country are 
shelved.

‘Years ago, parliament was 
put on air. I think the concept 
was praiseworthy. It gave us the 
opportunity at least of knowing 
what was being done by our elected 
representatives.

‘Question Time in Parliament was 
introduced to the radio. This was a 
disaster. It would be an enormous 
mistake to think that Question Time 
is matched by Answer Time. One 
can’t help getting the impression 
that when a parliamentarian asks 
a question, it is not because of a 
burning desire for the truth, but 
because the questioner thinks he can 
embarrass or discredit the opposition.

‘In these exchanges, the needle 
indicating the level of sensitivity and 
of intelligent debate rarely flickers 
above zero; and the language used 
would not be permitted to flow in any 
self-respecting gutter.

‘I heard once of a class of primary 
schoolchildren who were taken 
to Canberra for a Question Time 
session. One shocked pupil recorded 
her impression: ‘If I used that sort of 
language at home, I would be sent 

to the bathroom to wash my tongue 
with soap.’

‘Did you ever read that excellent 
article on England’s House of 
Commons, the article entitled 
Government by Conversation ? The 
House of Commons is a narrowish 
building: I understand it was once a 
chapel. The members are arranged 
down either side of the building and – 
in that confined space – they have the 
opportunity to converse on what is for 
the country’s good.’

Joe meditated briefly. Then: ‘We 
are subjected to the most deplorable 
hectoring … Whenever I hear an 
Honourable Member resort to yelling 
or personal abuse I say to myself: ‘Uh 
huh; what’s he hiding?’ 

‘Would it be a good idea to 
introduce parliamentary logies: annual 
raspberries for the most objectionable 
performance by a politician … logies 
in several categories … Would that 
assist better government? Or are our 
governors ungovernable?’

The gent who was pinning his 
faith on Saturday was more relaxed 
and actually smiling now. ‘May I put 

a question to you? If we did not have 
compulsory voting in this country, 
would you bother to vote?’

Joe Meagher nodded in 
acknowledgment of a worth-while 
question. ‘I’ve sometimes asked myself 
the same thing. Yes, I would bother to 
cast a vote.

‘Bear with me while I share a 
little item of Trivial Pursuit stuff. Did 
you know that when the Greeks first 
started to kick about the word idiot, 
it did not mean idiot as we use the 
term today. It did not mean a person 
incapable of, but, rather, a person who 
did not bother to take interest in the 
running of his city-state. I would not 
choose to be an idiot in that sense.

‘I am not a party man. I vote for the 
person who seems to have the better 
qualifications.’

Again the Saturday man smiled a 
question. ‘Do you think it pointless to 
hand out how-to-vote leaflets?’

‘Not at all,’ Joe smiled back. You 
follow your star. Just take care not to 
be dazzled by it.’

Nest month: Joe and the mobile phone.

A ‘Broad’ Faith can  
be ‘Unfaithful’

NOW I ONLY ask that the modern reader will run his eye through 
any modern magazine or book or newspaper. he will find in 

a vast number of cases that the adjective is ornate or exquisite to 
the point of artificiality; but that the word it is applied to is entirely 
forgotten. Thus, when they say, “Give us a broad reli gion,” it is 
reasonable enough, since one religion is really broader than another. 
But every religion is a religion; that is, it ties a man to something. a 
faith can be free up to the exact point where it is unfaithful. Or, again, 
there are politicians who call themselves “independent” politicians; 
and who boast that they are not attached to any party. They are not; 
but they would very much like the party to be attached to them. They 
have some theory or proposal or other; they cannot be any broader 
than that theory or proposal. The truth is that if a man wishes to 
remain in perfect mental breadth and freedom, he had better not 
think at all. Thinking is a narrowing process. It leads to what people 
call dogma. a man who thinks hard about any subject for several 
years is in horrible danger of discovering the truth about it. This 
process is called becoming “sectarian,” also “hard ening in later 
life”; it can also be described as “giving up to party what was meant 
for mankind.” It is a terrible thing when a man really finds that his 
mind was given him to use, and not to play with; or, in other words, 
that the gods gave him a great ugly mouth with which to answer 
questions, and not merely to ask them. 

— G. K. Chesterton, The illustrated London News, October 16, 1909
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MoviEsThe Great Beauty 
(La Grande Bellezza)

Rome, the eternal city, itself a work 
of art, has inspired many other forms 
of art.  Director Paolo Sorrentino’s 
film, co-scripted by Umberto 
Contarello, is fit to be viewed with 
the greatest.  From its opening, 
serene morning sequence through 
its hedonistic bunga-bunga night-
time pandemonium to its final sunlit 
credit sequence along the river Tiber 
it moves with magisterial pace and 
authority.

