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An Interlude For A Woman 
She considered raising a family the epitome of success 

T 
here is an aching wound sorely healed, a sor-

row unforgiven of the pain still so raw, inflict-

ed by the loss of the one who first bore the 

pain of love becoming. Looking into those eyes 

are but a reflection of the beauty of a soul in hidden an-

guish, the heart stops its steady beat and cries with such 

despair it may never find its beat again. I am reminded yet 

again of what is taped before my eyes: “Let us remember 

that love lives through sacrifice and is nourished by giv-

ing. Without sacrifice, there is no 

love.” So wrote Saint Maximilian 

Kolbe, a Polish Conventual Fran-

ciscan friar who volunteered to 

die in place of a stranger in the 

German death camp of Ausch-

witz. That always and forever 

will be indelibly etched onto my 

memory, what I remember most 

of her; it is such love what is most 

absent from a world now spiral-

ing inexorably into hell. 

Looking for one thing, I 

found another which is not as 

uncommon as one might think. 

What I found surprised me for I 

have no recollection of it at all. Of 

when or where it came into my 

possession is of little or no im-

port, but that it was so near is of 

so great a benefit I dare not hope express the joy obtained 

from its unexpected being found. Finding it on February 

14th, Valentines Day, was like receiving a special valen-

tine from a long-lost but never, ever forgotten love. 

A mere two pages (60-61) copied from a long-

forgotten tome with the fascinating title—snarkasm in-

tended—Show Me Missouri Women Selected Biographies Vol-

ume 2—I warned you it was fascinating, snark, snark. Ed-

ited by Mary K. Dains and Sue Sadler for the American 

Association of University Women and published by Tru-

man State University Press (1990), in the chapter Missouri 

Women in the Arts—Writers, is a biographical essay of an 

inspiring individual, a woman, my mother by happen-

stance of birth, written by her closest friend, writer, au-

thor, steadfast ally and sister, Juanita Yates. Without fur-

ther delay, here is a brief interlude that speaks of the saint-

ed genius who bore me and ten other remarkable human 

beings, five sisters and five brothers. 

NELLIE ANN LANHAM 

“She was a woman who brought an extraordinary 

touch to the ordinary things in life.” So remarked a 

writing colleague at the death of Nellie Ann Lanham of 

Monroe City, Missouri, at age fifty-seven. 

Mother of eleven children, 

multi-award winning journal-

ist and author, she and her 

husband Robert were killed in 

a tragic accident in Columbia, 

Missouri, January 15, 1985.  

At that time, she was in the 

prime of her life and writing 

career. In addition to her 

work as a staff writer for the 

Monroe City News and the 

Catholic Missourian, she had 

many published children’s 

and historical stories in nu-

merous magazines, books, 

and collections to her credit. 

She had just begun a chil-

dren’s history book on Father 

Augustine Tolton, the first 

full-blooded black priest in 

the United States, who was 

born a slave about ten miles 

from where she lived (see 

“Martha Tolton” on p. 23 of 

this volume). 

Lanham’s interest in Father Tolton stemmed not from 

her love of history, of which she was a compendium of 

knowledge, but also from her lifelong appreciation of 

those less fortunate, and especially of those who had 

risen to great heights from near impossible situations. 

Material she had collected on the slave priest who died 

at age thirty-five is still sought after by those who are 

interested in this facet of Missouri and Catholic herit-

age. 

Born July 21, 1926, the daughter of Roy and Beatrice 

Bell Greenwell, Nellie Ann was raised with her five 

siblings during the Great Depression on a farm seven 

miles from Shelbina, Missouri. She was imbued with a 

lifelong love of learning by her schoolteacher mother 
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and an eighth-grade-educated father who mourned his 

lack of education. Nurtured with her family around a 

big dining room table, her insatiable mind soaked up 

information and learning like a sponge. Lack of financ-

es, which proved the norm for families during those 

Depression years, interested her little so long as there 

were books in the library and a family which shared 

literary adventures with her. 

