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Photography and Beauty 
Colleen Pesci 

   The light of the morning sun burns the sky 
with rays of gold, waking the city. The wrin-
kles of my great aunt line her face with tales 
of the past, to be discovered through long 
afternoon conversations. Montana mountains 
loom over valleys, crystal lakes gleam and 
stretch to rest at the base of splendor. The 
synchronized laughter of mother and daugh-
ter with uncanny similarity caught in a cele-
bration. The still frame.  
   We experience, we capture, and we archive. 
Then what? As a closet photographer I have 
struggled with the idea of art as I captured 
moment after moment over the past decade. 
With the development of digital photography 
these captured moments became ever so frequent. At one point 
I turned on my computer and I was overwhelmed by the thou-
sands of moments I had captured yet forgotten. Photography 
was no longer an art to me, it was supplementing my memory.  
   Upon this realization I vowed to put down my digital camera 
and return to film. There is a risk to film photography, the mo-
ments captured in frames with no certainty in their release. Only 
when you have successfully developed the roll, bypassing all the 
possible moments of premature exposure to light, can you mar-
vel in the still frame. Cont’d on Next Page 
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Hmm, how "Pinteresting” 
Catherine Huss 

   The world has quickly become a more 
creative and crafty place thanks to the re-
cent advent of "Pinterest," an exclusive 
website where members can "pin" links to a 
virtual bulletin board to share with others 
on the Internet. Some popular boards are 
"Kids," "For the Home," and "Wedding." 
Recently, I have found myself perusing the 
site. Upon spotting a sweet project to reup-
holster an antique chair, I thought Man, I 
can't wait until I have a home of my own to do 
projects like this! Or similarly, I have come 
across a recipe to make homemade play 
dough for a fraction of the price of the real 

stuff, and I pin it to my "One Day- Kids" board. 
   The other day I was reading Jackie Kendall and Debbie Jones' 
book "Lady in Waiting." The book tells the story of a young 
woman living on her own eating off paper plates every night 
because she was saving her fine china for when she gets mar-
ried. However, she realized there is no guarantee she will get 
married, and it is possible that she will spend the rest of her life 
eating from paper plates. She would miss the opportunity to use 
her china if she waits for a wedding day that may never come. 
    Cont’d on Next Page 

The Banner of  the Cross: How God’s Love Transcends our Political Games 
Tim DeCelle 

   Very soon, the leaves will fall, the temperature will ease, and a new season will be here. Unfortunately, we will not only experi-
ence the cold of the autumn morning but also the usual chill of the divisive and polarizing atmosphere that is the election season. 
Every year we are told that “this is the most important election of your life!” It is a statement with the usual hyperbole and is a pre-
dictably dire, dramatic plea for your vote. It is assumed that your vote, if not for the “right” candidate, will somehow result in the 
end of human civilization. Christians will, no doubt, tell you which party Jesus MUST belong to and which party, therefore, you 
must belong to as well. 
   This is an attitude that tears at the Christian unity that Jesus so desperately prays for before his crucifixion. We find in John’s 
Gospel that he prays for his disciples who “do not belong to the world any more than I belong to the world,” in order that “they 
may all be one” (Jn. 17:16, 21). It is an ugly fact that one often sees at election time Christians fighting one another in order to con-
vince each other who the “real” and “true” Christian ought to vote for. This attitude reduces the transcendent message of Jesus 
into a petty battle over who has the right politics and policies. Who cares about Jesus, then, when you’re on the correct side of the 
political divide? 
   This is not, however, the example of Christ. His closest followers, those whom he chose as his personal disciples, contained both 
Matthew the tax collector and Simon the Zealot. The gulf between their political positions was far more violent and extreme than 
today’s liberals and conservatives. Yet, Jesus called them not to some greater political message, but rather to a new way of thinking 
about how we relate to those in the world. The law of love, which crosses all political and social boundaries, is meant to unite all 
persons under the banner of God’s beautiful love for humanity and not the flag of a particular political party. 
   Why, then, do we have to choose between two parties or two ideologies? Why are we so compelled by the media and by the fab-
ric of our social structures to fall into one category or the other? Doesn’t Jesus ask us to transcend these flimsy and lifeless political 
options and to transform the entire binary itself? Doesn’t the life of love and the entire vision of the cross ask us to care more fun-
damentally about how we relate to God and neighbor in our daily lives? Doesn’t Jesus offer us a new way to think about our en-
gagement with the world? I pray this election season that we may look at Jesus and see not the political battles that swirl about his 
name but rather the banner of the cross which waves above it all, signaling a new way to change the world. 
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Cont’d from  Beauty 
With this risk, I once again became aware of the moment, not allowing my mem-
ory to rely on the outcome of the capture. The beauty became fleeting but I 
knew there had to have been more.         
   With the click of the shutter came an acute awareness of the moment. The 
reflection of the light, the crisp clear water of the river, and the sound of the 
laughter pulsing through my veins, rattling my bones, beckoning my lungs to 
gasp for air. I wasn’t capturing a memory anymore, I was grasping for beauty, a 
beauty that directed me towards something else, towards the Infinite. The sub-
script of a friend’s email sends me a quote by C.S. Lewis from The Weight of Glory, 
“We do not want merely to see beauty… We want something else which can 

