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January is the Coolest Month 
Zita Larson 

   When I hear the word fellowship, I cringe at 
the thought of awkward gatherings, small talk, 
and laughing at jokes that aren’t funny. I’ve 
never been a big social person, but at the bid-
ding of the social butterfly in my friends, I 
risked the dreaded fellowship and made the 
trek to downtown St. Paul, leaving the coziness 
of my living room, still shining from the barn 
lights on my Christmas tree and serenaded by 
the heat emitting from my radiators. Concern-
ing winter, Shakespeare may have spoken truth 
that “thy breath is rude;” however, any true 
Minnesotan knows the delight of winter: the 
beauty of dazzling trees, the joy of skiing down 
Snelling Ave, and the kindness that the snow 
inspires in people to help push cars from the icy ruts of unplowed 
streets. Any true Minnesotan knows why most people dread the 
cold and raise their eyebrows at the sight of someone making a 
snow angel, for they’ve never known the cure for winter days: 
seasonal beers, spicy hot chocolate, snow sculpting masterpieces, 
live music, furnacing foods, and brushing shoulders with your 
fellow Minnesotans. Yes, when it comes to the St. Paul Winter 
Carnival, Minnesota knows how to throw a party, and it is good 
enough to sacrifice a warm night indoors for an adventure in good 
ol’ downtown St Paul. 
   All it took was a New York journalist condemning St. Paul as 
“another Siberia, unfit for human habitation in the winter” to be-
gin a Minnesota Winter Revolution in 1886.  Since then, the Win-
ter Carnival has founded culturally rich traditions of royal families, 
the Order of Fire and Brimstone, and the Vulcans. All this helps 
build a community by bringing its members together to support its 
city and economy while having a grand time. I’m never going to 
jump at the chance to go to parties or meet strangers, I love my 
city and because of that, it is my duty to support this annual event. 
In the Psalms we are told “how good and how pleasant it is for 
brethren to dwell together in unity.” This unity is not simply iso-
lated to the smaller communities of one’s parish, work, family, or 
school; it includes the broader community of one’s own city. The 
St. Paul Winter Carnival exists for more than entertainment or 
good food and drink; it is a gathering of people finding warmth in 
the company of their community, and perhaps that is one of the 
purposes of God creating such a thing as winter. 
   To counteract the discomforts of seasons there are many cures: 
rain boots for spring puddles, cool lakes for hot summer days, and 
bulky wool sweaters for autumn. For winter, the St. Paul Winter 
Carnival brings warmth and worth to the rude breath of winter. 
Call it fellowship if you want, but even that won’t stop me from 
strapping on a pair of skates, standing under a palm tree made of 
ice, burning my tongue on hot chocolate, proving an over confi-
dent New Yorker wrong, and most importantly, participating in 
creating unity in my city.  
St. Paul Winter Carnival Dates: January 24th-February 3rd. 

Rediscovering Catholic i sm  

January is the Cruelest Month 
Tim DeCelle 

   If, as T.S. Eliot says, April is the cruelest 
month, then January must be a close second. 
Family celebrations, gifts, parties, and holi-
days have come and gone. We are left with 
the chilling, brute facts of winter: it is cold, 
dark, and quiet. January is the great existential 
month marked by its silent anxiety, the month 
where we come to terms with our own mor-
tality, our own sense of purpose and place. It 
is the month that we wonder not only what 
resolutions we should make, but what, really, 
is the point of making all those resolutions 
anyway?  
   I am struck by the quiet of this time of year. 
We are led to think of how little quiet we ever 

have, and we do not know what to do with it. This thought struck 
René Pascal, who wrote, “I have often said that the sole cause of 
man’s unhappiness is that he does not know how to stay quietly in 
his room.” We do not know how to face our own self. If we did 
face that self, what would we find? A substantial whole, a known 
entity, a being whose questions are easily answered? I think that 
we would be confounded by greater mysteries and deeper ques-
tions.  
  Are you really always yourself? Were you born to be who you are 
today, with all of your character traits and identities? Even if we 
cannot answer these questions with certainty, there is meaning to 
be found in this dilemma. By recognizing our problem, perhaps a 
transcendent solution will present itself, somewhat unexpected 
and wholly other. 
   Thus, we reach our January angst. Thus, the abyss of the self. 
One of the remarkable things about our Christian faith is that we 
believe that Jesus Christ faced the heart of this very abyss before 
his crucifixion. While in the garden of Gethsemane, Jesus is “alone 
on earth,” Pascal writes, “not merely with no one to feel and share 
his agony, but with no one even to know of it. Heaven and he are 
the only ones to know.” In other words, the Christian faith is real-
ist to its core. It believes in a God who became like any one of us 
in order to take on the greatest human suffering imaginable. God 
does not take us out of our sufferings but stands there with us, 
grasping our shoulder as we shake in fury and despair.  
  God does not promise a paradise on earth, but rather something 
altogether different: a real fellowship with him and his people. It is 
a fellowship of radical abandonment and otherness. When we 
encounter Jesus, we are not simply encountering a wise teacher, 
but rather he who has plunged the depths of our greatest suffer-
ing, of all life and death, and who promises to transform their very 
meaning. When Pascal experienced Christ, he did not necessarily 
come any closer to understanding his own self, but he found 
something perhaps more important and meaningful: 
“God of Abraham, God of Isaac, God of Jacob, not of philoso-
phers and scholars. Certainty, certainty, heartfelt, joy, peace. God 
of Jesus Christ….Joy, joy, joy, tears of joy.” 
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Making Sandwiches for the Smallest and Most Forgotten 
Terence Sweeney 