All this Sorrentino and his 
cinematographer Luca Bigazzi snare 
through the cynical point of view 
of a one-novel, magazine hack, Jep 
Gambardella, played by Toni Servillo 
with the sated, elegant nonchalance 
of a man who having lost a first love 
loses a second much less innocent 
one. 

Nor does Sorrentino neglect the 
spiritual.  He shows us a worldly-
seeming cardinal whose status as an 
exorcist Gambardella questions only 
to receive a blessing.  Sorrentino 
presents a missionary, surely inspired 
by the saintly Mother Teresa.  In a 
perfect shot he and Bigazzi frame her 
surrounded by glitterati while sitting 
on a throne-like chair, her sandalled 
feet dangling and the shot reminds us 
that unless we come as little children 
we shall not enter into the kingdom 
of heaven.

Yes, it’s reminiscent of Fellini’s 
La Dolce Vita, starring Marcello 
Mastroianni as a hack.  That was 
adolescent.  The Great Beauty is 
magnificently adult. 

MHHHHHNFFV

Mandela: Long  
Walk to Freedom 

The performances of Idris Elba 
and Naomie Harris as Nelson 
Mandela and Winnie Madikizela 
Mandela provide the creative tension 
for this biopic directed by Justin 
Chadwick and scripted by William 
Nicholson from Nelson Mandela’s 
autobiography; it takes us from 
Mandela’s days as a rising lawyer to 
the period when he turned to anti-
apartheid violence for which he was 
sentenced to life imprisonment with 
hard labour.

That life imprisonment on 
Robbens Island brought him to the 
realisation that violence was not the 
way forward, a realisation that led 
to his being elected the first black 
president of South Africa.  

The movie is balanced but does 
not shy away from the disruptive 
activities of Winnie Mandela while 
her husband was imprisoned.  This 
gives it considerable authority but 
perhaps biopics should not be made 
about living legends.

MHHHNFFV

In Bob We Trust

Director Lynn-Maree Milburn’s 
documentary seeks to capture Father 
Bob Maguire, a tireless pastor and 
witty television performer.  If she 
fails, it is not from lack of effort, it 
is because her subject is an iron 
butterfly not easily pinned. 

Milburn’s focus is on the episcopal 
initiative to remove him from the 
South Melbourne parish of St 
Peter and St Paul which he resisted 

on the basis that it was a lifelong 
appointment.  

From time to time, he mentions 
‘the Romans’.  Which Romans?  
The ‘Romans’ as disparaged in his 
ancestral Scotland or the ‘Romans’ 
St Paul wrote to about ‘Doubtful 
disputations.’

Father Bob also talks of the 
monolithic church without realising 
he is subverting his complaint by 
showing how difficult it is to remove 
a veteran priest from his parish 
compared, for example, to firing a 
veteran journo (one hour to clear 
desk, and out). 

Milburn tried to bookend the 
documentary between interviews 
with comedian John Safran and 
Father Bob (got up as characters 
from Ingmar Bergman’s Seventh 
Seal).  Clever.  But Father Bob would 
not be bookended which makes for 
an appropriately wild edit, Milburn 
having as much trouble getting her 
subject off camera than his episcopal 
superiors (George Pell and Denis 
Hart) had in getting him off parish.  
To see In Bob We Trust your reviewer 
had to travel overseas (ferry to 
Cremorne where it was having its 
only Sydney screenings). 

In hindsight everything can be 
improved.  So in hindsight what 
might have been done?  Instead of 
being invited to retire from his parish, 
an offer of an HQ consultancy could 
have been made.  Father Bob Maguire 
has the rare talent of being able to 
get the media onside.  

PGHHHSFFV

Nebraska 

Not a Western set in the 
Hollywood back-lots but a wide-
open journey across the prairies from 
Montana to Nebraska by Woody 
Grant, a mechanic and Korean war 
veteran, convinced he has won a 
jackpot of one million dollars.

Bruce Dern plays Woody, as 
crustily as an over-fired apple pie. 

Dern won the role against the likes 
of Robert De Niro, Robert Duvall 
and Jack Nicholson; in a long career 
as a character-star he has never been 
better. Will Forte is his estranged son 
David who reluctantly accompanies 
him with the back up of Woody’s 
feisty wife Kate (June Squibb).

