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Open Heart Listening 
          Our society is now re-engaged in a struggle with racism.  
Where do we as individuals and as faith communities stand, and  
what is the work to which we are called?  
 

        Isabel Wilkerson, interviewed by Krista Tippett (On Being)  
in 2016, mused that legislation to protect black people in the  
1860s required renewal a century later because hearts had not 
changed. “The heart is the last frontier because we have tried so  
many other things.” Profound empathy is the path forward, she  
proposed.  
 

       In Reconstructing the Gospel: Finding Freedom from Slaveholder 
Religion, Jonathan Wilson-Hartgrove describes “shriveled heart”  
syndrome resulting from not responding to the needs of suffering  
others. He suggests that the way to heal is through deep listening  
and action to “respond faithfully to the people we’ve heard . . . .  
Risk something.”  
 

     Although still restricted by the pandemic, we can deepen our  
listening to the voices of the global majority (known in the U.S. as  
the “minority”). In our own parish and neighborhood, we can  
choose to step out of our comfort zones to mount a response  
faithful to God’s call through the voices of his/her beloved people.  
The healing work done together — courageously, joyfully — will  
create a new Beloved Community, just as Jesus prayed, “May they  
all be one, Father.”  
                                                                                                             Mary Krolikowski 
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They killed brown Jesus, 
Crowds cheering;  
What choice but to rise? 
 

They killed Travon, Eric, Dont!e, Philando, Sandra, Michael 
Marchers, con"ontations, tears, fears, smoldering rage 
Rise, Black Lives Ma#er!  
 

They killed Ahmaud, Breonna, George 
Aghast! Hor!ified outcr&! 
St!eets pulse, seethe, buckle, 
Rise up and cr& out:   
 

Immunit&? Impunit&?  
Heavens, No! 
Not on your life! 
Deeds incur consequences. 
                                                       Mar& Krolikowski 5/31/20 

 

The very foundation of  

Catholic Social Teaching  

is the protection of  

the life and dignity  

of the human person.  

We are also called to be  

in solidarity  

with those who suffer.  

We are called to  

participate in our  

communities to make them 

more reflective  

of the Kingdom.  
 

     Anne Haines, exec dir./

UrbanInitiativeMKE, a project  

of the Archdiocese of Milwaukee  

 
Dear God,      
in our efforts to dismantle racism,  
we understand that we struggle  
not merely against flesh and blood  
but against powers and principalities,  
those institutions and systems  
that keep racism alive  
by perpetuating the lie  
that some members of the family  
are inferior and others superior. 
 

Create in us a new mind and heart  
that will enable us to see brothers and sisters  
in the faces of those divided  
by racial categories. 

 
Give us the grace and strength  
to rid ourselves of racial stereotypes  
that oppress some of us  
while providing entitlements to others. 
 

Help us to create a Church and nation  
that embraces the hopes and fears  
of oppressed People of Color  
where we live,  
as well as those around the world.  
                                 Pax Christi 
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The Turning Point  
John Newton, March 9, 1748 

 

  John Newton paced restlessly back and forth . . .  
  Back and forth. . . 
  The sullen blackness of the night  
  Broken only by the sound of the wake 
  And the anguished moaning  
  Of the human cargo beneath his feet. 
  He could not escape 
  The image of the Africans: 
        Closely packed – 
        Securely chained –  
        Frequently dying . . . 
 

  Suddenly, the tempest began! 
  The “Greyhound” heaved and groaned 
  And nearly surrendered to the sea. 
  Fear engulfed the militant atheist – 
  Until, from the far most reaches of his soul 
  Came an anguished cry: 
 

   “Lord, have mercy on us!” 
 

  The sea did not claim him. 
  John, “the blasphemer,” was no more. 
  He now envisioned his own heart: 
        Closely packed with remorse –  
        Securely chained to sin – 
        Shrouded with death! 
 

  The sea captain was destined to become 
       The curate – 
       The composer – 
       The liberator. 
 

