Leading is the Association of Roman Catholic \Women Priests’ publication
to introduce the general public to who we are, what we do, and why.

leading

“We are not leaving the Church; we are leading it.”

WWW.ARCWP.ORG

CONTRIBUTORS
Anne Latour

Debra Trees

Diane Dougherty
Janice Sevre-Duszynska
Kathleen Sauline

Lindy Sanford

Mary Ann Matthys

Nori Kieran-Meredith

AN

Association

Musings from the Trees of Life

Listen and Learn
By Lindy Sanford-Martinez, ARCWP

Nature does whisper sacred texts to us.

That wisdom is available every time we
listen.

his morning I heard many birds sing-

ing joy and gratitude for all creation.
Amidst it all, T heard a call I didnt recog-
nize. Long and clear and so very beautiful!
Three times she sang out. Distinct! Loud!
Close by! Everything around me, every in-
sect, moth and bee, every beetle and grass-
hopper, every other bird, even the vegeta-
bles, flowers, and trees seemed to stop and
listen. My cats and I as well!

The beauty of her song held us all for
several minutes, even in the silence that
followed it. Then a cricket hummed her
song, a breeze coaxed the leaves on the veg-
etables, and the trees whispered it as they
breathed out their joy. A little gray bird
flew overhead . . . and then I heard a car
whizzing by on the road at the end of our
street, reminding me of the world outside
my quiet little home.

An app on my phone picks up on the
sounds that birds make and identifies them. It told me that the little
bird casually flying overhead was a sparrow — a plain thing — just one
of the many in my neighborhood. The app identified it by her litany
of praise. Sparrows have many calls, yet I had never noticed this one
before . . . one like a herald announcing gratitude for the wonder of the
universe. She is a song sparrow, of course! Small and plain, her voice R,

praises all creation with glorious tones. ‘

Lindy Sanford-Martinez

Many of us think we arent strong enough, special enough, signif-
icant enough, smart enough, educated enough, or wise enough, to
speak out, to take a stand before others for inclusivity, equality, justice
or radical love.

Inside each of us, no matter how plain or insignificant we think we are, we have arrest-
ing, thought-provoking, challenging wisdom. If we spoke it, sang it, lived it, our words would
change the world around us. Just like that little song sparrow’s soliloquy. She made everything
around her stand still and rejoice. So can we!

Lindy Sanford-Martinez discovered traditional Catholicism while reading about St Francis and converted in
1970, disagreeing only with the idea that women could not be ordained. Today she has found peace and harmony

in a chaotic world by serving as a woman priest and by reading the sacred texts of nature all around us.
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Living
Within
the Lines

By Deb Trees, ARCWP

I lave you ever
noticed, if you

are writing on lined

Deb Trees

paper, how you can
be stifled by having to stay within the lines?

We all learn to write on lined paper, to
drive on marked roads, and these marks, real
or imaginary, help us to grasp the ungrasp-
able. We are constantly using an outline, col-
oring within the lines, keeping in line.

Who sets the lines? Can it be that here is
where our religious and spiritual work has led
us, deep within the lines of the battle for our
understanding, expression, and awareness of
soul? Write without the lines and you will not
fall astray. Redefine the lines and you will al-
low more freedom of expression. Stay within
the lines and your safe and secure boundaries
are still available. You don’t need to get too
bent out of shape with your discomfort at no
more boundaries or lines!

Keep your awareness of the outline at your
disposal and move in a circle. Then dare to
step over the line! You continue to be not
alone. You continue in joy, awareness, and
comfortable boundary! You continue in the
compassion of empowerment; the beauty of
being human and being spirit.

The line is pushed back, and you are
still here.

Beyond the fear of crossing the line is
the awareness of love. s love.

Hold steady within the comfort of your
lines or break loose. It matters not.

You are loved.