By James Murray

A Nobler 
Path

MICHAEL NOVAk: What 
do you think your book is 

saying to the bitter critics of the 
church, first of all?

George Weigel:  I hope it’s 
saying that the church is alive, 
that the liveliest parts of the 
church are those parts that 
have embraced the symphony 
of Catholic truth in full — and 
I even cherish the hope that 
some who are caught in the 
postmodern sandbox of self-
absorption faintly recognize in 
Catholicism the possibility of a 
nobler, more humanly fulfilling 
path than living according to the 
mantra of “me, myself, and I.”
— George Weigel, speaking  with Michael 
Novak of his book Evangelical Catholicism: 
Deep Reform in the 21st-Century Church. 

See “Get Ready for Catholicism 2.0.” 
Huffington Post (March 12, 2013).  
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When they reach their jackpot 
destination, they meet old friends 
and relatives who seek a share of the 
million on the basis that Woody owes 
them. Ed Pegram (Stacy Keach) is the 
most insistent outstretched hand - 
and fist.  

What happens when Woody 
goes to collect his jackpot is best 
left unsaid. But director Alexander 
Payne and scriptwriter Bob Nelson 
do conceal a lesser surprise behind a 
greater and more touching one.

MHHHHSFFV

Dallas Buyers Club

Wild rodeo western but not just 
wild with bucking broncos and 
unridable Brahman bulls.  Drugs 
are the go, both recreational and 
therapeutic, specifically anti-HIV/
AIDS peptides.  These a rodeo rider, 
Ron Woodroof, finds are unavailable 
in America but can be bought in 
Mexico. 

Solution: smuggle them across the 
Rio Grande and sell them at a profit 
on the streets of El Paso.  This puts 
Woodroof at odds with Food and 
Drug Administration agents but not 
with his physician Dr Eve Saks..

Matthew McConaughey plays 
Woodroof with desperate but brave 
abandon.  Jennifer Garner is Eve 
Saks equally desperate to maintain a 
professional bedside manner.

Director Jean-Marc Vallee, working 
from a fact-based script by Craig 
Borten and Melissa Wallack, brings 
a fresh sharp eye to the TexMex 
locations. Woodroof?  He lives to ride 
again.  

Amid the movie discussions of 
medication, no room could be found 
for the Atlantic magazine point 
that in the US for the first time a 
public health issue: HIV/AIDS was 
trammelled by the civil right of the 
patient not to reveal contacts.

MA15+HHHNFFV

12 Years a Slave

For his basic material director 
Steve McQueen went back to 
1883 and the autobiography of 
Solomon Northrup, a freed slave 
living prosperously in Washington 
with his wife and children who was 
kidnapped and returned to slavery on 
a Louisiana cotton plantation.

Chiwetel Ejiofor plays Northrup 
broken again to slavery yet retaining 
his hunger for freedom.  Paul 
Giamatti comes on as slave trader, 
Paul Dano as a whip-wielding 
overseer, Benedict Cumberbatch as 
a relatively benign plantation owner.  
Michael Fassbender is the opposite 
of benign when he takes over the 
plantation. 

The Northrup book gives 
McQueen scenes not filmed before, 
scenes involving the slaves being 
roused in the night to entertain 
guests by jigging around.

Yet it has to be said that some of 
McQueen’s cotton-picking sequences 
look like out-takes from the great 
television series Roots. 

The surprise of the movie is Brad 
Pitt as a genial builder who assists 
Northrup in his return to freedom.  
An end title informs us that Solomon 
Northrup died free but his burial 
place is unknown.  [See ’12 years as a 
Slave’p.53 this issue]

MA15+HHHNFFV

Night Train to Lisbon

The pas,t as much as Lisbon, is the 
destination of this thriller, unusual in 
that its thrills are literary.  And more 
complicated than any railway signal 
box. 

Turns on a book within a novel by 
Pascal Mercier, it is directed by Bille 

August from a script by Greg Latter 
and Ulrich Herrmann.

Jeremy Irons stars as Swiss scholar 
Raimund Gregorius who becomes 
fascinated by the book found after he 
rescues a suicidal woman Estafania 
(Melanie Laurent) from a bridge in 
Berne.

Estafania and the book’s author 
Amadeu do Prado (Jack Huston) 
are Portuguese.  Arrived in Lisbon, 
Gregorius meets do Prado’s sister 
Adriana (Charlotte Rampling) and, 
after an accident, a sympathetic 
optician Mariana (Martina Gedeck).  