  He had found mercy, known pardon, arrived at faith 
  In the midst of the tempest at sea. 
 

  We have shared his message of hope and forgiveness, 
  Formed an identity with his “Amazing Grace” . . . 
  Been lost and now found – 
  Blind and now see! 
                                             Marge Schmidt 11-18-86   

   

     God dwells with those who  

 suffer most, and we must take 

better care of them than we take 

 of ourselves. If we can go to the 

 border and care for brutalized  

 immigrants, we must go to the  

 protest line  and fight for justice 

 for black people. Both commu- 

 nities are suffering from the  

 same entrenched, racialized  

 myth that a people of color are 

 not fully human. 
 

 From an Catholic Herald  inter- 
 view with Fr. Bryan Massingale  

Yvette reached a turning point 
in her life and chose to be  

confirmed in her 
Catholic faith. 
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Something to Think About 
     The concept of white privilege can be  
a disturbing idea to consider. A first reac"on might 
be, “I’ve never received any special considera"ons 
because I’m white.” Or, as a successful 30-some-
hing once said to me, “I’ve worked for what I have. 
I didn’t receive any special considera"on because  
I am white.” Reminding him that he was always 
fed well, had the opportunity for a good educa-
"on, lived in a safe environment and had access  
to funds to expunge the record of a teenage 
“encounter” with the police didn’t change his  
mind – he has “worked for what I have.” 
 
       Perhaps we need to think more deeply about 
our life experiences. About twenty years ago, I  
was asked to par"cipate in a research project  
related to housing opportuni"es. I was one of two 
women, the other a black woman, who would test 
the system. We were the same age; we were 
“given” the same background: the same income 
and credit history, the same marital status, the 
same number of children and the same personal 
requirements to purchase a home in a specific  
area. We were sent out, within a period of the 
same two weeks, to four different real estate  
companies, one of which was owned by an African
-American. We were directed to pay close a$en-
"on to how we were received at each company 
and what proper"es we were shown.  
 
       A%er our search, we were interviewed by the 
research team and asked to share our experiences. 
The black woman had been offered a more limited 
selec"on of homes in a more limited area than I. 

But I was surprised to learn that the research  
team determined that I had been the “vic!m” of 
prejudice at the real estate company owned by 
African-Americans. I had not even been aware  
that I had been treated differently. The fact that  
I had not been offered a seat immediately and 
offered a cup of coffee as we talked about my 
search for a home had not registered with me.  
I merely thought that the realtors were too busy  
to offer these “ameni"es.” One might look at this 
experience with a 
certain sa"sfac"on 
and say, “See.  
African-Americans  
are prejudiced,  
too.” I really don’t  
recall my ini"al reac"on to being told that I had 
been a “vic"m” of prejudice.  
 
       Thinking more deeply about the experience,  
I came to an awareness that the experience  
revealed my “white privilege.” I expected to be 
treated well; my personal encounters in business-
es had generally been posi"ve. Contrast my past 
experiences with one who has o%en been met 
with indifference, whose requests would frequent-
ly been met a#er the white individual’s requests 
had been answered. How would I respond if that 
treatment was a constant in my life? Something  
to think about. 
 

                                            Bernade$e Davel 
                                                                                                                             

   I expected to be  
   treated well. . .  

  Jamar Disappeared  
    My grandson Aaron spent a lot of weekends at my home for a number of years.  
    He was happy to “hang out” and do  boy things with Jamar, who lived just down  
    the street. Jamar was an only child whose mother was a single parent. Then,  
    when the boys were twelve years old, Jamar “disappeared.” He was no longer  
    allowed to play outside or a$end neighborhood schools. Frightened by the  
    sta"s"c that many African-American young men were either dead or incarcerated  
    by age 25, his mother chose to fiercely protect him.  
 