The late Mrs. Hattie Farrah, Mrs. Lanham’s high school 

Latin and English teacher, said of her, “Never have I 

had a student with the mind and eagerness to learn as 

did Nellie Ann. She is every teacher’s dream.” 

Graduating from high school in three years with more 

credits than any in the senior class, she entered North-

east Missouri State Teachers College, Kirksville, testing 

out of most freshmen subjects. 

In both high school and college, she was a member of 

the debate team, band, and chorus; she majored in Eng-

lish and history, both of which she loved passionately. 

As was sometimes necessary in those days of little fi-

nancial assistance, she left college to teach in rural 

schools, becoming one of the most sought-after and 

highest paid teachers in the county in which she taught. 

She did not return to college, but remained one of the 

most highly self-educated women of her times. 

After her marriage to her Navy sweetheart, July 20, 

1946, she went about raising a family with the same 

eagerness and devotion she had expended on her writ-

ing and teaching, never losing touch with that creative 

aspect of her life. 

Mrs. Lanham bore eleven children, who excelled in 

school and acquired numerous degrees in various 

fields. Her youngest was a freshman in high school at 

the time of her death. 

She suffered from severe depression for many years, a 

fact known only to close family members, owing to her 

amazing ability to surmount any difficulty. A liver 

damaged from a bout of hepatitis [while pregnant with 

her fourth child] and a blood condition [which would 

result in at least five miscarriages] might have put a less 

courageous person to bed, but as always she chose life. 

She considered raising a remarkable family the epitome 

of success, but was equally proud of her writing. She 

had published hundreds of children’s stories, features, 

and fiction in many magazines and newspapers; con-

tributed to church, city, and historical magazines 

(including the Missouri Historical Review) and books, 

and was well known for her column, “The Pin/Pen 

Point”. She said of herself and her column, “The pen 

writes gently but of necessity pricks, as does a pin, if the 

occasion so demands.” 

Before her death, she lamented that history of the area 

now under the waters of Mark Twain Lake and Clar-

ence Cannon Dam would be lost forever, and suggested 

a book of stories written by her and other staff writers 

for future generations. This book was published after 

her death in her memory by H. Michael Sell, owner and 

editor of the Monroe City News. 

Nellie Ann was not a joiner, although she worked with 

church and educational organizations and with a Job 

Opportunity group her husband helped start. One of 

her great loves was her affiliation with Missouri Press 

Women, which, after her death, established a scholar-

ship at Northeast Missouri State University in her hon-

or. 

Two other English and writing scholarships are given 

annually in the couple’s memory: one at Monroe City 

Junior High School, where she did substitute teaching, 

donated by Diemakers, Inc., her husband’s employers; 

the other at Holy Rosary Elementary School where their 

children attended. 

Nellie Ann never ceased learning; she was the first re-

cipient of a national scholarship given by National Fed-

eration of Press Women for continuing education, and 

later received a second one. She received the first annu-

al Missouri Communicator of the Year award from Mis-

souri Press Women. 

The Chamber of Commerce of Monroe City presented 

her children with a posthumous award in her honor as 

Outstanding Citizen of Monroe City. 

She encouraged and helped aspiring writers, and be-

came a sought-after speaker for workshops, colleges, 

high schools, and elementary schools.  

In her quiet, unobtrusive way, she stood as a force to be 

reckoned with insofar as family, spirituality, teaching, 

education, and the importance of reading and writing 

for children were concerned. She made an impact on 

the literary world through her writing and her keen 

insight and input into state and national press groups. 

Motherhood remained always her prime career. 

Through her journalism, she lifted both mothering and 

writing to new heights, savoring and sharing the best of 

two possible worlds.  

T 
hough melancholy memories never fade away as 

quickly as the heart would so desire, they are a 

portion of the whole of it, bittersweet moments of 

a life that gave and forgave every moment out of love. 

