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Try this web address for a delightful approach to the Christmas season: 
http://holidays.blastcomm.com/ 

-     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     - 

Jody Dean wrote this about Mel Gibson's new movie: (he is a Dallas TV anchor) 
 
There've been a ton of emails and forwards floating around recently from those who've had the privilege of seeing 
Mel Gibson's "The Passion Of The Christ" prior to its actual release. I thought I'd give you my reaction after seeing 
it last night. 
 
The screening was on the first night of "Elevate!", a weekend-long seminar for young people at Prestonwood 
Baptist Church in Plano. There were about 2,000 people there, and the movie was shown after several speakers 
had taken the podium. It started around 9 and finished around 11...so I reckon the film is about two hours in 
length. Frankly, I lost complete track of time - so I can't be sure. 
 
I want you to know that I started in broadcasting when I was 13-years-old. I've been in the business of writing, 
performing, production, and broadcasting for a long time. I've been a part of movies, radio, television, stage and 
other productions - so I know how things are done. I know about soundtracks and special effects and make-up 
and screenplays. I think I've seen just about every kind of movie or TV show ever made - from extremely 
inspirational to extremely gory. I read a lot, too - and have covered stories and scenes that still make me wince. I 
also have a vivid imagination, and have the ability to picture things as they must have happened - or to anticipate 
things as they will be portrayed. I've also seen an enormous amount of footage from Gibson's film, so I thought I 
knew what was coming. 
 
But there is nothing in my existence - nothing I could have read, seen, heard, thought, or known - that could have 
prepared me for what I saw on screen last night. 
 
This is not a movie that anyone will "like". I don't think it's a movie anyone will "love". It certainly doesn't 
"entertain". There isn't even the sense that one has just watched a movie. What it is, is an experience - on a level 
of primary emotion that is scarcely comprehensible. Every shred of human preconception or predisposition is 
utterly stripped away. No one will eat popcorn during this film. Some may not eat for days after they've seen it. 
Quite honestly, I wanted to vomit. It hits that hard. 
 
I can see why some people are worried about how the film portrays the Jews. They should be worried. No, it's not 
anti-Semitic. What it is, is entirely shattering. There are no "winners". No one comes off looking "good" - except 
Jesus. Even His own mother hesitates. As depicted, the Jewish leaders of Jesus' day merely do what any of us 
would have done - and still do. They protected their perceived "place" - their sense of safety and security, and the 
satisfaction of their own "rightness". But everyone falters. Caiphus judges. Peter denies. Judas betrays. Simon 
the Cyrene balks. Mark runs away. Pilate equivocates. The crowd mocks. The soldiers laugh. Longinus still stabs 
with his pilus. The centurion still carries out his orders. And as Jesus fixes them all with a glance, they still turn 
away. 
 
The Jews, the Romans, Jesus' friends - they all fall. Everyone, except the Principal Figure. Heaven sheds a 
single, mighty tear - and as blood and water spew from His side, the complacency of all creation is eternally 
shattered. 
 
The film grabs you in the first five seconds, and never lets go. The brutality, humiliation, and gore is almost 
inconceivable - and still probably doesn't go far enough. The scourging alone seems to never end, and you cringe 
at the sound and splatter of every blow - no matter how steely your nerves. Even those who have known combat 
or prison will have trouble, no matter their experience - because this Man was not conscripted. He went willingly, 
laying down His entirety for all. It is one thing for a soldier to die for his countrymen. It's something else entirely to 
think of even a common man dying for those who hate and wish to kill him. But this is no common man. This is 
the King of the Universe. The idea that anyone could or would have gone through such punishment is unthinkable 
- but this Man was completely innocent, completely holy - and paying the price for others. He screams as He is 
laid upon the cross, "Father, they don't know. They don't know..." 
 
What Gibson has done is to use all of his considerable skill to portray the most dramatic moment of the most 
dramatic events since the dawn of time. There is no escape. It's a punch to the gut that puts you on the canvas, 
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and you don't get up. You are simply confronted by the horror of what was done - what had to be done - and why. 
Throughout the entire film, I found myself apologizing. 
 
What you've heard about how audiences have reacted is true. There was no sound after the film's conclusion. No 
noise at all. No one got up. No one moved. The only sound one could hear was sobbing. In all my years of public 
life, I have never heard anything like that. 
 
I told many of you that Gibson had reportedly re-shot the ending to include more "hope" through the 
Resurrection? That's not true. The Resurrection scene is perhaps the shortest in the entire movie - and yet it 
packs a punch that can't be quantified. It is perfect. There is no way to negotiate the meaning out of it. It simply 
asks, "Now, what will you do?" 
 