 (Note: Jamar did survive to adulthood, became a den"st -- and moved far from home.) 
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It Matters 
       “I didn’t know I was black before I came to  
America,” said the dark-skinned man being inter-
viewed. I don’t recall his African country of origin, 
but in my eyes and those of most people, he was 
obviously “black.” Like that man, when I look in the 
mirror, I don’t see myself as a skin color – “white.” 
But black or white, in the United States, we are all 
very aware of the color of our skin. Born a member 
of the majority white race, I have enjoyed oppor-
tunities and protections – social, economic, and  
educational – too long denied to people of other 
races. As a white mother, I haven’t had to worry 
that my sons might be stopped for driving,  
jogging or just walking down the street while 
“white.” Black and brown mothers deserve that 
same freedom from fear. 
 

      Oscar Hammerstein II captured our current racial 
dilemma memorably in lyrics for the 1949 musical, 
South Pacific: You've got to be taught to be afraid  
Of people whose eyes are oddly made, And people 
whose skin is a diff'rent shade, You've got to be care-
fully taught. Opening our front door in Sherman Park 
where we lived for nearly twenty years, we stepped 
into a neighborhood filled with people whose skin 
was a diff’rent shade. We roasted corn and drank 
pitchers of margaritas at block parties together. Our 
kids rode the bus to school together, played soccer 
and had sleepovers. We knew we were black and 
brown and white and sometimes a mix, but we did-
n’t let that interfere with the fact that we wanted to 
enjoy one another as neighbors and friends.  
 

       So we were not entirely surprised when one of 
our sons, then living in New York City, came to town 
and wanted us to meet the beautiful young woman 
he was dating. She was black. She had a white 
mother and a black father. At their wedding a few 

years later, a mixture  
of family and friends – 
“black” and “white” and 
“brown” – celebrated.  
 

        Racial justice has  
always been personal  
for me, but today that’s 
truer than ever because 
we have a black daugh-
ter-in-law, and our family 
has grown through this marriage to include people 
who happen to be black. No one is really color blind. 
To be so would deny someone else’s uniqueness 
and beauty. Right now, in 2020, we need to recog-
nize that black lives matter because they have not 
mattered to so many for so long.  
 

        Black and white we share three important  
faculties. A brain that can be nurtured to accept  
the uniqueness and dignity of every human being.  
A heart that can beat with empathy, appreciating 
others’ pain and rejoicing in their successes. And 
finally, a moral compass. The moral compass is that 
quality which allows the properly developed brain 
and heart to point a person to the true north of  
understanding, acceptance, and love for all what- 
ever the skin color. It’s time to demonstrate une-
quivocally that the lives of our friends, neighbors 
and relatives who are black matter as much as  
white lives matter. Black or white, the color of one  
another’s skin should never blind us to what makes 
us as individuals special and deserving of dignity and 
respect. Those who have learned this lesson must 
fight for racial justice. And it’s a lesson we all need 
to learn. Because right now, right here, it matters. 
 

                                                      Linda Duczman O’Connell 

 

Let America be the dream the dreamers dreamed 
Let it be that great strong land of love  

Where never kings connive nor tyrants scheme  
That any man be crushed by one above.               

Langston Hughes 
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Floyd desperately needs a shower and a shave. He needs clean clothes that  
actually fit and shoes to protect his weathered feet. Today he is looking for a  
spoon or fork so he can dig into the pop-top can of  Beefaroni someone le% in  
the “Help Yourself” food box in front of the corner Presbyterian Church. 
 

LuAnn stands by the intersec"on just before the freeway most a%ernoons, 
holding a cardboard sign scrawled in big black le$ers “Homeless – Single Mom.” 
Her hair curls naturally against her freckled face, star"ng to burn in the heat of  
this summer’s sun. When she turns to reach for an outstretched dona"on, she  
automa"cally holds her belly, protec"ng the babe to be. 
 

Joe is hoping for a li$le change so he could get something to eat to se$le his 
stomach before he gets back on the bus. He needs to get back downtown by 3 pm  
before the city comes and takes his home away – again. He’s been living under  
the overpass for a month now, but is afraid he’ll lose everything he has – again. 
 