   Recently, I have been going to help out on the food line, making sandwiches, handing them out, and chatting with people who are 
hungry. I am a little surprised at myself, since usually I stick with my books and my pints. I guess something made me realize it had to 
be done. One cannot be Christian if one does not serve others, especially the poor, in some way. Dorothy Day pointed out the connec-
tion between being a true believer and serving. She explained that “Those who cannot see Christ in the poor are atheists indeed.” How 
can we see Christ in the poor, if we are not with the poor? So, in September, I started going to help for a couple hours a week. 
   I don’t do much: put some sandwiches in bags, give them to people. I sit down with old ladies on the ground and talk about the 
weather and the place we have lived (an apartment on Grand Ave; a cardboard tent by the highway). At the end of my time there, I 
head back to my school work and leave them to move along. As our conversation ends, I look at the person and realize that I have no 
idea what they do or what their life is like.  
   So, have I seen Christ in the poor? I have shaken a few cracked hands, heard anger and laughter, seen weariness, and smelt people 
for whom a shower is a luxury. That is what I think of as I stand in a steaming shower. Jesus didn’t have this, not because it was 30 
AD, but because he was dirt poor. If Jesus walked into our homes we would probably grimace because he, like the homeless lady I was 
speaking with, smelt bad.  
   Bartolome de las Casas once wrote that “God has a special mem-
ory for the smallest and most forgotten.” We will be judged by 
whether we too have remembered and helped those forgotten peo-
ple on the streets, in hospitals, on death row. It is a scary to think 
that I have forgotten so many people who just need a helping hand 
or a sandwich. Jesus never forgot them; because, He was one of 
them. And I believe, that the Catholic Church, so full of sinners like 
me, does not forget either (although her memory can be a bit foggy). 
The Church remembers through Her many charitable organizations 
and in Her commitment to a society in which the smallest and most 
forgotten are taken care of. 
   I have not learned anything ground breaking handing out sand-
wiches. I suppose in a way I have just become more of Christian by 
spending a little time with Christ in the poor. I have realized how 
poor I am in my own grumpy heart. And I think I can see that an 
essential way to rediscover Jesus and his poor Church is by being 
with the poor, the elderly, and the unwanted. Just as Jesus did and as 
He calls us all to.  

Celebrating Sundays with Beer is a Riot 
Ian Skemp 

  In 1855, a throng of German and Irish immigrants stormed downtown Chicago to protest the reforms of Nativist Mayor Levi Boone, 
great-nephew to Daniel Boone. Police and militia opened fire to quell the rioters. One man died. Sixty were arrested. While the city 
successfully dispersed the protesters, the event galvanized the immigrant voters, and a high turnout of Irish and German voters de-
feated their Nativist opponents in the elections of 1856.  
  What could cause the immigrant population of Chicago to take to the streets? Was it poor factory conditions, long hours, and low 
wages? No. He had the audacity to enforce an old ordinance that taverns be closed on Sunday. Not only that, the fiend raised the price 
of an annual liquor license from $50 to $300. Immigrants worked long hours from Monday to Saturday, and Sunday was the only day 
they had to socialize. After Sunday Mass, the local tavern was the place where they spent their one day off. The Mayor was clearly tar-
geting the German and Irish populations, as his attitude towards immigrants was no secret. The influx of Irish and German immigrants 
during the early 19th century alarmed native-born Americans. These newcomers came from different cultures. They spoke differently 
and to make matters worse, many of them were Catholic. In response, anti-immigrant groups sprang up across the nation, and laws 
targeting German and Irish-Americans were common.  
  Fortunately, we have no need to riot over such matters today. While liquor stores may be closed on Sundays in the State of Minne-
sota, our bars are open to all legal drinkers. Not far from the Cathedral of St. Paul, The Happy Gnome is open 10 AM-midnight on 
Sundays, and boasts one of the Twin Cities’ best beer menus. If you want some good food to go with your brew, the Blue Door Pub 
offers pints and tater tots for 2$ from 2-5 PM. If you are of the cocktail persuasion, Amore Victoria in Uptown is home to one of the 
premier mixologists in Minneapolis. I could go on, but if you want to find a happy hour close to you, thriftyhipster.com is the place to 
look. As for me, I prefer to stay in on Sundays, so I make sure to do my shopping on Saturday. The Liquor Barrel on West 7th and St. 
Clair lets you build your own six-pack, allowing you to test the waters without committing to a particular brand. Not too long ago, I 
tried Deschutes’ Obsidian Stout for the first time, and its rich roasted flavor is perfect for these long winters. Of course, you can al-
ways brew your own beer, and Northern Brewer is the place to go for all your supplies. 
  Every Sunday is a feast day, and should be treated as such. Celebrate at mass in the morning, and then enjoy the rest of your day 
knowing that no matter what you have to do on Monday, you have God’s Day to relax with your family and friends. Just remember to 
get home safely. 
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