I'll leave the details to you, in the hope that you will see the film - but one thing above all stands out, and I have to 
tell you about it. It comes from the end of Jesus' temptations in the wilderness - where the Bible says Satan left 
him "until a more opportune time". I imagine Satan never quit tempting Christ, but this film captures beyond words 
the most opportune time. At every step of the way, Satan is there at Jesus' side - imploring Him to quit, reasoning 
with Him to give up, and seducing Him to surrender. For the first time, one gets an heart-stopping idea of the 
sense of madness that must have enveloped Jesus - a sense of the evil that was at His very elbow. The physical 
punishment is relentless - but it's the sense of psychological torture that is most overwhelming. He should have 
quit. He should have opened His mouth. He should have called 10,000 angels. No one would have blamed Him. 
What we deserve is obvious. But He couldn't do that. He wouldn't do that. He didn't do that. He doesn't do that. It 
was not and is not His character. He was obedient, all the way to the cross - and you feel the real meaning of that 
phrase in a place the human heart usually 
doesn't dare to go. You understand that we are called to that same level of obedience. With Jesus' humanity so 
irresistibly on display, you understand that we have no excuse. There is no place to hide. 
 
The truth is this: Is it just a "movie"? In a way, yes. But it goes far beyond that, in a fashion I've never felt - in any 
forum. We may think we "know". We know nothing. We've gone 2,000 years - used to the idea of a pleasant story, 
and a sanitized Christ. We expect the ending, because we've heard it so many times. God forgive us. This film 
tears that all away. It's as close as any of us will ever get to knowing, until we fully know. Paul understood. "Be 
urgent, in and out of season." 
 
Luke wrote that Jesus reveals Himself in the breaking of the bread. Exactly. "The Passion Of The Christ" shows 
that Bread being broken. 
 
Go see this movie.  Jody 

-     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     - 

A Homily of Fr. Matthew Kelty, O.C.S.O. for the 1st Sunday of the Lent (C), 1995: Lk 4:1-13 
  
Acting Out Vicarious Guilt 
 
     Many years ago, so many, in fact, that it seems in a previous incarnation, I was called home from a mission 
assignment in the Pacific to do some other work. And I returned by way of Europe -- as close that way as the 
other -- and so got a look at a few other countries. I do not remember much, but I do remember this Europe was 
clean, some lands immaculate. I thought of that last week when I went to see two doctors, one in Lebanon, one in 
Campbellsville, named fittingly enough for a monk's care: Kirk and Angel. And the roads over one way and back 
another were unsightly with litter, lots of litter, scattered along the wayside. Why do Americans do this? They did 
not bring it with them from Europe and most of them are from Europe ultimately. Why do they do it here? Foreign 
visitors are appalled. It is an ugly trait, unsightly, selfish, arrogant, thoughtless. And despite years of effort to 
eradicate this vice, small progress has been made. Why do they dump their trash in my front yard? They don't do 
it at home. Americans have a lot of good qualities. This is not one of them. It is disgraceful. People otherwise 
decent enough open the window, throw out the debris, and move on down the road. 
     So I was thinking about this, a friend and I. What is going on here? I suggest it is rooted in guilt. 
     Americans are a favored people. They live in one of the richest, best developed, most beautiful countries in the 
world. Who would argue with that? Further, they are daily exposed to how the rest of the world lives, and that in 
vivid and dramatic terms. It is absurd to suggest that has no impact. Famine, disease, poverty, ignorance, 
tyranny, oppression are common. The lot of most. 
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     And we live in Paradise. Why? What is so special about us? Nothing really. Just happenstance, Providence, 
fortune, good luck. 
     A person can feel guilty about it in some unconscious way. And we know too, in our hearts, that we are not as 
deserving as we'd like to think. So we act out guilt. We do something nasty. And everyone knows throwing your 
trash on the roadside is nasty. And that makes you feel better. I'm not special. I am just a sinner and a slob in 
paradise. 
     But guilt is not resolved by acting out evil. When a child gives in to impulse and instead of being its usual self, 
does something mean, we correct the child. That's not how you deal with evil impulse. You confess it. You 
acknowledge it. You ask mercy and forgiveness. But you do not act on it. Otherwise we simply confirm ourselves 
in evil. 
     Granted that litter is not a major moral problem, it is a highly significant one. And one worth considering during 
Lent. 
     And if confession is extraordinarily healthy for moral growth, the Eucharist is even more so. For in the 
Eucharist we are confronted with the fruit of evil. 
     The Mass is no mere ritual re-enactment of the Passion and Death of the Lord. Ritual re-enactment it is, but it 
is also reality. It is the Death of the Lord. 
     That's why the head is a priest, and why he stands at an altar. He is offering a sacrifice as Christ. And this 
Christ is put to death. By sinners. And we are sinners. So in the truest sense we witness the consequence of our 
evil. Our evil put the Son of God to death. 
     And His death becomes a merciful pardon and healing. We are forgiven by the Lord we crucified and invited to 
His table to be united to Him in His Body and Blood, Soul and Divinity. 
     And then bidden go home and live in love. Now no need to act out the evil in us. We have already done so. 
And in His merciful grace can live in love. 
     Here is the healing of guilt. We are sinners healed by the mercy of God. Now there is no need to come to 
terms with guilt by acting on it. We both resist evil and receive pardon. Guilt is overwhelmed by the mercy of God. 
     In many ways, large and small, serious and trifling, we may reveal a guilt-ridden heart. Acting out is not the 
answer. Pardon is the answer. Pardon through confession and God's mercy. Pardon through the Passion in which 
the very death we inflicted on the Lord becomes our salvation. 
     These are deep truths. They are worth reflecting on these 40 days. 
 