Misty longs to hear the Word of God. She doesn’t read and write so well but 
takes great comfort in listening to His soothing promises of eternal life. It’s her  
only means of escape right now from the iron bars that keep her in purgatory. 
 

So let us pray that when we ask, “Lord, when did we see you hungry and thirsty, 
naked and a stranger, sick and in prison” – we will hear Him answer,  
                   “Truly, I tell you, whatever You do for one of the least  
                     of these brothers and sisters of mine, you do for Me.” 

                        (Ma$hew 25:45) 
                                                                                                       Margie Kickbush 

 

Truly, I  
tell you 

whatever 
you do for 
one of the 
least . . .  

 

         On a sunny Saturday afternoon, my 
wife and I were trying to complete some 
errands in West Allis. As we turned the  
corner on Beloit Rd. and Hwy. 100 going 
north, we saw flashing lights and pulled 
over. When we asked why we were pulled 
over, the officer said that our registration 
had expired. This was not the case as the 
registration had been recently renewed.  
 

         The officer began with a litany of ques-
tions that were unnerving to say the least: 
Do you have any warrants? Do you have any 
outstanding tickets? Are you overdue on 
any child support payments? Do you have 
any babies you are not taking care of? Do 
you have any citations outstanding or park-
ing tickets? Is your license valid? 
 

         He asked these questions with the 
warning that it would be better if I told  

him now, than if he found out later. My 
wife kept telling him to run the plates, 
and he could then know that the car was 
registered. After a 45 minute or hour  
delay, we were allowed to leave. The other 
part of this was that our registration tag 
had either been stolen or fallen off. If he 
had done what my wife had asked in the 
beginning, it would have saved us both a 
lot of time.  
 

         At the same time there was a car  
heading eastbound on Beloit Rd. also turn-
ing north on Hwy 100. The turn was a little 
erratic, and the driver could have used  
assistance, but I was the one that was 
stopped.  Yes, the driver of the vehicle was 
White, but she was also elderly. These are 
things that make you wonder. 
 

                                                    James Napper 

 

These are  

things  

that  

make you  

wonder. 
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  For most of us, this has been a confusing !me.  
  It seems like our na"on simply cannot come to grips  
  with itself. And if our na"on is unclear about how to  
  treat the grievances of its ci"zens,  . . . does it follow  
  that we, the people, are unclear on how we should  
  treat each other?   
 
      A%er all, no ma$er what anyone says, each of us is  
  the na"on. Every single one of us. And so how can  
  we forge jus"ce and love between us all? Just when it  
  seems like a glimmer of mutual understanding might,  
  just might, flare into a fire of love and peace for the  
  other – that very thing we all say we want –it elusively  
  slips our grasp.  And real people . . .  who just want to  
  put the day’s food on the table are  marginalized,  
  cri"cized, even killed.  
 

     Secular and sacred history gives us insight into the  
  conflicts that were happening in Israel just before  
  and during the "me of Jesus. The people of Israel  
  knew struggle and those who did not bend the knee -  
  knew death.                  

                                                             Excerpt from a sermon of  
 
    
 

  

   And then – into the midst of this great turmoil –  
God acted. The great hope of the people provided the 
only Son, Jesus of Nazareth – the Son who embodied  
all that was missing in that world and so much more.  
It was Jesus who stood up for those crushed and 
scorned by those who derided them as subhuman –  
at best. It was Jesus who laid the founda"on for  
understanding, reconcilia"on — AND ac"on. 
 

    Then and now, the people of God are not without  
a compass. In Christ Jesus, we have a rock in "mes  
of unrest, a redeemer who sees injus"ce and iniquity 
 . . . and forgives. A deep forgiveness that has the  
power to  pave the way for true reconcilia"on and a 
meaningful way forward.  
 

    Jesus calls us to  change how we apprehend and  
respond to the image of God in every human being. 
Jesus started with individuals. And what is before us 
also begins with us individually. To carry the burdens  
of others is an honor; discovery of who God calls us to 
be in this very hour is not a burden. It is what we do. 
 