hardly be put into words – to 
be united with the beauty we 
see, to pass into it, to receive it 
into ourselves, to bathe in it, to 
become part of it… At present 
we are on the outside of the 
world, the wrong side of the 
door. We cannot mingle with 
the splendors we see. But all 
the leaves of the New Testa-
ment are rustling with the ru-
mor that it will not always be 
so. Some day, God willing, we 
shall get in.” I grasp at beauty 
because it is infinite, because I 
want to be a part of it. It is the 
reflection of Christ. It is Christ. 
Standing in front of these mo-
ments, with the shutter at my 
fingertips, I am beckoned to 
sing Alleluia.  

Cont’d from Hmm how “Pinteresting” 

   I then made the connection that this is exactly 
what I have been doing with my Pinterest ac-
count. With almost every image I pin, it is fol-
lowed with the thought I can't wait until X happens 
so I can put this idea to use. But what is stopping me 
from engaging in these activities right now? Not 
one of us is guaranteed tomorrow. Not one of us 
is promised a wedding to plan, children of our 
own to play with, a home to decorate or a spouse 
to cook for.   
   I realized I should live in the here and now. 
Christ calls us to love those He has put in our 
lives right now. One way I can serve Christ by 
serving others is using the gifts, talents and de-
sires I have been given. I can make that home-
made play dough for my nieces and nephews. I 
can help my engaged friend make her fun do-it-
yourself centerpieces for her wedding. That paint 
color I've been dying to try on my walls? Instead 
I can offer to paint something for my elderly 
neighbor. Instead of waiting for a husband to 
cook amazingly delicious meals for, I can use 
those great recipes on a mom who recently gave 
birth from Church or a family who just lost a 
loved one.  
   My life doesn't start when I get married, or 
have kids, or buy a house. I can live my life serv-
ing Christ right now, by enjoying it and helping 
those put in my life at this moment. And if ever I 
get married, have kids and buy a house, I will 
have had a lot of practice. 

Flow 
Emily Stevens 

   If no one objects, I’m going to review a book that is currently in my queue. Meaning I haven’t read it. Yet. It is tucked neatly 
behind The Brothers Karamazov, between Gardening for Dummies and Bossypants. This is really more of a concept review. The book was a 
doctoral dissertation before it hit the press, and, once it did, psychology buffs and corporate executives alike dropped their pens to 
listen. The actual book is called Flow: The Psychology of Optimal Experience. The author, Mihaly Csikszentmihalyi, is a psychology pro-
fessor at the University of Chicago.  
    Csikszentmihalyi’s exploration of the psychology of happiness and innovation led him to a construct which he named flow. He 
describes flow as the experience of immersion in a skilled activity such that the mind catches a wave of rhythmic engagement, which 
it finds to be both perfectly challenging and deeply satisfying. Sound familiar? His assertion is actually audacious and it grabbed my 
attention: flow is the reason happy people are happy. Apparently, people report deeper satisfaction during meaningful work than they do 
amidst what they describe as leisure. The pleasure one might chase through a gripping novel or a primetime series is meanwhile 
lingering in the chance to decorate a cake or fix a leaky faucet. This is not to say that leisure is futile. It just fails to compare to the 
happiness of being suitably occupied. So he says, anyway. 
   After the impulse to fill my Amazon cart like an eager disciple subsided, I caught myself pondering how vaguely familiar this all 
sounded. In fact, the founder of modern Christian monasticism taught something of the sort. The secret to the good life—he ar-
gued—is this: prayer and work. In a word, flow. Saint Benedict of Nursia’s teachings were so popular that millions of people have 
sold all that they own to live a life founded on this principle. To this day, his monks quietly experience what their religion has 
taught for thousands of years: man is built for work and for contemplation of the great mysteries of the universe.  
   Work satisfies the heart as man expresses his inherent urge to create, to make, and to make of himself what he wasn’t before. 
Prayer is the reciprocal engagement in which man finds the paradox of present satisfaction met with ever increasing longing and 
desire to chart into deeper and deeper waters of the soul. Sounds pretty complex, but apparently it’s really not. Meaningful invest-
ment in daily duties and purposeful activities is my best shot at happiness. Saint Benedict would add: an active contemplation of 
the Life that lives and moves in me. However you spin it, both of these guys would agree that more flow means more fulfillment. 
And this leaves me hopeful. Hopeful that my queue of endless to-do’s, including the challenge of daily prayer, is a list of joys 
within my reach.  
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