Debra Trees earned her Master’s in Ministry through
Peoples Catholic Seminary and Global Ministries
University. She is a wife, mother, and professional
audiologist for the past 35 years.
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Psalm 85

By Mary Ann Matthys, ARCWP

love reading the Psalms. They express
thoughts, feelings, emotions, awe,
wonder, gratitude, and love. One of my
favorites is Psalm 85 as translated by
Christine Robinson, which she features

in her blog. My favorite verse in Psalm
85 is, “May Your mercy and truth meet

Mary Ann Matthys
together, Righteousness and peace kiss each other.” These qualities

are so needed in our world today. Love/mercy and truth bring a sense
of groundedness and reciprocity to conversations. Righteousness and
peace together are an essential combination in conflict resolution. I
think true righteousness always contains an element of peace. Think
of how different our communities and world would be if we took this
verse to heart!

Psalms are the cries of the hearts of people amid the stuff of life.
They contain joy and wonder juxtaposed with anger and grief. Psalms
are “real life” in prose and poetry. The turbulent world we live in lends
itself to psalms. Watching premature babies struggling to breathe in a
hospital without oxygen sparks anger and grief for all the innocents
who are caught in the crossfire of conflicts they did not choose. Seeing
islands of plastic forming in our oceans as the coral reefs die invites
lamentation for our planet. Finding joy in our midst, while elusive
in these times, is essential. Our challenge is to be fully present and to
notice.

We are living psalms. We write our psalms with our lives. Looking
at life as our own psalm written with the stuff of our life and breath
changes our viewpoint. The people in scripture were just like us, regu-
lar people living their lives amidst times of plenty and times of distress.
They offered prayers of thanksgiving in times of goodness and cried
out to the Holy One in times of anguish and agony. They asked ques-
tions of themselves and the Divine.

What if we consciously write our own
psalm today as we move through the day?

What are the deepest desires of our hearts?
Who are we in the grand scheme of things?
What is our sacred work in the world?
Where do we fit into the Divine’s plan?
Ask the questions.

Notice the beauty and agony of this life.
Hold joy and grief gently.

Live your psalm.

Mary Ann Matthys MA, ARCWP is a #1 best-selling author, poet, artist, and
spiritual director. Mary Anns books, Travel Altars and Poems & Prayers for
Ordinary Mystics, both topped #1 in New Releases on Amazon within 24 hours
of publishing. Both books illumine the spiritual path, the one we make by walking.
Find Mary Ann at her website, www.consecratetheday.com.

Reminiscence

by Janice Sevre-Duszynska, ARCWP

My sister, brothers, cousins, and I
grew up on what was called the
Polish south side of Milwaukee. When the
clock struck the hour, we would hear bells
in synchronicity from among the many
Catholic Churches nearby: SS. Cyril and
Methodius’ (our parish), St. Mary Mag-
dalen’s, St. Alexander’s, St. Helen’s, St.
Jehoshaphat’s Basilica and more. These parishes traced their roots to
Polish immigrants who came to the United States at the turn of the last
century. The Catholic faith and traditions shaped our lives.

Janice Sevre-Duszynska

My cousins Mary Jo, Danny, and Dale went with my sister and me
to SS. Cyril and Methodius School, just past the creck and up the hill.
Our lives were intertwined with parish life. My mother’s sister, Auntie
Isabelle, was on the board of the Christian Mothers and her husband,
our Uncle Norb, visited every day to check up on Busia (short for
Babcia, our grandmother) who enjoyed the attention her children and
grandchildren showered upon her. Busia immigrated from Poland in
the early 1920s and never learned to speak English. She was busy rais-
ing three boys and three girls. (Three infants, including a set of twin

gitls, died at birth).

