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Leaving and the Return 
Laura Eusterman 

   My family loves to sit in the front of the 
church for midnight Christmas Mass, and 
every year other parishioners get audibly an-
noyed with us for saving an entire row up 
until the minute before Mass starts. My father 
has made it a habit, most likely developed in 
his bell-bottom bachelor days, which he can’t 
seem to grow out of completely, to be late for 
everything. After a few years of enduring the 
embarrassment I agreed to take the yearly 
duty of saving seats if and only if the rest of 
the family promised to arrive well before the 
altar boys processed down the aisle.  
   Last year, I remember waiting such an un-
comfortably long time for my family to arrive that I thought it 
best to kneel and pray before anyone could tell me that they 
wanted to take those seats. Everyone around me was chatting. I 
could not concentrate on the simplest Hail Mary, let alone any 
kind of heart to heart with God. He had seemed distant lately 
anyway. I hadn’t been able to hear Him even in the silent mo-
ments and purposeful prayer time in the past weeks, maybe 
months.  
   Closing my eyes and bowing my head seemed to amplify the 
conversations around me. Why would He reach me in this echo-
ing church if He hadn't been speaking when I had been ready to 
listen? This frustration may have been as bad as showing up with 
my tardy family.      Cont’d on Next Page 

Redi scovering Catholici sm  

In the Light of  Reality 
John Dejak of the bellarmineforum.org 

   For all of the iPhones, iPads, and modern 
comforts and conveniences, we all still seem 
to want the basics. We want something real. 
A good hot cup of coffee brewed on a frosty 
Minnesota winter morning is one of the 
great gifts of our Creator (couple it with 
bacon and eggs, and you have heaven on 
earth!); so too is a conversation with friends 
before a roaring fire that begins early in the 
evening and lasts deep into the early hours 
of morning, feeling like only a few minutes 
have passed. Listening to Mozart or seeing 
the stars of the clear night sky create in us a 
pensiveness and an awe that oftentimes can 

only be expressed by the simple words of “Twinkle, Twinkle, 
Little Star.”  
   I suspect that people throughout all of history have experi-
enced these things and have had similar reactions. These are the 
simple things of life and—though I have only mentioned a 
few—they are the good things. In their simplicity, lies their pro-
fundity—for that is where the really real may be found: comfort, 
friendship, goodness, beauty, and truth. These are desires that 
we all share and they point to the fact that there may be some-
thing to this notion of a “common humanity.” We can identify 
these common and simple desires of human persons with an-
other simple term: happiness.        Cont’d on Next Page 

There and Back Again 
Zita Larson 

   In anticipation of the upcoming release of Peter Jackson’s film adaptation of The Hobbit, I pulled my tattered copy off of the 
shelf. Furtively, I knocked on the door of my childhood imagination, filled with dwarves I named my kittens after, dragons I 
fought in the dark, and paths I forged through the Middle Earth I discovered in my forest. The door I opened was not the door I 
knocked upon: the door I passed through as a child was unlocked by eyes still clinging to the remnants of innocence, while now 
my eyes read the story of Bilbo in a new way, longing for keys engineered by the reawakening of innocence. 
  The Hobbit, in the most simplistic synopsis, is the story of the small becoming big, a growth that begins with a venture. Unaccus-
tomed to adventure, Bilbo is reluctant to leave the familiar, the understood, and the comforting; yet it is the departure from the 
familiar that awakens in Bilbo an innocence, caused by the vulnerable excitement of adventure. This is not the innocence of a child 
and tabula rasa, or blank slate, but rather, a reawakening of the possibility to be molded by change. In this awakening of innocence 
and change, lies the possibility of Bilbo the Took, or Bilbo the fool, to emerge. Thus, a venture into newness must be experienced 
within the remembrance of the familiar. “‘Where did you go to, if I may ask?’ said Thorin to Gandalf as they rode along. ‘To look 
ahead,' said he. ‘And what brought you back in the nick of time?’ ‘Looking behind,' said he.” It is this venture to the unknown with 
one eye looking behind that leads to greatness, to redemption. 
   Change need not be feared. In this time of anticipation for Christmas, we anticipate the most emphatic reawakening of inno-
cence, of change. God calls us to venture, leading to a reawakening of innocence. As John Henry Newman claimed, “No one 
among us knows for certain that he himself will persevere; yet every one among us, to give himself even a chance of success at all, 
must make a venture.” With the birth of our redemption, there comes a new era. An era where we, like Bilbo, can begin an adven-
ture finding ourselves “doing and saying things altogether unexpected.” As I turned the pages of The Hobbit, my eyes did not 
unlock the same doors as my childhood imagination; however, my eyes did unlock the anticipation of change, of redemption, and 
of adventure.  
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Cont’d from Leaving and Returning 
   Trying to drown out the noise with 
my own thoughts and seeking mental 
escape only turned into criticism. 
"Some ‘house of prayer!'…Now I un-
derstand why natives don’t like tour-
ists…If I see one more person texting 
in here I’m going to freak out." It was 
the self-righteousness talking, not me. 
“This is not helping.”  
   I gave up, sat back, and picked up 
the Christmas program. The top of 
the page had a quote by the pope. It 
was something like: “Christ leaves so 
that He may come back again.” It 
struck me, not in the way of an an-
swered prayer, but more like a sur-
prise. God left His friends all the time! 
He came into the world as a man, He slept when the apostles 
were in a storm, He died, came back, ascended, and descended. 
He even showed up to two travelers only to vanish when they 
recognized Him.  
   This is exactly what Advent and Christmas, and my distraction 
in prayer, is about: recognizing that He is not here but that He 
will come. It may be true that He is always present, but we don’t 
always perceive Him. Some of the time it feels like he is unin-
volved. He comes. He leaves. He does as He wishes, not as we 
want. I think He leaves to make His return that much more po-
tent. I think He wants us to miss Him so that we fully embrace 
Him when He comes back. Needless to say, my family showed 
up, a little before right on time.  