August uses flashbacks to show 
do Prado was a member of a group 
of students including one with the 
mighty name Jorge O’Kelly (August 
Diehl as the younger O’Kelly, Bruno 
Ganz as the older). 

Led by Estafania they aim to bring 
down Portugal’s Salazar regime and 
are under secret police surveillance.  
But it is internal love-hate feuding 
rather than the surveillance that 
brings them undone.

The film is an international 
co-production which erodes its 
plausibility: all the Anglophone actors 
do fake foreign accents, not only 
Irons and Rampling but, in lesser 
roles, Tom Courtenay and the great 
Christopher Lee.

August does, however, end the 
movie with a two-shot of Gregorius 
and Mariana on a railway platform.  
There Martina Gedeck lifts the whole 
complicated shebang with one of the 
greatest of movie love lines. 

MHHHNFFV

The Counselor

Ridley (Blade Runner) Scott 
directs this thriller.  But it is Cormac 
(The Road) McCarthy’s script that 
creates its fascination.  Michael 
Fassbender comes on in the title role, 
a cool lawyer embroiled with a crazy 
nightclub owner (Javier Bardem) 
in a deal to import drugs across the 
border from Mexico to the US. 

Also involved are Cameron Diaz 
and Penelope Cruz as respectively 
mistress and fiancee of the nightclub 
owner and the Counselor. 

Louche scenes contrast with gory 
mayhem and a sequence where 
trained cheetahs go hunting in the 
desert though the notice ‘No jack 

Official 
Classifications key

G: for general exhibit ion; 
P G : p a r e n t a l  g u i d a n c e 
r e c o m m e n d e d  f o r 
persons under 15 years ; 
M 15+: recommended for 
mature audiences 15 years and 
over; MA 15+: restrictions apply 
to persons under the age of 15; 
R 18+: Restricted to adults,  
18 years and over.

Annals supplementary 
advice

SFFV: Suitable For Family Viewing; 
NFFV: Not For Family Viewing.
TBA:  classification to be 

announced

Annals Nov_Dec 2013.indb   60 6/12/13   11:31 AM



Ann Als Austr Al AsiA  61  november/december 2013

Got Talent on television (your 
reviewer’s cab-driver had. She tried 
to show it to him on her smart phone 
as she drove him home from the 
preview).

Directed by David Frankel, Corden 
brings a tubby amiability to the role 
and mimes magnificently to the voice 
of Potts whose encounter with a 
sceptical Pavarotti look-alike in Venice 
is more convincing than his romance 
with a fellow music student.

PGHHHHSFFV

o n My Way 
(Elle s’en Va)

Bettie lives above a charming but 
unprofitable village restaurant in 
Brittany she runs with the help of her 
mother.  A relentless chain smoker 
Bettie takes to the road in search of 
cigarettes, her vehicle disappointingly 
a Mercedes, not a vintage Citroen 
Light 15, the most romantic vehicle 
ever built. 

Emmanuelle Bercot and Jerome 
Tonnere created the story and role 
of Bettie for Catherine Deneuve who 
brings to it vintage star power as 
her search for cigarettes results in a 
re-union with her estranged daughter 
Muriel (French popstar Camille). 

To ward off ennui, there’s a bratty 
grandson and an autumnal romance. 

surpassing excitement which also 
serve to introduce the rival young 
bravos Tybalt (Ed Westwick) and 
Mercutio (Christian Cooke).  

 Aside from emblems and rituals, 
there is no attempt to underscore 
Shakespeare’s hidden Catholic 
subtext that relates to Elizabethan 
Catholic-Protestant tensions.  

There is a deal of overscoring 
in Abel Korzeniowski’s music.  It 
is so overwhelming that it gives the 
impression he was composing for a 
silent movie with his music not the 
words designed to carry the emotion. 

Yet Carlei and Fellowes 
contrive a final bit of business for 
Benvolio (Kodi Smit-McPhee) that 
Shakespeare himself might have 
applauded.  

MHHHHSFFV

o ne Chance

Encouraged by his mother 
(Julie Walters) discouraged by his 
steelworker father (Colm Meaney), 
Paul Potts (James Corden) dreams of 
leaving his humdrum job as a mobile 
phone salesman and becoming an 
opera singer, thus impressing his 
internet girlfriend (Alexandra Roach).

The fanciful stuff of an Ealing 
romantic comedy?  Not to anyone 
who has seen Paul Potts win Britain’s 

rabbit was injured in the making of 
this film’ does not appear at the end. 