My mother spoke Polish with Busia. Listening to them, I tried to
pick out a few words I could translate into English. Relying on the
intonations of their voices and the intensity of their eyes, I would listen
for any English words my mom might use for emphasis. To this day I
bemoan being unable to speak and readily understand the language of
The Motherland. Not that I didn’t bring it up to my mother on a reg-
ular basis — I most certainly did! Her reply was always the same: “Your
father says: “In America we speak English.” “Oh, Mom,” I'd respond.
“He doesn’t know better than you.” It bothered me so, that she would
allow him to dictate to her. I said to myself then, “No man is ever going
to boss me around.” Already understanding that the male priests were
above the nuns in the pecking order, I still liked and engaged with the
priests, especially the ones who did not hold their sex above mine. Se-
cretly, I wanted the sisters to be able to say Mass and celebrate Eucha-
rist. The Jesus inside my heart and soul was a feminist. Remembering
that He shared much knowledge with Mary Magdalene, whom Peter
was jealous of, gave me strength. From an early age, I understood that
Jesus did not have a pecking order of males over females, and it was the

Spirit Who had moved me, the Spirit Who had guided me.

Today we recognize that Jesus was a feminist!

Janice Sevre-Duszynska is a social justice activist for ARCWP on a world-wide

front.
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Jesus, a Life

by Anne M. Latour, ARCWP

ary was worried. Joseph had been due
home days earlier. He had left to find
work in a nearby town over a month ago. She
hated that he had to travel for work and to be
away from the family but, as a tradesman, he

had to go where there were jobs. Joseph had sent

W
Anne M. Latour

word a week ago that he would be home soon.

Mary went to the main road to watch for travelers. She saw one of the
temple priests outside of town. Daring to speak to him, she asked if he
had seen Joseph, her husband and a local tradesman, on the road. He
looked at Mary and quickly looked away — hurrying past her and not
even bothering to answer her question. Mary hurried home, concerned
yet hopeful that he had been delayed and that nothing was truly amiss. A

Levite was coming to town for the Sabbath; perhaps he would have word

of her husband.

After Sabbath prayers, Mary asked the Lev-
ite if he had seen Joseph on the road. The
Levite seemed unconcerned, stating that he
did not recall seeing any Nazarenes on the
road, although something in his eyes told her
otherwise.

Jesus was getting just about old enough to
travel with his father for work, but Mary still
hesitated to let him go. Now she wondered if
she should have allowed him to travel with his
father. After another week went by, Mary im-

plored her cousin to go in search of Joseph in
nearby towns. A few days later, he returned

with her injured, but healing, husband.

Joseph had a tremendous story to tell. He had been set upon by rob-
bers and was beaten and thrown into a ditch. He was certain he would
die. The robbers stole all of his money and tools. After several people
passed by, someone actually had come, picked him up, and brought him
to a local inn. Joseph was injured enough that he did not remember any-
thing about the man who had helped him, but his wounds were dressed,
the room at the inn was paid for, and money was left for his food. After
many days of healing, the stranger returned and, to Joseph’s astonish-
ment, he was a Samaritan. Traditionally, Samaritans were considered
enemies of Joseph’s people — a religious feud dating back to the Assyrian
conquest of Isracl when they did not go into exile with the rest of the
Israelites. The man had come to check on Joseph and stayed at the inn
for several days. They had much in common. He too had been out look-
ing for work. He had a daughter, named Photini, not much older than
Jesus. The Samaritan asked Joseph to pray for his family. He felt he had
failed them, as he had chosen a husband for his young daughter who had
then divorced her. A young divorced woman was not looked upon well
in society; the father blamed himself for his poor judgment and worried

for his daughter’s future.

Joseph assured him of his prayers, thanked him for his help, and re-
turned home with Mary’s cousin. Joseph told Jesus that all people were
a part of God’s family; there were no enemies, that all men and women

belonged to God.

Jesus and Mary were happy to have Joseph home, praised God for his
recovery, and prayed for Photini. Learning from his father’s example,
Jesus continued to grow in wisdom and God’s abundant love.

Anne Latour is assistant editor for the newsletter.

Synodality -
a &ovement L?r;m Silos to Circles

by Diane Dougherty, ARCWP -

Hope: our Christian belief that our most beauti-
ful days are yet to come — Pope Francis.