That God created woman, this woman, there can be no 

doubt for in her humility she bruised the serpent’s head 

with her heel as she bore her pain with sufferance and 

unquenchable love. She was a mother, our mother, my 
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mother; we loved her while she loved us all the more for 

she gave us life in giving of her own. “Behold, I am the 

handmaid of the Lord; let it be to me according to your 

word” (Luke 1:38). And yes, in my arrogance and pride, I 

hold her in equal esteem as for the mother of my Lord and 

Savior, not that she bore the Son of God, far from it, but 

that she, like Mary, said yes to being all God desired of 

her, said yes to being the woman that God had made her 

to be, a wife and mother, and much, much more; like 

Mary, she said yes to living life in the full as He intended. 

S 
he was a woman but never a feminist for she 

would have been uncomfortable with the label; she 

was comfortable, complete in her womanhood, 

knowing who she was and what she was capable of being 

and becoming. In this she was “not a joiner,” not one 

whose identity was subsumed by any group, unwilling to 

march to the siren’s wail of the unthinking mob. She was a 

child of God, an individual human being, a person who by 

birth and genetics was created female. She never saw her-

self a victim for she had no time nor need to bemoan mis-

fortune’s prick. She chose to pick sweet berries despite the 

thorns that held the fruit in protective custody. She was 

far too busy with life and making the best of it; she had no 

time to waste on foolishness or jealousy. I cannot help but 

think of her as Henry David Thoreau once wrote: 

I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberate-

ly, to front only the essential facts of life, and see if I 

could not learn what it had to teach, and not, when I 

came to die, discover that I had not lived. I did not wish 

to live what was not life, living is so dear; nor did I 

wish to practice resignation, unless it was quite neces-

sary. I wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow 

of life, to cut a broad swath and shave close, to drive life 

into a corner, and reduce it to its lowest terms… 

Once, a few years back, I wrote of something she had 

written some time before her death. It was the final chap-

ter in my book of prose and verse: Echoes of Love: Efferves-

cent Memories.1   

Keep silent watch 

T 
here is often a mist of poetry to be found within 

common prose, a phrase that sings a melody, a 

line that beats with the rhythm of a metered 

verse, or a passage that somehow transcends its purpose 

and breaks the bonds of ordinary composition. Unintend-

ed though it may have been, somehow thoughts that lie 

within the heart and soul burst forth with such beauty that 

it takes your breath away. 

Early in the year 1985 I found myself reading miscella-

neous notes written by my mother. They were mostly 

thoughts and ideas that she had saved for a purpose yet to 

be determined and that now would never find the light of 

day for we had lost our parents on January 16th, 1985 in a 

terrible accident. As I perused the scraps of paper lying on 

her desk I came upon one sheet that appeared to be more 

than a momentary thought, more complete than most of 

the notes that I had found and it spoke to me of a love that 

cannot be measured and of a love that has become far too 

rare these days.  

What she wrote was of two trees which stood in front 

of their home, an autumn day, the color of the leaves and, 

in a subtle way, the cycle of life. Yet those of us who knew 

her most intimately, her children, read in her words, prose 

that waxed poetic, verse which revealed bonds of love so 

strong and yet so gentle, a union that  had survived war, 

depression, and difficulties few today could ever know or 

understand. It spoke of the silent watch my parents so 

lovingly kept over each other all the many years they were 

together. Though they were different in many ways, they 

were truly kindred souls whose love transcended the ordi-

nary to become a love so extraordinary. 

The hickory and the cedar still stand tall outside the 

windows of our parent’s country home. They keep silent 

watch over those who come to visit and remember. Three 

generations still come to stand silently and hear their voic-

es whisper “I love you” as they have always done. They 

are bound together, supporting each other, loving each 

other for now and forever. 

I have taken the liberty; perhaps a bit presumptuous 

on my part I must admit, but certainly with the greatest 

love and admiration, to include my mother’s thoughts as 

the final poem in this work. Had it been my dad doing 

this, I can hear with perfect clarity my mother’s response, 

knowing so well her gentle, unassuming and humble 

manner. She would, with a gentle smile upon her face and  
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a twinkle in her eye, simply say, “Oh, Bob!” 

I love and miss you both. 

❖❖❖❖❖ 

 

The hills and trees were fantastic. 

