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Why Start Religion Early 

for Your Kid? 
Nell Alt 

   Spirituality and religion are profoundly per-

sonal and many of us are still on our journey 

of either/both/one. Given that each person 

has a particular journey, why start religious 

instruction early for children? Why not let 

them choose their own path when they are 

old enough to be interested in it? 

   We have opted to start religion for our 

kiddos from the get-go for a number of rea-

sons: 1) being part of a larger spiritual com-

munity; 2) development of conscience; and 3) 

reinforcement of our parenting values. 

   Our son who is two and a half has a sweet 

love of Jesus and the Blessed Virgin Mary. He doesn’t get the 

advanced concepts of the hypostatic union or transubstantia-

tion. He doesn’t need to. He understands Jesus was once a little 

boy too. He understands Mama Mary to be his heavenly moth-

er, and Jesus’ mama, who is there to comfort him when he is 

alone and scared. For him, the Saints are not only a great base-

ball team, but also a team of wonderful people who are dead 

and whose examples we strive to follow.    

   When we consider how the Church can influence the devel-

opment of conscience, we don’t see religion as a vehicle for 

shaming or guilt-tripping.  The shaping of a conscience is com-

prised of delineating desirable behavior from undesirable behav-

ior,   Cont’d Next Page 

Caring for the Elderly 
Hannah Snyder 

   Imagine yourself in a room full of one 

hundred close family and friends, celebrating 

a life of an extraordinary woman. This re-

markable woman was a tenacious fighter of 

Parkinson’s disease for twenty-six years, and 

you only knew her in the final months of her 

long fight. You are a stranger to nearly every 

person in the room, photographs appear on 

the slideshow of much healthier woman you 

barely recognize, and you sit next to a son 

you’ve only exchanged emails with regard-

ing his mother’s care; yet you’ve never felt 

more at home. Completely welcomed in this 

room full of strangers, you are treated as if 

you were a life-long caregiver, because her 

final moments were as precious as her very first moments in this 

world. Sharing tears and stories of your work together, this hour 

brings a sense of closure and honor for the time spent caring for 

her. 

   As a hospice social worker, I provide comfort to those nearing 

the end of life. And in all cases, I feel closer to Christ in my min-

istry. “We” in the hospice world often ask ourselves, “How can 

we not feel closer to God in the work that we do?” We see that 

death is a spiritual experience. 
   I see hospice work as a true vocation; our tender care is 

nourishment for the journey from this life to eternal life in 

Heaven.   Cont’d Next Page 

Crashed Ice as an Imago Dei 
Kellen O’Grady 

   A new tradition caused a stir this past January in downtown Saint Paul.  Once again, as Christmas decorations began to slowly 

come down, the Red Bull Crashed Ice track began to slowly go up.  As I would drive by and watch the mixture of construction 

crews, church-goers, commuters, and passers-by, I was reminded that as a Christian, I am called to see God in all of His creation, 

especially in my fellow human beings. 

   The Latin phrase for this is “imago Dei” or image of God.  Ideally a church community creates a large collective imago Dei, 

more fully portraying the Creator.  The more each person within the collective becomes like God, the more the whole communi-

ty is built up into the imago Dei. 

   The imago Dei can be seen in other simpler ways as well.  Many easily see God in nature or in a work of art.  In the Eastern 

Churches, icons are seen as the very presence of God in an image.  For Minnesota, Red Bull’s Crashed Ice presented an exciting 

view of God alive and well in the Church in the Twin Cities.  The Cathedral of Saint Paul is the focal point of the Saint Paul sky-

line.  Turn it purple and blue, build a speed track down the front steps, and you’ll grab anyone’s attention.  For a weekend,  the 

Cathedral threw open its doors in a special way, welcoming guests to the Cities to experience the imago Dei: in athletics, in a 

communal event, and in the beauty of the Cathedral art and worship. 

   A faith that is dry and lifeless is no faith at all.  Christianity is built on the understanding that Jesus can be taken at His word: He 

is the Son of the living God who came to earth to redeem all mankind of their brokenness in the purest kind of love.  If this mes-

sage is taken to heart, one’s life will change in unpredictable ways.  One becomes an imago Dei.  The Twin Cities are brimming 

with examples: love among families; service of the poor at the Dorothy Day Center; young adults giving their lives in service 

through priesthood, religious life, and marriage.  These images stand behind a Church which opens its doors in hospitality to a 

primarily secular event like Crashed Ice.  When I saw the Cathedral painted with colors, I saw the Church opening a portal to a 

weary world.  I saw the Church supporting what is good and holy in creation.  I saw her reaching with open arms to proclaim that 

even Red Bull Crashed Ice can become an imago Dei 
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Cont’d from Why Start Religion Early for 

your Kid? 

and empowering the child to internalize this 

distinction process. All parents do this, re-

gardless of creed. Catholicism provides a 

blue print to make this go more smoothly. 

   But why start now when they are so lit-

tle? Because I cannot hope that our children 

come to embrace these values later on as 

they are not the natural values to embrace. 