Rev. Greg Pickens, Episcopal Priest, Dallas, Texas 

A month or two ago, our daughter 
Sarah Jane gave me a book to read 
with an endearing comment, “Dad, 
this is your book!” The book, I’m 
S!ll Here: Black Dignity in a World 
Made for Whiteness by Aus"n 
Channing Brown, is truly a soul-
searching read for all of us who 
struggle to be racially sensi"ve. 

Brown recounts her experiences 
working in a program in the central 
city where individuals from the sub-
urbs par"cipated in an immersion 
weekend. In it, they wrestled with 
all their fears, anxiety, and guilt as 
they became aware that what they 
had heard about people living in 
some “nasty city neighborhood” 
was not always true. They were 
faced with the realiza"on that it  

was "me to change their percep-
"ons and try to correct other’s 
views of people trying to survive. 
 It started me thinking about my 
own life, wondering why my father 
did not speak up when we wor-
shipped at St. Peter Claver Church, 
the African American mission in 
Hun"ngton, WV. The celebrant, a 
Dutch priest, always said Mass in 
the vernacular and allowed Dad to 
use spirituals and contemporary 
music in the worship se*ng. I re-
member Mom querying Dad about 
“going against the will of our Mon-
signor.” Maybe he/we should have 
discussed why there was such 
a difference in worship style.  
 

   Later when I was in the seminary, 
I was sent out to North Dakota to 
help an older priest and work in the 
“Indian Missions.” There too, the 
liturgy in the town church was  
different from that in the small 

chapel for the Indian families.  
Father would always be in a snit 
about having to go out there and 
wait for everyone to gather. Again, 
even though I felt a bit uneasy 
about all this, I never said anything 
so as not to rock the boat. 
 

   Brown finishes her book with an 
admoni"on about white guilt: we 
need to accept our guilt and re-
solve to speak up when we witness 
an unfair or racist situa"on. She 
concludes her book with this  
ques"on: Is the Black Lives Ma$er 
movement the working of the Holy 
Spirit? As hard as it has been and 
will be for some "me, it’s "me to 
own up to our sins and missteps of 
the past. But we need to heed  
Jesus’ words to the woman caught 
in adultery, “Go your way and from 
now on, do not sin again.” John 8:11 
                                           
                                        Steve O’Connell 

Go Your Way and  
Do Not Sin Again 
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On Pursuing Social Justice in the United States 
      When my faithful canine  
companion enters the house, 
she heads directly for the kitch-
en counter where she knows  
the treats are located. That is,  
she does so unless  there is 
something new on the floor  
en route to the kitchen. Then  
she suddenly backtracks a bit, 
notices the novelty with a brief 
sniff, then continues on her 
quest. 
 

       We too can have a whole  
new appreciation of the familiar, 
the “normal,” when there is a 
change. 
 

      During Spring Break way  
back in 1989, I had the chance  
to join a school trip to Spain. One 
of many events that happened 
then, one whose lesson comes 
to mind over and over again as  
my life has continued on its 
quest, is this. We arrived home 
on a Sunday night at O’Hare  
Airport, and I was shocked!  Oh, 
everything was moving along 
perfectly well. But the people -- 
so many different colors and 
styles of clothing, so many  
varied hairstyles and colors, so 
many shades of skin color and 
complexion! This was all no 
different than it had ever been  
at this or any other airport. But 
after spending eight days in 
Spain, a country whose popula-
tion looks pretty much the same 
in its many different cities, in the 
countryside, in malls, street 
squares and airports, (unless  
one is surrounded by tourists) 
America looks very different. Or 
more accurately, I now appreci-
ated something about our  

country I had never really 
noticed before.       
 

      Has any other nation in  
human history, or at least in the 
past millennium or so, tried to 
put together as one nation, one 
country, one culture, persons 
from so many different places  
of origin, and, thank God, more  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
recently even tried to bring the 
indigenous people into the mix 
as well? What an experiment in 
human development this is!   
 