Everyone seemed to agree 

it was one of the most 

beautiful autumns ever. 

I wish I could put the color 

of the trees to paper. 

In that respect, the painter 

has an advantage over the writer. 

Still, I doubt if any painter 

ever put such color to canvas 

as the woods 

have displayed this year. 

But even as the colors have faded, 

day by day, 

Nature’s other beauties take over. 

Most of the brilliant leaves are gone. 

The oak’s brown hangs on,  

like an old bag lady 

of the forest’s streets. 

The goldenrod has turned 

a fragile gray, 

each delicate clump hanging 

on a leafless stem. 

It snowed last Sunday, 

and every weed became a jewel, 

every tree a miracle. 

The cedar below the yard 

was capped with snow, 

and its companion, a hickory, 

thrust its snow-tipped naked branches 

into a wintry sky. 

Someone suggested 

we should cut the cedar. 

Oh, no! 

The two of them 

seem bound together, 

supporting each other. 

During the summer and fall, 

the hickory stands out, 

first green with youth 

and then golden 

as the year ages, 

but in winter, 

the cedar, 

which has seemed unimportant all year, 

comes into its own. 

It gives us the green 

of hope all year. 

It promises that 

come spring, 

those bare lined trees 

now unable 

to hide their nakedness, 

will again 

be clothed 

in splendor. 

I keep harkening back 

to the beauty of the leaves 

this fall. 

Walking down the road, 

I felt like 

I was in a child’s paint box, 

with the colors splashing 

all around me. 

Even the oaks, 

which usually turn 

a deadly dull brown, 

this year, 

were a velvet burgundy, 

and every hill 

was aflame 

with red and gold. 

Life is so peaceful here. 

T 
here are those who would condemn me for plac-

ing her upon too high a pedestal, of canonizing 

her for what was her perfection: they would per-

haps be justified in their condemnation though mistaken 

in their low assessment.  

The worm has turned green with envy at what, by its 

own efforts, it cannot attain, heroes are no longer admired 

for their courage, saints no longer held in high esteem, life 

no longer a gift of love from Almighty God. Once, when 

everyone had nothing they knew what they had was noth-

ing and yet, it was everything; today, when everyone has 

everything they could desire, they possess nothing that is 

real and true for they have nothing left of the soul.  

Of this woman, what should I dare offend, what is 

there to denigrate, what least accomplishment should I  
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call dishonorable or a disgrace to her fair and humble sex. 

The least and best I would mention: she was a woman and 

she lived it with a woman’s grace. She saw her woman-

hood as a precious gift, an enviable gift from Almighty 

God and she never ceased to thank Him for all the bless-

ings he had bestowed upon her because of it.  

F 
or the life of her, I cannot comprehend this grave 

dissatisfaction with being of whom God created us 

to be. It seems so superficial, this blatant over-

regard for shallow appearances without the least consider-

ation for the soul. The world would be the worst for it 

without her presence in it, of that I am thoroughly convict-

ed; from an intensely intimate and personal prejudice, 

would she not to have pleased the Lord, what then would 

have become of us? Had she been any other, had she not 

loved and been loved, how severe the loss.  

Memories of growing up, of living amongst the ever-

expanding throng could well be described a madhouse, 

though, no one in it was ever committed for being truly 

mad. It was a happy place, though never a peaceful one; 

children and chaos constant companions, playing along 

with grace. How mother did all that she did as well as she 

did we never knew; only that she did it well and taught us 

what it meant to be fully alive and fully human.  

As Mrs. Hattie Farrah said of her, she was a student 

with the mind and eagerness to learn, so likewise did she 

imbue in each of her children the desire and eagerness to 

engage life and learn from all that would come of it. She 

had a dream, a dream that one day all of her children 

would obtain a college degree, something she never 

achieved for herself; it was a dream left unsatisfied to 

some small measure, but like herself who never returned 

to college, those of her children who chose a different path 

have, in their own ways, become highly self-educated men 

and women of their own times. Though she never re-

turned to college, she taught over the years at all levels, 

including college. What she taught was invaluable, she 

spoke not of affluence, power, prestige or fame, for those 

are but brief and inconsequential substances against the 

measure of a life well-lived; what she taught was the im-

portance of living as God intended, of never ceasing to 

learn, of never being satisfied with knowing just enough, 

to always stretch boundaries, reaching out for more: more 

understanding, more knowledge, more wisdom, more 

love, more life, more God. 