Diaz and Cruz have beguilement 
DNA. Bardem can do cunning 
lunacy. But Fassbender dominates, 
his coolness disintegrating into the 
realisation that he has put his fiancée 
and himself into a deadly cul de sac.

McCarthy has obviously done his 
research.  The ramshackle vehicle 
used in the smuggling is both 
realistically ingenious and a pun on 
drugs.  

MA15+HHHNFFV

Austenland

As the title indicates this is a 
romantic comedy for fans of Jane 
Austen’s novels such as Pride and 
Prejudice, Sense and Sensibility and 
Mansfield Park. 

Director Jerusha Hess, who 
co-wrote the script with Shannon 
Hale, author of the original novel, 
sets the movie in a country house 
in modern England where players 
entertain paying guests by acting out 
Austen roles and scenes. Butlin’s in a 
crinoline if you like.

Its star visitor is New Yorker 
Jane Hayes (Keri Russell) who 
finds the make-believe turning into 
a complicated reality as two of the 
players vie seriously for her affections. 

 To say more would be to spoil the 
movie’s persuasion.

 PGHHHHSFFV

Romeo & Juliet

Director Carlo Carlei has 
assembled a splendid cast for his and 
scriptwriter Julian Fellowes’s take 
on Shakespeare’s imperishable love 
story.  Paul Giamatti is Friar Laurence, 
Lesley Manville, the Nurse, Damien 
Lewis and Natascha McElhone, Lord 
and Lady Capulet, Tomas Arana 
and Laura Morante,  Lord and Lady 
Montague.  

 Douglas Booth and Hailee 
Steinfeld are Romeo and Juliet, 
offspring of rival Montagues and 
Capulets.  He plays with heartfelt 
swagger; she, graceful in period 
costume, is unrecognisable as the 
frontier-tough waif of True Grit.

With its Italian locations the 
romance is never far from the 
Franco Zeffirelli version of Verona.  
Carlei and Fellowes open a scene of 

Russian o rthodox and 
Stalin-era collusion

ThE hEad of Ukraine’s Greek Catholic Church has warned that ties with 
Russian Orthodox Christians are being marred by the Orthodoxs’ failure 

to admit complicity in the persecution of Greek Catholics under Soviet rule, 
writes Jonathan Luxmoore. 

‘The ability to apologise indicates a living Christian conscience, which is 
a precondition for the so-called healing of memories,’ Sviatoslav Shevchuk, 
Major archbishop of Kiev-Galicia and Patriarch of the Ukrainian Byzantine 
Rite Catholic Church, said in an interview with Ukraine’s dien daily. ‘The 
Russian Orthodox Church was used by Stalin’s regime for our Church’s 
forced liquidation. The fact that there’s been no symbolic reconciliation 
between us is a very serious obstacle to the development of inter-church 
relations.’ 

The Greek Catholic Church, which combines the Eastern rite with 
loyalty to Rome, was dissolved as a Westernising influence and declared 
‘reunited’ with Russian Orthodoxy in February 1946, two years after Ukraine’s 
reoccupation by the Red army, by a Soviet engineered synod in Lviv. Most 
Greek Catholic priests and bishops were despatched to prisons and labour 
camps, where many died, while the Church’s 2,272 parishes were closed or 
transferred with their properties to Orthodox use. archbishop Shevchuk said 
discussions about the ‘Lviv pseudo-synod’ remained ‘at a complete standstill’.

— The Tablet, London, March 17, 2012.
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 The satirical TV show scenes 
enacted with toothy brilliance by 
Caesar Flickerman (Stanley Tucci) 
and Effie Trinket (Elizabeth Banks) 
have lost some of their bite compared 
to actual breakfast, noon and night, 
chat shows with Network Ten’s Studio 
10 setting a new nadir for teeth, 
smiles and banality.

 Does Katniss survive?  Silly 
question.  She must, again and again: 
two more sequels are scheduled to 
make a total of four from the three 
Hunger Games books.

MHHHSFFV

Carrie

There are remakes and remakes.  
About this one, directed by 
Kimberley Peirce, with Chloe Grace 
Moretz in the title role and Julianne 
Moore as her batty mother, the 
obvious question must be asked: did 
it have to be remade?

All that has been added to the 
original Brian De Palma version 
starring, Sissy Spacek and Piper 
Laurie, is more buckets of gore and 
gratuitous use of religious images.  

MA15+HNFFV

Enough Said

No movie credit for that immortal 
hack, Samuel Johnson, who 
remarked that for a man to remarry 
after an unhappy marriage was the 
triumph of hope over experience.  
Yet his line is the basis of writer/
director Nicole Holofcener’s smart 
romantic comedy.