      And what a challenge it is. 
Suddenly in 2020, we wake up to 
the reality that in the midst of all 
these different cultures we have 
called “America,” the stories, 
the perspectives of people of 
color have never been told accu-
rately or completely, that some 
in our culture have always had 
advantages that others were 
never granted. It’s hard to put all 
these differences together. It’s 
hard to continue such a unique 
journey when there isn’t a clear 
roadmap — or Mapquest — to 
dictate the way. It would be 
much easier to just give up, go 
back to the way (we think) 

things were. Maybe we should 
just have some places between 
the two oceans for people of 
European descent, some for 
those of  African descent, some 
for Spanish speaking, some 
for Asians, some for indigenous 
tribes, some for Republicans, 
some for Democrats, some for  
. . .  God knows how  many other 
peoples who call this land  
   “home.” 
 

       But maybe that is precisely 
the reality. As hard as it may be, 
maybe the God of all humankind 
is, and has been for over two 
hundred years, calling us to 
make this mosaic of people  
actually work and become the 
pattern for the entire planet 
one day. God knows it’s hard, 
but maybe it is also the way of 
God’s Kingdom. Maybe it even 
looks more like God’s Kingdom  
is ultimately to look like.  
 

      One of the things that strikes 
me about a mosaic is this:  the 
beauty of each individual piece  
is enhanced, makes even greater 
sense, when it is part of the 
whole involving all the colors, all 
the shapes, all brought together 
artistically as a masterpiece with 
the strength and beauty of each 
one’s individuality. Now, the art-
ist, our God and Creator of all, is 
the best. So will we keep doing 
the work that is necessary to 
bring this creation to its most 
artistic conclusion?  After all,  
“In God we trust.” So we can- 
not abandon the work now.  
God bless, God strengthen, God 
challenge, God direct America! 
                                                           

                      Fr. Larry Chapman 

 

Maybe God is 
calling us to 
make this  

mosaic of people  
. . .become the  
pattern . . . to  
look more like 
God’s Kingdom 
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    I can’t think of any word in the English language 
ending in “ism” which describes anything positive 
or good. Sexism, ageism, racism, fascism all des- 
cribe extreme ways of distorting one aspect of 
the human experience in an attempt to dominate 
or control others. Racism describes people of col-
or as being inferior to people with white skin. This 
is a learned response born out of ignorance, fear 
and evil. It IS a serious sin. Jim Wallis, a noted  
advocate for social justice calls racism “America’s 
Original Sin.” 
 

    There has never been a time when racism  
wasn’t a significant factor shaping our actions as  
a country. While the words of the Declaration of 
Independence speak of a country where “All men 
are created equal,” the reality is that those words 
did not include Native Americans, black people, 
or even women. 
 

    The man who wrote those stirring words was 
Thomas Jefferson, one of the “Founding Fathers: 
and “Framers of the Constitution.” The Declara-
tion of Independence spoke of an ideal – the reali-
ty was that all the “Framers of the Constitution” 
were white landowners, and all were men. Many 
of these men, including Jefferson, owned slaves. 
 

    So why is the death of one man, George Floyd, 
so significant? Why are people, literally across the 
globe, marching, demanding justice and change?  
I think, perhaps, because we saw his murder on 
television, and we saw the total indifference and 
callousness on the face of the police officer who 
ignored cries for mercy and knelt on the neck of 
George Floyd until he died. It revealed the ugly 
face of “privilege” and raw power. 
 

    For many white people, seeing the murder of 
George Floyd on television was a shocking revela-
tion of brutality. For many black people, his death 
was just the latest death of a black man at the 
hands of a white police officer.  
 

    If we are uncomfortable with the phrase “white 
privilege,” we should be. Many aspects of life in 
the United States that white people may take for 
granted are not the experience of people of color.  
 