T 
here have been many who have asked where I 

come up with the words and the ideas of which I 

write—from my mother. She read books, she read 

newspapers, she read magazines, she read the Bible. She 

read. She read for herself, she read to and for us before we 

could do so on our own, and she always, always, always 

encouraged, no, commanded us to read. She taught us to 

never fear ideas, to savor them, to lose ourselves in the 

pages and the stories, to challenge ourselves by going 

where we had not gone before. She firmly believed and so 

she taught that to cease learning was to cease living. Your 

heart might still be beating but the mind was, well, quite 

clearly, irrevocably brain-dead. 

Just prior to entering a miserable freshman year at 

university under a journalism scholarship, I remember 

complaining to my mother, who as mentioned earlier, 

loved English and history passionately, that I saw no rea-

son for history. This of course, seems to be a common 

plaint these days still, especially from far too many of the 

very teachers who are employed to teach it. This attitude, 

of course, would simply not do, especially coming from 

her first-born who had visions of following in her journal-

istic footsteps. The problem, as I then saw it, was that his-

tory was nothing but memorizing—something in which I 

have always been woefully deficient—names, dates and 

places, how dreadfully dull and boring! Unfortunately, 

that continues to be the prevailing pedagogy in far too 

many educational venues. But I digress.  

My freshman year at university was miserable, but 

also loads of fun—that is to say, I majored in extracurricu-

lar activities with a very minor emphasis in academics. In 

a word, I “flunked”, so miserably it was strongly suggest-

ed that I dare not return. This, obviously, was an enor-

mous blow to my mother’s dream, seeing as how I was at 

the very start of it. I did eventually make amends, by turn-

ing what she undoubtedly had seen as the beginnings of a 

nightmare, redeeming myself by earning two bachelor 

degrees (the first in history, no less!) and a master’s degree 

(though she did not live long enough to see the day). De-

spite my waywardness, I never lost what was most im-

portant, I never ceased my desire to learn. Like her, I have 
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this insatiable desire to know, to learn, and to read, to 

read, and to read the more. Like her, I read books, maga-

zines, newspapers and the Bible (I have more than a doz-

en, one in Hebrew which I yet struggle to learn). In addi-

tion—something my mother never experienced to any 

significant degree,—I read online blogs, social media 

posts, email, e-magazines, and all things digital. If there is 

one thing I have inherited from my mother, it is in becom-

ing a polymath, an individual whose knowledge spans a 

significant number of subjects, in having a passion for 

reading and learning of many things. So much to learn, so 

little time.  

A 
ge and history become more important the fur-

ther the distance from yesterdays’ fading foot-

steps traced on the dusty paths of memory. As 

earlier mentioned, “She considered raising a remarkable 

family the epitome of success, ...” which is high praise in-

deed, though “remarkable” is perhaps too strong an adjec-

tive for “family”, just a bit misplaced—better if it were 

positioned before “success”. Family was her passion, even 

in her writing. “Motherhood remained always her prime 

career.” The domestic family, long before her own, had 

been under assault, sailing on rough and stormy seas, 

though, you perhaps would not know it, sitting at the din-

ing room table of her youth, for then, the only outside 

windows to the world were her books, the radio and a 

vivid imagination.  

Even in my own youth modernity was yet long in 

coming to the country home where she was born and 

grew and learned, where she enjoyed her earliest memo-

ries. I can still recall evenings there reading under the 

flickering light of oil lanterns (electricity had come but not 

yet fully employed), ice boxes, bath water warmed over 

wood-burning stoves, the outhouse down past the chicken 

coop, party line phones (two short and a long crank to call 

aunty down the rough unpaved road.) How different it 

must have been two decades earlier. Imagine, when she 

was a nine-and-a-half years-old girl at the beginnings of 

1936, what the world was then like.  