The hopeful is an archivist (James 
Gandolfini) who at a party meets 
a masseuse (Julia Louis-Dreyfus) 
who pays housecalls and a poet 
(Catherine Keener).  Holofcener puts 
a double twist on the triangle that 
mixes surprise and delight. 

Gandolfini’s recent death adds 
poignancy to his playing.  Julia 
Louise-Dreyfus proves that she, 
not Jerry Seinfeld, held his TV 
comedy series together, giving the 
series about nothing its charm and 
humanity. 

Holofcener seems to be 
suggesting that the new marital norm 
is muddling along.  Statistics on 
second (and more) marriages do not 
support her.

MHHHNFFV

The Hunger Games: 
Catching Fire

She’s back: the archer Katniss 
Everdeen, created by Suzanne Collins 
in her best-selling Hunger Games 
books about a post-catastrophe 
state, Panem (play on panis, Latin 
for bread?); there the gap between 
the Capital rich and the district poor 
is bridged annually by the Hunger 
Games where young ’uns compete to 
be the equivalent of the last person 
standing at the equivalent of an 
ABC-staff rich list.

As played by Jennifer Lawrence, 
Katniss is the intrepid love-child of 
Clark Kent (alias Superman) and his 
fellow journo Lois Lane.  Lawrence 
does, however, add enough irony to 
keep the role from going soggy.  Josh 
Hutcherson, her companion Peeta, 
aids her.  And Donald Sutherland is 
back as Panem’s benignly sinister 
President Snow with Philip Seymour 
Hoffman impersonating a media 
adviser able to match Snow in 
ambiguity. 

 Suzanne Collins did not work on 
the script of this one as she did on the 
inaugural movie script.  Maybe that’s 
why new director Francis Lawrence 
and new writers Simon Beaufoy 
and Michael Arndt overemphasise 
computer generated special effects as 
against character conflict. 

Fans of French cinema will appreciate 
the references to old masters Truffaut 
and Renoir.

MA15+HHHNFFV

Inside Llewyn Davis

The writer/director brothers, Joel 
and Ethan Coen, make noire movies 
but usually tend to let in chinks 
of mirth.  Not in this one about the 
titular folksinger guitarist with only 
one song to lift him to Bob Dylan 
stardom.

Ambition and world weariness 
are the keynotes of Oscar Isaac’s 
performance as Davis. Carey Mulligan 
is the equivalently weary and foul-
mouthed friend Davis impregnates.  
While assisting her to an abortion, he 
shifts from his agent’s office to gigs in 
Sixties Greenwich Village basement 
clubs with musos who include 
Justin Timberlake, the comfortable 
apartment of friends, crash pads and 
a road trip from New York to Chicago 
and back.  

The brothers Coen do go for a 
twist.  But it is not the facile twist 
of a climactic triumph.  Davis meets 
Fate, boldly personified by a back-
lane knuckleman, not once but twice. 
Yet like many aspiring artists, he 
does not - cannot - see that he is into 
repetition, doomed to fail though his 
one song may linger on.  

Lenten not Christmas fare.
MAHHHNFFV

Kill Your Darlings

Directed by John Krokidas 
co-writer with Austin Bunn who 
rediscovered the story of the alleged 
killing of Lucien Carr (Dane De 
Haan) by David Kammerer (Michael 
C Hall), a killing that brought 
together three dark eminences of 
the Beat generation:  William S 
Burroughs, Jack Kerouac and Allen 
Ginsburg. 

As the literary and homosexual 
circumstances of the killing unfold, 
Ben Foster plays Burroughs with fine 
chilly madness.  Jack Huston gets 
Kerouac’s tough vulnerability.  As 
the homosexual Ginsburg, Daniel 
Radcliffe has come a considerable 
way.  But fans of his Harry Potter may 
wonder if he is heading in the right 
direction.

MA15+HHNFFV

KEVIN TAN
[02] 9310 4701

Restoration work is our specialty.

STATUES
IN NEED OF AID?

HELP IS AS 
CLOSE AS YOUR

PHONE!

If you have 
plaster statues 
or ornaments 

that need 
re-painting or 
re-plastering 

contact:
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To see/order our full range of olive wood carvings 
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click on the on-line store.

Bethlehem Star with 
candle

Flight into
Egypt

Christmas Card with 
ornament

Individually pieced small 
Nativity Sets

Christmas
ornaments
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Darwin, the backdoor of Australia, had become the capital of the Northern Territory.