    “Redlining” is a practice that keeps people of 
color from living in better neighborhoods. When 
property taxes pay a significant portion of the 
cost of schools, then schools in better neighbor-
hoods will be better funded. A “food desert”  
describes neighborhoods where full-service food 
stores are few and far between and good quality 
food is not a given. Think “Central City.” Access  
to safe, clean drinking water is considered, by 
some, as a privilege, not a guaranteed right. How 
did that happen? Think Flint, Michigan, especially 
in neighborhoods of people of color, if you want 
an example.  

 

     Hundreds of years of oppression is enough. We 
cannot continue to claim that we are Christians 
and ignore what we’ve seen. What is the saying? 
“All it takes for evil to flourish is for good people 
to do nothing.” The time is now. Choose Life. 
Look into the face of dying George Floyd and see 
the face of Christ crucified. 
                                                                    June Wessa 
                                                                                                                                             

White privilege is not our fault, but 
it is an uncomfortable inheritance.  

An Uncomfortable Inheritance 

 

This (the murder of George Floyd)  
is a great opportunity for our  
Church leaders to promote  

substantive change in our society  
and in our Church that addresses  

the sin of racism in our lives. . 
             Fr. Michael Bertram, OFM Cap. 
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    Augustus Tolton 
      Augustus Tolton was born the slave of a white 
Catholic family in Missouri in 1854. His father  
escaped slavery and fought and most likely died in 
the Civil War. As the war con"nued, his mother also 
escaped, taking her three children north to Quincy, 
Illinois. There Augustus was educated in an all-white 
Catholic parish school (a%er having been removed 
from the first school in which he was enrolled  
because parents objected to their children being  
educated with a black child). 
 

      Mentored by the pastor and others who recog-
nized his poten"al, he decided to become a priest. 
His hopes were thwarted when no seminary in the 
U.S. would accept this black man. He con"nued to 
prepare himself, gradua"ng from Quincy College.  
He was eventually welcomed as a student for the 
priesthood at the Urban College in Rome. A dedicated 
student, he learned Italian, La"n and Greek, as well as 
some African dialects. (He had learned German at the 
school in Quincy.) Although he had expected to be 
sent to Africa, he was sent back to the U.S. to work 
with the struggling black Catholic popula"on.  
 

      His first assignment was as pastor of a black parish 
in his home town. There his powerful preaching 

gained a following and  
the resentment of white  
Catholic pastors (one in 
par"cular) in Quincy as  
their congregants were 
drawn to hear him. He 
was held back in his  
ministry and eventually requested a move to  
Chicago where he served in a black parish. There  
too, he was successful, but not welcomed by his  
fellow priests. Yet he con"nued to "relessly reach  
out in service to the Body of Christ un"l his death  
at forty-three.  
 

      The treatment he received throughout his  
childhood and priesthood exposed the racism in  
the Church. His words challenge us today: “America  
has been called the most enlightened na"on in the 
world. We shall see whether it deserves that honor.  
If the United States has never before seen a black 
priest, it must see one now.”  
 

      The diocese of Chicago is shepherding his cause 
for canoniza"on. This first African-American priest 
born in the U.S. was declared “Venerable” in  2019.   
 

This ar"cle was composed from statements in his official biography.      

What Will be Our Legacy? 
   Often, when I wake up and look ahead at what  
my day may hold, my thoughts are drawn to the 
children at the border, separated from their  
parents. What will their day be like? Any expert in 
child development will attest that the formative 
years are essential to the future mental health of  
a child. And I know, deep in my mother’s heart  
that this is so wrong, so racially motivated, and  
so contrary to what we need to be as a welcoming 
country. How can we say we honor the dignity of 
each human life? How will these children grow into 
the persons God has intended for all his people? 
What will be our legacy? 
 

