
 

 

Shortly after I experienced the death of my friend, Fr. Steve, another important person in 
my life passed away. Her name is Carole Crino. I met Carole about twenty-four years ago 
at Saint John the Evangelist Church in Wellesley—my first assignment as a priest. After 
meeting me for the first time in the confessional, she decided to come to me for spiritual 
direction. She told me later that she thought our relationship would not last very long. 
Well, Carol did not get that quite right. I felt privileged to speak at her funeral, and one 
of the things I spoke about was Carole’s love for icons. Overtime she had become self-
taught about all the details and intricacies concerning the making of icons. 

 

One of the things many people do not realize when they look at an icon is that icons are not considered to be 
painted: rather, they are written. Every aspect of an icon has some unique theological meaning to it. It is not simply 
the picture that is portrayed, but the types of paint, the colors, the symbols used, the brush strokes and how they 
are applied, and so forth. As a person writes an icon, they say prayers that are attached to each action they take. 
The very process of writing an icon takes time, precision, and a really deep faith. Ultimately, when the icon is fin-
ished, it is not simply about viewing a particular picture; rather, the whole picture is considered to be a theological 
symbol. The word ‘symbol’ in this context does not generally have the same meaning that we give it in English. 
Instead, the word symbol, as it relates to icons, means that it makes present what it is representing. So, as one looks 
at and prays through the icon, the very theological truths it is conveying are made present to that person.  
 

As I continued preaching, I explained that in many ways Carole’s life was lived as an icon: in a sense she wrote an 
icon through her words and actions. She was a very simple person but, at the same time, also complicated. Carole 
was someone who had a deep and abiding faith, and yet struggled with her belief. Much of this had to do with her 
childhood. She would say to me that she did not believe in God, and yet tell me that when she went to receive the 
Eucharist she never doubted the true presence of Christ. She said it was always a powerful experience of knowing 
God’s presence in her life. 
 

She was someone who did not want to be noticed; she wanted to live her faith unrecognized. But, her level of 
charity, kindness, care and concern for others forced her to be there for them. People would tell her what a great 
Christian she was, and that they sensed a holiness about her.  This would inevitably upset her and she would tell 
me, “People do not see the real me.” My response was always the same (and it did tend to irritate her), “If it looks 
like a duck and quacks like a duck, then it’s a duck.”  
 

I do not want to portray Carole as a living saint; she could be difficult and at times irascible. She also could have a 
real temper, particularly if she felt a true injustice had occurred. However, she was always remorseful if she felt she 
had harmed another person. She deeply loved her deceased husband, Dick, but when he was alive they could well 
get into it at times. Nonetheless, she adored her husband and her children, and despite her traumatic childhood she 
learned to be good wife and mother. If you went to her house for dinner, she was the definition of hospitality. She 
was gracious and kind, and you were made to feel part of the family the minute you walked through the door. She 
was also a very good cook: the food was always superb and bountiful.  
 

Carole’s life was about writing a true icon and the picture that emerges is that of Christ. All her protestations in her 
belief about how she lived her life belied the truth of where her heart truly was: it was always with Jesus.  
 

What was true of Carole’s life—of the icon that she wrote—must be true of ours also. Our words and actions are 
our way of writing our icon. We must become the icon of Christ. Our lives must be a true symbol of Christ. Our lives 
must make Christ present to the world. The world must be able to see Christ through us. If Jesus cannot be seen 
through us, then through whom will He be seen? As Saint Paul wrote to the Romans and, therefore, to us, “For 
everyone who calls on the name of the Lord will be saved. But how can they call on Him in whom they have not  
 



 

 

 
 
 

believed? And how can they believe in Him of whom they have not heard? And how can they hear without someone 
to preach?” 
 

Our preaching is not simply about our words but, rather, about the life we live. As Saint Francis is reputed to have 
said, “Preach the Gospel, and when necessary, use words.” Christ must be seen and that is only possible through 
the life we choose to live. We must write an icon of Christ through how we live our lives. At the end of our life, we 
will show to the Father one of two icons—either an icon of ourselves or an icon of Christ. 
 

Which icon will you choose to write with your life? 
 

If you have any questions about anything, please do not hesitate to ask me directly, or send your questions to me 
at fr.brian@theholyrood.org.  
 

Please keep me in your prayers.   
 

In Christ, 

 
Fr. Brian 