MORE MEMORIES OF THE  
BISHOP WITH 150 WIv ES

By Sister Elizabeth Little FDNSC

OR TWENTY-SEVEN 
years  Father  Franc i s 
Xavier Gsell, MSC was 
the priest in charge of the 
Bathurst Island Mission 
as well as being the 
Apostolic Administrator 

of the Northern Territory - an area that 
covered more than half a million square 
miles. It was part of his duty within this 
role to offer spiritual help and support 
when required to the sparse population 
of aborigines and others scattered 
throughout the length and the breadth 
of the Northern Territory - no trifling 
matter when one stops to consider 
the challenges of distance, isolation 
and loneliness, the struggle to make a 
living, coupled with the harshness of the 
climate.

At this point Father Gsell shares with 
us the next sequence of events.

‘And now, as I approach my sixty-
sixth birthday, my life as an ordinary 
missionary was coming to an end. In 
1938 the Holy See nominated me 
Bishop of Darwin. Should I, I ask 
myself, be worthy of a position which 
placed me in charge of a diocese as 
vast as a kingdom, yet one which was 
hardly emerging from limbo? Indeed, 
I heard of my nomination with mixed 
feelings, with fear and trembling 
and yet as something dear to me, 
as if I heard the well-known Voice 
whispering: “Well done, thou good 
and faithful servant ...” and the then 
Apostolic Delegate adding, “Go on, go 
ahead!” ‘
Until this time the title of the Diocese 

had been the Diocese of Victoria and 
Palmerston. According to Father Gsell 
this title had lost all meaning, for 
Darwin, the backdoor of Australia, had 
become the capital of the Northern 
Territory. 

Father Gsell therefore suggested an 
alteration. This alteration was endorsed 

by Rome. At the same time a further 
alteration was made to the Diocese when 
the Torres Strait Islands, with Thursday 
Island as ‘capital’, was removed from 
the vicariate of Papua New Guinea and 
incorporated into the Diocese of Darwin, 
where it was thought communication 
would be more readily accessible.

Father Gsell was consecrated as 
the first Bishop of Darwin on June 5, 
1938 in the Church of Our Lady of the 
Sacred Heart at Randwick, NSW. The 
celebration that followed reunited many 
who had come to know Bishop Gsell, 
one of whom was Mr. Pickford who had 
welcomed him to Port Darwin in 1906. 
In his writings the Bishop reflects on 
the events that had transpired since that 
time.

What a long way we had come 
since those pioneering days. I found 
it difficult, as I thought of them, to 
realize that here I was now invested 
with the fullest authority of the 
priesthood. My poor heart overflowed 
with the fullest gratitude to the Sacred 
Heart for all the blessings I had 
received, for all the gracious support 
and help, for the joys and sufferings, 

for the failures and, because it must 
be admitted to His glory, for the 
successes.1

On his way back to Darwin 
from Sydney, Bishop Gsell took the 
opportunity to call into the newest 
addition to the Diocese of Darwin, 
Thursday Island. Here he spent three 
pleasant weeks with the priest-in-charge, 
Fr. Taylor, MSC and the residents of 
the area. Bishop Gsell summed up this 
visit thus:  ‘I carried away with me an 
excellent impression’. 

There was little time for Bishop 
Gsell to celebrate his consecration with 
his people in the Northern Territory, 
for there were concerns that there was 
trouble brewing to the north of Australia 
and tensions were growing. The 
bombing of Pearl Harbour and the fall 
of Singapore prompted the authorities to 
evacuate the women and children from 
Darwin. What followed is now written 
into history as Darwin and Australia 
faced one of their darkest hours.

Following the initial attacks on 
Darwin by Japanese aircraft, the 
Administrator, Mr. Abbott, arranged to 
have many of the civilians evacuated 
from Darwin to Alice Springs, a distance 
of almost 1300 km, with some moving 
further south almost 2,400 km, to 
Carrieton in South Australia. 

Bishop Gsell followed his Flock to 
Alice Springs, which was a part of his 
Diocese, leaving Father Henschke MSC 
Brother Quinn MSC and the army 
chaplains, Fathers Frank Flynn MSC 
and John Cosgrove MSC in Darwin, 
to provide support, both spiritual and 
material, to the members of the armed 
forces. The fact that the Masses that were 
offered every Sunday were crowded 
bore testimony to the need of the troops 
for prayerful solace and peace.