It is natural for children to be rude, selfish, 

and wild. Instead of shaping his behavior 

through punishment (all the time), an exter-

nal force, we are trying to give him a root-

ing in the whys behind the don’t-do-that. 

Following your base instincts will not bring 

you closer to a God of love, and will not 

make you happy. You have to practice self-

discipline, and develop it from the get go, 

based on something that is higher than your 

parents. Someone you are accountable to 

when no one is looking. If you have sur-

rounded your child with a culture that 

backs up what you have shown them, then they can see from their 

friends, their friends’ parents, their school, and their environment a 

mirroring of values you hold true. 

   Why not have God as a part of their routine? Even if you are more 

spiritual than religious, consider how as a parent you give your child 

parameters and boundaries on all other fronts. Why not organize their 

exposure to a Higher Power in the form of organized religion? It’s up 

to you how you present the routine of the Divine, and which traditions 

you emphasize, and accordingly you could give your child a better, dif-

ferent, and more complete version than what you yourself received. 

Cont’d from Caring for the Elderly 

How much more humbling can a job get? 

Just as the blessing from the Order of 

Christian Funerals provides a strength-

giving anointing to those nearing end of life, 

so too does the hospice team give nourish-

ment for the journey. We provide dignity, 

comfort, and compassion to our patients’ 

final days of their earthly life. Thérèse of 

Lisieux reminds us that at the time of 

death, we are not dying; we are in fact en-

tering life! Through Christ’s death and res-

urrection, we are given the gift of Heaven. 

When families let go of their loved one to 

enter into death, the peace that comes of 

that moment reminds me of Thérèse’s 

words, as they are indeed entering a per-

fect life with the Most Holy Trinity.  

   “Live each day to the fullest, as if it were 

our last one,” is a phrase many of us use. 

This cliché phrase is often underappreciat-

ed. How often do we truly live each mo-

ment? If every thought and action were 

executed with anticipation for death, how different would 

we actually live each moment? Wouldn’t our consciences 

seem much quieter? Talk of death is never easy, as it is a 

topic close to each of our hearts. Death most often is 

scary and comes “like a thief at night” (1 Thessalonians 

5:2). When we begin the conversation, let us remember 

that upon death, we are in fact entering new life in Heav-

en. Each person in my care is a gift, a reminder of my own 

mortality and the anticipation for the communion with 

God in Heaven.   

Looking for the Kingdom at the Neighborhood Café 
Joseph Olson 

   I have a fairly juvenile approach toward prayer. My own interpretations and perspective often turn a little ridiculous. For in-

stance, my wife and I recently read Romans 14:17, “For the Kingdom of God is not meat and drink; but righteousness, and peace , 

and joy in the Holy Ghost.” I thought, “man, that sounds tough.” I truly enjoy the happiness of indulging in food and drink. What if 

Saint Peter is more of a host waiting to show us to our reserved spot (upon condition)? Don’t  you think that we’ll be eating and 

d r i n k i n g  t o  o u r  h e a r t s ’  c o n t e n t  o n c e  t h r o u g h  t h e  b i g  p e a r l y  g a t e s  u p  t h e r e ?   

   I’ve recently found my own little slice of heaven at my favorite neighborhood greasy-spoon diner, appropriately called The 

Neighborhood Café on Snelling Ave in St Paul. They continue to make improvements, such as offering breakfast hash that looks 

more homemade than what you would get out of a can, a small dinner menu with good appetizers, a great draft beer lineup that 

includes tasty local suds, and usually a wildly concocted special that never seems to make sense until it hits your taste buds. They 

have the gruff (but with a smirk) service that is essential in the greasy spoon category.        

   A few weeks ago, friends and I were there for one of their first dinner offerings. As we watched the local football rivalry ensue 

on their single wall-mounted 17” TV, I noshed on a pulled pork Cubano sandwich. My wife enjoyed a deluxe grilled cheese com-

plete with bacon and tomato while our friend practically inhaled the famous pot roast. Although our stomachs were stuffed we all 

willingly assisted in the take down of a caramel-drizzled, seared pear with ice cream in the middle. Before we walked in we knew a 

few of the wait staff and the owner, after we departed we knew most of the patrons as well. 

   This is my heaven. This is where I find my peace, my joy. Is it reasonable to think that this experience is what eternity could be? I 

doubt it, because in my heart of hearts, or the heart of my stomach, I know that the evening could have included much less tasty 

fare and would still have been as enjoyable. The peace I find in these situations isn’t how seasoned the pork is or how perfectly 

proportioned the deluxe grilled cheese presents. It isn’t about the seared pears or local brews. It’s about the laughs, the jokes, and 

the hilarious remarks. That is what the Holy Spirit is in my juvenile world. That is the peace I seek. Although my conscious goal is 

to find my wife and I a delicious meal that will fill our bodies, the real seasoning I seek is seeing the Spirit in others. Smiles on faces 

and inside jokes with new friends is the righteousness I crave. Maybe my purgatory would be an empty Neighborhood Cafe... sti ll 

sounds pretty tasty though. 

Visit us at http://theheartofthematterblog.wordpress.com 

Charles Aldrich Station VII 