Imagine it. History will tell you if you truthfully wish 

to know. The Great Depression lingered on with unem-

ployment at 16.9%. Germany, under Adolf Hitler, was 

saber rattling, trying to show the world it was unafraid of 

anyone. The 1936 Olympics in Germany caused Hitler hu-

miliation when his Aryan Supermen were dominated by 

the great American black athlete, Jesse Owens, who won 

four gold medals. The cost of housing left many out of the 

market, the average price of a new house was $3,295. The 

average wage was $1,713/year. Cost of a gallon of gas: 10 

cents. A new car: $665. And in January, British journalist 

and author, Gilbert Keith Chesterton wrote an essay enti-

tled The Alternative to the Family in which he noted with his 

usual droll British humor of the bad state of affairs with 

respect to the growing encroachment of government in the 

affairs of the family. 

For in this, it can be truly said, all we like sheep have 

gone astray; and very like sheep indeed. Nothing 

strikes me more about the modern drift from domestici-

ty than the fact that it is really only a drift, and not even 

a drive; that it consists of people following a fashion 

rather than a heresy; that is, of each person acting not 

because he is individually convinced, but because he is 

collectively influenced. The sheep do not follow even a 

wicked shepherd; the sheep simply follow each other.2 

A 
ll this, my mother never spoke of though I ra-

ther suspect she could have known if she was 

paying much attention. But then, what girl, yet 

six months away from ten, would be much interested in 

such dull and dreary facts. After all, she lived in it and so 

she knew it by the living of it. Six years later, at the age of 

sixteen, the war came. She learned of it first hand rather 

than from history books. Six years later, I was born; she 

bore me, gave me life and taught me everything of how to 

live life as God intended. And she taught me of God.  

I have never forgotten her lessons though there were 

times my poor and vagabond memory has failed me; most 

often it has been I who refused to follow her wise counsel. 

As I write these days, I like to recall what she said of her-

self and of her writing, “The pen writes gently but of ne-

cessity pricks, as does a pin, if the occasion so demands.” 

For a writer of any station, they are good words to follow.   

    

1. Charles R. Lanham, Echoes of Love: Effervescent Memories, (Reno, 

NV: Deacon’s Corner Publishing, 2015), pp. 131-137. 

2. G.K. Chesterton Collected Works, Volume XXXVII: The Illustrated 

London News, 1935-1936, p. 211. 
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A Catholic Moment 
You shall not make for yourself a graven image 

T 
he First Commandment forbids honoring gods 

other than the one Lord who has revealed him-

self to his people. It proscribes superstition 

and irreligion. Superstition in some sense rep-

resents a perverse excess of religion; irreligion is the vice 

contrary by defect to the virtue of religion (CCC 2110). 

Jesus said to the scribes and Pharisees, “Woe to you 

blind guides, who say , ‘If any one swears by the tem-

ple, it is nothing; but if any one swears by the gold of 

the temple, he is bound by his oath.’ You blind fools! 

For which is greater, the gold or the 

temple that has made the gold sa-

cred? And you say, ‘if any one 

swears by the altar, it is nothing; but 

if any one swears by the gift that is 

on the altar, he is bound by his oath.’ 

You blind men! For which is greater, 

the gift of the altar that makes the 

gift sacred? So he who swears by the 

altar, swears by it and by everything 

on it; and he who swears by the tem-

ple, swears by it and by him who 

dwells in it; and he who swears by 

heaven, swears by the throne of God 

and by him who sits upon it (Mt 23:16-22). 

Thus, to attribute the efficacy of prayers or of sacra-

mental signs to their mere external performance, apart 

from the interior dispositions that they demand, is to fall 

into superstition.  