F rances, the mother of my friend, was Slove-
nian and lived in an enclave of first-genera-
tion immigrants. They built a beautiful church
that was pastored by a bilingual ethnic priest.
As the community grew, many moved out, and
church membership dwindled. The old pastor

and his ways were set aside for Vatican II re-

Diane Dougherty

newal. He ended up in a small apartment with no one to cook or clean
for him nor a community to lead. He asked Frances if she would cook
him just one meal a day, and so the saga began.

Frances was quite the compassionate Slovenian feminist, whose daugh-
ter was a religious sister. Frances invited us many times to her kitchen ta-
ble. Unwittingly we became influencers in her beliefs about the Church,
and our deep conversations spilled into her exchanges with the pastor.
She told him, if he ate at her table, he would have to listen to her. She be-
lieved in women’s ordination, (this was the 70’s), women’s right to choose
their health care, that there should be structured and recognized roles
for women in the hierarchy, that women’s work was Christ’s work and
while, as a former pastor, he played a part in developing the hierarchy, it
was wrong for both the hierarchy and members of the church to allow
him to live in such poverty at the end of his life of service. He disagreed,
vehemently insisting it was Christ’s will. That kitchen table, her con-
fronting words, comforting ethnic food, and family were the community
that accompanied him in his last years of a full life of service. Without a
position in the hierarchy, his “silo,” he had no space to belong other than
to the circle of my friends’ home, her family, and that kitchen table.

When I study synodality, as well as the opposition to it, I think about
the multitude of lifetimes men have spent in the closed culture, the si-
los of the Church, simply to maintain that closed culture at any cost.
I am struck at how gut wrenching it must be for these men to climb
down from the mistaken beliefs that Christ speaks through them and the
magisterium alone, to hear fresh voices from laity and religious who are
actually doing the work of the Church, bringing good news to the poor,
disrupting the ground on which they thought they were standing,.

Maureen Fiedler wrote a great book, Breaking through the Stained
Glass Ceiling. The image is perfect for the synodality movement as is the
theme of our next annual retreat, Kaleidoscopes: Our Visions Emerge.
For many who see the hierarchical church as the vehicle Christ needs to
communicate the good news of the gospel, the glass ceiling is crashing
down. For all following the synodal way within the church today, circles
of deep listening address how these old structures have brought harm to
people in the name of Christ. New visions of repentance, reconciliation,
and renewal are springing out of the depth of sorrow.

From my perspective, understanding love for all in service of the
Church remains, along with the hope of renewal of authentic Christian
practices. And as we move on in the women priests’ movement, we tread
on that two-edged sword, continuing to speak of and attend to emerging
new visions at the same time serving those with their old ways the food
of love, care, and community — which are the heart of all gospel life and
our calling.

Diane Dougherty, ARCWE is an activist priest advocating for gender justice most
g g Jor & J
particularly within the Roman Catholic Church and other religious institutions.
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Anointing of the Sick

by Kathleen Sauline, ARCWP =

A nointing of the Sick is a very intimate sacrament. The first time I
participated in anointing, I found tears rolling down my cheeks.

The intimacy of touching a stranger’s forehead. The knowledge that
I did not know their joys, their fears or their pain. Experiencing the
reality that we somehow shared a belief that God is with us through it
all, as evidenced by our presence to give and receive the sacrament of
anointing.

Anointing centers within the power of a seal of love. A dying grand-
mother’s last kiss. A priestly greeting, chatting and sharing with a
stranger in a hospital bed, knowing yours may be the last face that
person will see on this side of heaven. A woman dropping her husband
off at the hospital, as a dear friend did during the height of Covid,
knowing it was possible it would be the last time she ever saw him. The
kiss, the tear, the word, the chrism oil. The hug, the wave, the shoulder
grasp, the anointing.

More than any other sacrament, anointing is the acceptance of that
which we often do not want to accept. A sign of the knowing that
God’s love follows us everywhere. That it cradles us in hope even in
the face of heartbreak. The knowledge that each and every one of our
lives is sealed with God’s eternal love,
recognized by the Church, across the
centuries, through anointing.