Cont’d from In the Light of Reality  
  Happiness has been a preoccupation of 
human persons since creation. Life seems 
to be a constant battle for that goal. And 
as Genesis says that we were made from 
the earth, so too is life a gritty and dirty 
business. Along with the simple joys just 
mentioned, there are profound sorrows 
and sufferings that rack us to the depths of 
our soul—addictions, neglect, poverty, 
sickness, abuse, death. But in the midst of 
these sufferings and tragedies, stands tall 
the God who knows suffering; whose light 
dispels the darkness; and who built an edi-
fice—the Church--to bring a suffering 
humanity comfort, friendship, goodness, 
beauty, and truth. An edifice that may be 
old and beaten—even deplorable—on the 

outside, but within is the longed-for happiness of every human 
heart. This is nothing less than the answer to the poetry and mys-
tery of human life. Perhaps the mystery was best put by Evelyn 
Waugh in Brideshead Revisited: 

A small red flame—a beaten copper lamp of deplorable de-
sign, relit before the beaten copper doors of a tabernacle; 
the flame which the old knights saw from their tombs, 
which they saw put out; that flame burns again for other 
soldiers, far from home, farther, in heart, than Acre or Jeru-
salem. It could not have been built but for the builders and 
the tragedians, and there I found it lit this morning, burning 
anew among the old stones.  

This is the flame which shines in the darkness, and the darkness 
has not overcome it. 

Return from Skyfall: Bond’s Comments on Culture 
Kellen O’Grady 

   The brave new world of the twenty-first century wrestles on an ever-evolving basis with technology that puts information at our 
fingertips, tries to outsmart our enemies and our friends, and develops new frontiers. It tries to place the new and progressive on the 
front lines while disposing of anything redundant or without purpose. This is precisely the focal point of the twenty-third install-
ment of the James Bond franchise, Skyfall. 
   Bond returns as a vestige of the old ways, that which is tried and true but vulnerable in a weaker, older body, fighting against an 
individual enemy who lurks in the shadows of technology. Silva, former MI6 agent gone rogue, harnesses technology to eliminate 
anything deemed redundant or without purpose. He glories in his own life of “pick your own mission,” a life of selfish terrorist ac-
tions. In MI6 itself, a new character, “Q,” represents the new generation, all about tech and gadgets. He tells Bond, “I'll hazard I can 
do more damage on my laptop sitting in my pajamas before my first cup of Earl Grey than you can do in a year in the field.” At the 
same time, M, director of MI6, faces an inquiry regarding her antiquated actions costing lives and money but unapologetically clings 
to what she feels and knows is right. 
   Our daily fast-paced culture is not far behind this scenario. Too quickly we are prepared to dispose of old ways and accept what-
ever is new be it technology, relationships, lifestyles, or religion. “Our enemies are not nations or flags” as M put it, “they are indi-
viduals in the shadows.” We fight against one another and those who used to be and ought to be on our side. There is no more 
room to dialogue. Distraction and noise drown out the silence required to actually deal with our problems. It is time to go back to 
Skyfall, Bond’s childhood home, our own roots, “to go back in time where we’ll have the advantage.” 
   “Sometimes the old ways are best,” says the gamekeeper at Skyfall, the ways that change the rules on our common enemy to get 
him on an impossible field where he has forgotten how to play. For the Church this means, daily prayer, an orientation of mind and 
heart to God, and true healing, a painful but renewing process. The journey toward healing a broken world requires all of us to 
abandon our desires, wants, and ideas for a greater God beyond our understanding. Numbers, strength, and even “good feelings” do 
not matter but faithfulness does. M proclaims she “did at least one thing right,” which was to put Bond, the symbol of the tried and 
true, back in the field. M quotes from Tennyson’s poem “Ulysses”: 

We are not now that strength which in old days / Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are; / One equal temper of heroic hearts, 
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will / To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield. 
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