[cf     http://www.monks.org/homilies.html  for other homilies + other things from Gethsemani] 

-     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     - 
IF I HAD MY LIFE TO LIVE OVER - by Erma Bombeck 

(written after she found out she was dying from cancer) 

 
I would have gone to bed when I was sick instead of pretending the earth would go into a holding pattern 
if I weren't there for the day. 
 
I would have burned the pink candle sculpted like a rose before it melted in storage. 
 
I would have talked less and listened more. 
 
I would have invited friends over to dinner even if the carpet was stained, or the sofa faded. 
 
I would have eaten the popcorn in the 'good' living room and worried much less about the dirt when 
someone wanted to light a fire in the fireplace. 
 
I would have taken the time to listen to my grandfather ramble about his youth. 
 
I would have shared more of the responsibility carried by my husband. 
 
I would never have insisted the car windows be rolled up on a summer day because my hair had just been 
teased and sprayed. 
 
I would have sat on the lawn with my grass stains. 
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I would have cried and laughed less while watching television and more while watching life. 
 
I would never have bought anything just because it was practical, wouldn't show soil, or was guaranteed 
to last a lifetime. 
 
Instead of wishing away nine months of pregnancy, I'd have cherished every moment and realized that 
the wonderment growing inside me was the only chance in life to assist God in a miracle. 
 
When my kids kissed me impetuously, I would never have said, "Later. Now go get washed up for dinner." 
There would have been more "I love you's." More "I'm sorry's." 
 
But mostly, given another shot at life, I would seize every minute...look at it and really see it .. live it .and 
never give it back. Stop sweating the small stuff. 
 
Don't worry about who doesn't like you, who has more, or who's doing what. 
 
Instead, let's cherish the relationships we have with those who do love us. 
 
Let's think about what God HAS blessed us with. And what we are doing each day to promote ourselves 
mentally, physically, emotionally. I hope you all have a blessed day. 
 
Beautiful Women's Month 
 
Age 3: She looks at herself and sees a Queen. 
 
Age 8: She looks at herself and sees Cinderella. 
 
Age 15: She looks at herself and sees an Ugly Sister (Mum I can't go to school looking like this!) 
 
Age 20: She looks at herself and sees "too fat/too thin, too short/too tall, too straight/too curly"- but 
decides she's going out anyway. 
 
Age 30: She looks at herself and sees "too fat/too thin, too short/too tall, too straight/too curly" - but 
decides she doesn't have time to fix it, so she's going out anyway. 
 
Age 40: She looks at herself and sees "clean" and goes out anyway. 
 
Age 50: She looks at herself and sees "I am" and goes wherever she wants to go. 
 
Age 60: She looks at herself and reminds herself of all the people who can't even see themselves in the 
mirror anymore. Goes out and conquers the world. 
 
Age 70: She looks at herself & sees wisdom, laughter and ability, goes out and enjoys life. 
 
Age 80: Doesn't bother to look. Just puts on a purple hat and goes out to have fun with the world. 

-     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     - 

For a very relaxing AND uplifting moment, try this website (but Netscape and Safari Browsers will block the music!) - and 
look for the other stuff they have too:          http://wonderofitall.com/ 

-     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     - 

Try this web site - about a mountain climber and God: 
http://www.ticz.com/homes/users/bob/The-Rope/The-Rope.htm 

 