Marriage

by Kathleen Sauline, Akﬁ wP

regarding sacramental marriage is
the image of the triple twine of rope:
God, spouse, and spouse. A stronger tie

Kathleen Sauline, ARCWP

than a twine of two, where the couple’s love is fortified with God’s love
for them.

The sacrament of marriage embodies a passage from commitment to
lived experience. I've known many, many wonderful married couples
and not one of them has ever emphasized that living the sacrament of
marriage is easy. Yet many have stressed the joy they've experienced in
marriage, despite the everyday challenges and sometimes stressful or
tragic events that can permeate married life. Many of us recognize that
the sacrament of marriage is not a one-day, one-time event. Rather it
is the daily grind, the forgiveness, sometimes offered easily, sometimes
hard-earned through trial and pain. It is the willingness to begin again:
to love, to forgive, to care, to nourish one another and the marriage of
our commitment and our dreams. It is intimacy on so many levels and
takes us face to face with the experience of utmost reliance on God’s
love and mercy.

Marriage requires growing and stretching. One cant stay in one’s
comfort zone and be sacramentally married. Marriage requires that our
self-interest extend to another’s desires, welfare, health, well-being and
dreams while holding on to our own as they grow and change. When
children come into a marriage, they mirror, reflect, and expand the

sacrament to a twine of three, of four, of five, of six, of seven, or more.
Stronger and more complicated, no doubt. When a married couple
longs for children and they do not come, there is also a new strength to
the commitment to remain together: an ongoing daily recommitment
to a dream that looks different from our expectations.

Marriage and the nuclear and extended families it grows bear fruit
for our homes, our communities, our church and the world. Love is
strengthened by challenge, feted in joy. and shared in sorrow. A reflec-
tion of our God’s love for each of us.

Kathleen O'Connell Sauline and her latte husband, Dave, have three adult daugh-
ters who are practicing Catholics. She lives in Shaker Heights, Ohbio, with her
francé, Rafe Townsend.

From the Editor
By Nori Kieran-Meredith, ARCWP

Lmding welcomes guest graphic design-
ers Diane Wiltsie and Cheryl Pirih
and thanks them for their last-minute
assistance. This edition of the newsletter

is a virtual cornucopia of creative delight.

Kathleen Sauline treats us to yet more re- -

flections on the sacraments, pointing up Nori Kieran-Meredith
the intimacy of anointing and marriage. Anne Latour, for her part,
paints the intimacy of every-day life for the Holy Family. Deb Trees
invites us to write without the lines, suggesting the development that
might blossom if we do so. Diane Dougherty calls out the closed
culture which confines us all and the “silos” that have given us too
little elbow room in our own church. Janice Sevre-Duszynska offers
yet another charming reflection on her Polish childhood. Lindy San-
ford-Martinez brings tears to the eyes in her sketch of a song spar-
row. And finally, Mary Ann Matthys names us all as living psalms.

What an image!

Nori Kieran-Meredith, M.Div., mother and grandmother, is a member of the
ARCWP on the ecumenical front.

ARCWP is a 501(c)(3) organization eligible
to receive tax deductible, charitable
contributions in compliance with the IRS.
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Leading is publlshed four times a year.

The Association of Roman Catholic Women Priests consists of women and men committed to a renewed model of ordained ministry in an inclusive community of equals in
the Roman Catholic Church. We seek equality for women in the Church that includes decision making and ordination.

“In Christ, there is no Jew or
Greek, slave or citizen,

male or female. All are one
in Christ Jesus.” Galatians 3:28
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In 2002, on the Danube River, seven women were validly ordained Roman Catholic priests. The principal
consecrating Roman Catholic male bishop who ordained our first women bishops is one with apostolic
succession in communion with the Pope within the Roman Catholic Church. Therefore, all qualified candidates
who are presented to our bishops for ordination are ordained in apostolic succession by the laying on of
hands. According to man-made canon law, the Church may consider us illicit, but our ordinations are valid.
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