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On Friday afternoon, after school let out, we received a wonderful compliment.  One of the parents of 
a student here at Maria Kaupas Academy told me, “I’m the beneficiary of a Catholic education.  When I 
was in school the nuns had us very disciplined when it came to standing in line and not running around.”  
She said this, I think, because after dismissal the children are euphoric, and the clamor is such that we 
have to raise our voices in conversation just to be heard.  She continued by saying, “Things aren’t as 
orderly as what I remember, but it seems the children really love each other.  And that’s better than a 
quiet parish hall.” 

It is, of course, my hope that the children love each other, even if on occasion, we have to sort things 
out.  What I am certain of is that the teachers love the children, and the framework that St. Paul lays out in 
his ode to love certainly applies in teachers’ relations to their students.  Our instructors are for the most 
part patient and kind.  They do not rejoice in the wrong but rejoice in the right.  They are not arrogant or 
rude, and even when they insist on their own way, it is because it’s the right way, not some arbitrary 
designation to inflate one’s ego.  And I sing their praises for you today, because with maybe one 
exception or two, the teachers here are never boastful. 

Naturally, our teachers set the tone, the intent being that if we are examples of the charity that St. Paul 
describes, then we will see that charity exhibited in the students we teach.  It is not that we have no 
discipline, but rather that we cannot have discipline at the expense of charity, or discipline that neglects 
charity.  Indeed, I noticed recently that some of the students passed me by on campus without 
acknowledging me even after I said hello.  So I explained to them at dismissal last Wednesday that the 
charitable thing to do is to greet those who greet them.  Moreover, I said we’d be patient with them as 
they learned this very important courtesy.  In other words, I tried to be charitable as I taught them charity. 

I haven’t always been that way.  I can remember my mother assigning me to read the Epistle we just 
heard as a penance because of how she had seen me comport myself.  But at least part of what has 
motivated me in this respect are all the stories I’ve heard about others.  One of the crosses the Lord has 
given me to bear since my ordination nearly fifteen years ago has been to listen to the accounts of 
countless adults, recalling their abuse at the hands of nuns and other teachers at Catholic schools.  I’m 
sure I hear more of these recollections because I wear my clericals practically everywhere I go, and my 
time in the hospitals puts me in touch with lots of people who haven’t darkened the door of a church in 
decades.  But the things I’ve heard from the 50’s, 60’s, and 70’s are horrific.  And I perceive my 
interlocutors aren’t lying.  They see me coming and in fairly short order launch matter-of-factly into 



stories of abuse that make me wince.  I try to offer a sympathetic ear, sometimes offer apologies, but 
always tell them that such gross lack of charity has no place in the Catholic Church. 

We should not doubt that those teachers loved God.  For one, we don’t want to be guilty of judging 
another person’s soul, lest we also be judged.  But, also, their love for God was exhibited in many other 
ways.  So many of the teachers from yesteryear had taken vows of poverty, chastity, and obedience, and 
they observed such vows scrupulously, often for fifty, sixty, and seventy years.  They assisted at Mass 
every day, and the religious sisters and monks among them prayed the offices daily.  One cannot account 
for such sacrifices without attributing at least some degree of love for the Lord.  And nobody had a gun to 
their heads, especially after the mass exodus from the convents and monasteries that occurred in the late 
60’s and early 70’s.  If they were there after about 1972, it was because they wanted to be, and I trust they 
wanted to be there for love of God. 

Where there was perhaps a disconnect, and this is very common among Christians in America, was in 
making their love for God manifest in their love for others.  Truly, it is not enough for us to have down 
the vertical bar of the Cross, our individual relationship with God.  This was implicit in St. Paul’s critique 
and the motivation to write his ode to love.  The Corinthians were bragging to each other about how much 
more they loved God than others did, and St. Paul very gently points out that such boasting violates the 
very love they think they’re celebrating. 

That is, our love for God must be made plain in how we treat our neighbors.  And if we lord it over 
them, scream at them, speak to them contemptuously, rap their knuckles with rulers, smack then on the 
back of their heads, knock their books out of their hands, mispronounce their names on purpose, humiliate 
them in front of their friends, and otherwise fail in charity, we will not convince them of God’s love.  
Rather, we will cause them to run away.  Sometimes they found shelter in another church or amongst 
another group of Christians.  But often, I’ve learned, they found shelter in the house of the rising sun.  
Thus, lamentably, their ruin can be traced in part to the trust that was broken while they were in school. 

It is especially important, then, that the children we educate leave school here without the stories I’ve 
heard these past fifteen years.  We’re all here because we love the Lord, who has redeemed us from sin 
and its consequence, death, forgiven us in the Blood of the Lamb.  So long as that love is also reflected in 
our personal comportment, in the horizontal bar of the Cross that extends well beyond the length of the 
altar rail, to all those we meet, we will keep receiving compliments like the one I got to hear Friday 
afternoon. 

I want to encourage you, by the grace of God, to keep up the good work.  I am pleased with your 
humble service and the way St. Paul’s ode to love is made manifest in how our children are treated within 
the bounds of this campus.  If we have fallen short, please tell us, that we might encourage our 
parishioners in charity as St. Paul encouraged his.  I can bear the criticism.  Whatever you might have to 
tell me is a much lighter burden than the one too many of our countrymen still carry and from which we 
must pray our brothers and sisters will soon, through forgiveness, find happy relief. 

 
 