                                                           Bernadette Davel 

As a Church, we should do more to emphasize our Catholic Social Teachings and avoid empty words. 
                                                                                                   Fr. Peter Patrick Kimani 
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Racial Justice: Life Faith Experience (Lessons Learned) 
     During World War II, we kids exchanged comic 
books with our neighborhood boys, who, like my 
brother and me, were of German descent. They were 
Lutherans and joked about us ligh"ng candles by a 
Catholic statue as a "secret mystery.” The comics  
portrayed German soldiers with spiked helmets and 
gray skin; Japanese soldiers were small with yellow 
skin and buck teeth.  
 
     As a child of privilege in an all-white community on 
N. 37th Street, I was blessed with good parents who 
survived WW I and the pandemic 1918 flu in Germany. 
Each came to the U.S. as a servant since the Versailles 
Treaty had plunged them into extreme poverty. Here 
they managed to send us to Catholic schools while 
dealing with the Great Depression;  
my father was blessed to work two 
weeks a month as a telephone line-
man during that "me. They bought  
a duplex, and we had good rela"ons 
with a young Jewish family who were 
our tenants.  
 
     The nuns at St. John’s and Jesuits at Marque$e 
High taught me that racial intermarriage was morally 
fine, but that society might cause problems. As a Cath- 
olic, I was taught all human life was sacred. I worked 
in factories during Marque$e U, and during college, I 
gave speeches and wrote le$ers to all newspapers 
against capital punishment. A%er college, I became a 
proba"on and parole agent for the State of Wisconsin 
Div. of Correc"ons and visited all state prisons.  
 
     At Waupun Prison, a maximum security prison with 
armed guards in watchtowers, I was assigned to help 
plan a parole release of a black prisoner whose behav-
ior had placed him in an isola"on cell, a cage with iron 
bars. I used my Catholic belief to warn him that I felt 
his release plans put him at risk to re-offend. I told 
him he was of equal value as I am to God, and we 
wanted him to succeed. When we parted, he said  
“I hope you keep your Spirit.” Eventually, with new 
plans, he succeeded.  

     While working to complete my Master’s Degree, 
my class worked on a UWM research project in the 
black area of Milwaukee; the research became a book 
The People of the Inner Core-North. In my Master’s 
thesis, I supported the hypothesis that “close interra-
cial proximity would lead to interracial contact and 
improve interracial a*tudes.” My fellow students 
elected me to develop the total ques"onnaire which 
was well accepted, and the study had posi"ve results.  
 
     As a social worker for Milwaukee County Protec"ve 
Services, I met with abused and neglected kids. Again, 
I used my Catholic faith to support the dignity and 
worth of every human being as I worked with black 
and white mothers to help them change behavior. I  

   published ar"cles which got the  
   a$en"on of U.S. Dept.  of HEW, and  
   I was invited to Washington D.C.  
   and the University of Southern  
   California to help develop model  
   child abuse legisla"on. I had to coax 

my cab driver to go there due to the Wa$’s riots. I  
became ac"ve in the Na"onal Associa"on of Social 
Workers and was elected Social Policy and Ac"on 
Commi$ee Chair and developed the Civil Rights  
Commi$ee and Peace and Disarmament Commi$ee 
urging those in my profession to join the Open Hous-
ing Marches with Fr. Groppi and the Commandos.  
 
     The marches I witnessed and par"cipated in remind 
me of the Black Lives Ma$er Marches now. Of course, 
Black lives Ma$er! Every human life ma$ers and has 
value, dignity and is worthy of respect. This is a na"on 
of Immigrants who deserve help! The Gospels and 
words of Jesus in Ma$hew 25 tells us so. We need to 
listen, learn and act. Everyone has a soul. We need to 
see Christ in others. Love your neighbor as yourself.    
                     Peace!                   Ernest Andrew Herre  
 

 

Every human life ma$ers 
 and has value, dignity   

and is worthy  of respect. 

 

We cannot be pro-life while tolerating racism. 
                                                 Pope Francis 
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O Great Spirit,  

May I never judge  
another man  
until I have  
walked a mile  
in his moccasins. 

 

  Native American Prayer 
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