From the early years of Bishop Gsell’s 
time as Apostolic Administrator and 

australian CatholiC history

Still not 
Dispelled

WE MaY, perhaps, find it 
hard to restore to England 

those pristine virtues, that tone 
and temper, which made her 
what she is; but at any rate we 
(I and a host of others) can 
offer her the means of dispelling 
her ignorance concerning the 
Eastern races with whom she is 
continually in contact.

— Richard Burton, in his Preface to his 
translation of the Thousand Nights and 
One Night, Subscribers ed.[1885-1888] 

vol.1, pp.23-24.
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during his years as Bishop, diocesan 
centres were established throughout 
the half million square miles which 
comprised the diocese. 

Although Bathurst Island was a place 
that was very close to his heart, Bishop 
Gsell came to know the other areas as 
well - Alice Springs and Darwin, Tennant 
Creek and the mainland missions of 
Arltunga and Port Keats, the missions 
of Thursday Island, Melville Island 
and the Channel Islands. He regularly 
visited other centres such as Katherine 
and made long bush journeys, calling at 
cattle stations and isolated settlements.

It appeared that Bishop Gsell was 
loved and respected by more people 
than just the Catholics.  Fr Frank Flynn 
MSC, in his book Northern Gateway, 
wrote:

Bishop Gsell won the hearts of 
all Territorians by defying the then 
Minister for the Interior (Mr Johnson) 
over the compulsory acquisition of 
church lands in Darwin. In January, 
1946, the Darwin Lands Acquisition 
Act became law. All property owners 
in Darwin had to surrender their titles 
to the Government and accept payment 
at the departmental valuation. Land 
experts and town planners drew up 
an entire new plan, for what was to 
become the ‘model’ tropical city of 
Darwin.
Bishop Gsell wrote to the Prime 

Minister and refused point blank to 
hand over ‘his’ land. He said if the 
Commonwealth offered him one million 
pounds he would refuse it. Substantially 
he won his point. The Government 
permitted the Church to stay where it 
was. Her perpetual leasehold title – plus 
the living presence of a great cathedral 
on the site of Bishop Gsell’s early 
labours - now guaranteed permanent 
occupancy.

Bishop Gsell resigned from the 
Episcopal See of Darwin in 1949 
firmly believing that a younger person 
was needed to carry on the Apostolic 
administration of such a complex and 
vast Diocese. At that time he told those 
from all denominations who were 
gathered for his public farewell:

Something has been done during 
these 40 years ... I scattered the seeds 
in tears, but I gathered the fruits in 
joy. I look back with sadness because 
I am leaving the place, to which I am 
much endeared, and as a father is sad 
when he is separated from his child, 
I am very sad indeed to be separated 

from my child - the Northern Territory. 
But although the distance will be great, 
for the heart and mind there is no 
distance. The Northern Territory will 
always be in my heart and mind . 
During his retirement Bishop Gsell 

was cared for by the Daughters of Our 
Lady of the Sacred Heart in their hospital 
at Randwick, NSW. On July 12, 1960, 
aged 88, this great missionary was called 
by God to his eternal reward. He was 
mourned by black and white, humble 
and exalted, young and old.  

He did not spare himself as he tried 
to spread the Good News, the Gospel 
story of God’s great love for every 

person as he lived out the motto of his 
Congregation, the Missionaries of the 
Sacred Heart:

May the Sacred Heart of 
Jesus be everywhere loved!

Sr. elizaBeth little FDNSC, has spent most of 
her life in Education. 27 of those years were spent 
in the Northern Territory;  and for 17 years she 
was Principal in Wadeye [Port Keats].  She also 
taught and was principal at schools in Warrumi 
Yanga [Bathurst Island], Darwin, Alice Springs 
and Nightcliff. She has just been elected Provincial 
Superior of the Australian Daughters of Our Lady 
of the Sacred Heart and will take up this new role 
in mid-January 2014. 

New from Chevalier Press
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AND FIRST CHRONICLES 

   

Introductory Commentaries

Michael Fallon, MSC
The two Books of Samuel tell the story of the beginnings of the 
monarchy in Israel, first King Saul and then King David. The stories speak 
of what the nation and its leaders are called to be. Hence the central role 
of the prophet Samuel and the inclusion of these writings among the 
Prophetic Scrolls. Writing some centuries after the Books of Samuel, the 
author of the First Book of Chronicles revisits the story of King David, 
portraying him as the ideal king, and tracing back to him the religious 
practices that were current in the Judaism of the fourth century BC. 
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