The first commandment condemns polytheism. It re-

quires man neither to believe in, nor to venerate, other 

divinities than the one true God. Scripture constantly re-

calls this rejection of “idols, [of] silver and gold, the work 

of men’s hands. They have mouths, but do not speak; 

eyes, but do not see.” These empty idols make their wor-

shippers empty: “Those who make them are like them; so 

are all who trust in them.” God, however, is the living 

God” who gives life and intervenes in history (CCC 2112). 

Idolatry consists in divinizing what is not God. Man 

commits idolatry whenever he honors and reveres a crea-

ture in place of God, whether this be gods or demons (for 

example, satanism), power, pleasure, race, ancestors, the 

state, money, etc. Jesus says, “You cannot serve God and 

mammon (Mt 6:24). Many martyrs died for not adoring 

“the Beast” (Rev 13-14) refusing even to simulate worship. 

Idolatry rejects the unique Lordship of God; it is therefore 

incompatible with communion with God (CCC 2113).  

I 
dolatry is a perversion of man’s innate religious 

sense. An idolator is someone who “transfers his in-

destructible notion of God to anything other than 

God” (CCC 2114). 

All forms of divination are to be rejected: recourse to 

Satan or demons, conjuring up the dead or other practices 

falsely supposed to “unveil” the future. Consulting horo-

scopes, astrology, palm reading, interpretation of omens 

and lots, the phenomena of clairvoy-

ance, and recourse to mediums all 

conceal a desire for power over time, 

history, and, in the last analysis, o 

beings, as well as a wish to conciliate 

hidden powers. They contradict the 

honor, respect, and loving fear that 

we owe to God alone (CCC 2116). 

All practices of magic or sorcery, by 

which one attempts to tame occult 

powers, so as to place them in one’s service and have a 

supernatural power over others—even if this were for the 

sake of restoring their health—are gravely contrary to the 

virtue of religion. These practices are even more to be con-

demned when accompanied by the intention of harming 

someone, or when they have recourse to the intervention 

of demons. Wearing charms is also reprehensible (CCC 

2117). 

God’s first commandment condemns the main sins of 

irreligion: tempting God, in words or deeds, sacrilege, and 

simony (CCC 2118).  

There is much more to speak of the First Command-

ment, including irreligion and atheism. Until next week. 

A Catholic Moment is an regular feature of Colloqui. 

The intention is to catechize Catholics on authentic 

Church teaching, rubrics and ritual. If you have a ques-

tion, never hesitate to send it to Deacon Chuck. 
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Deacon’s Diner 
Food for a restless mind 

F 
or those restless minds that hunger and thirst 

for more. Each week  this space will offer a 

menu of interesting and provocative titles, 

written by Catholic authors, in addition to those 

referenced in the articles, for you to feed your restless 

mind.  

BOOKS 

Salvation: What Every Catholic Should Know 

Michael Patrick Barber 

Ignatius Press 

2019, 189 pages. 

Faith and Politics 

Joseph Ratzinger (Benedict XVI) 

Ignatius Press 

2018, 269 pages. 

The Day Is Now Far Spent 

Robert Cardinal Sarah 

Ignatius Press  

2019, 350 pages. 

Socrates’ Children, Volume I: Ancient Philosophers 

Peter Kreeft 

St. Augustine’s Press  

2019, 169 pages. 

G.K. Chesterton Collected Works: Volume XXXVI 
The Illustrated London News 1932-1934 

Ignatius Press  

2011, 613 pages. 

Return of the Strong Gods: Nationalism, Populism and 
the future of the West 

R. R. Reno 

Regnery Gateway  

2019, 182 pages. 

The Irony of Modern Catholic History: 
How the Church rediscovered itself & challenged the 
modern world to reform 

George Weigel 

Basic Books  

2019, 322 pages. 

 

 

PERIODICALS 

First Things  
www.firstthings.com 

Touchstone  

www.touchstonemag.com 

Catholic Answers Magazine 

www.catholic.com 

Catholic Herald 

www.catholicherald.co.uk 

Chronicles 

www.chroniclesmagazine.org 

Gilbert! 
www.chesterton.org 

The National Catholic Register  
www.ncregister.com 

Our Sunday Visitor 

www.osvnews.com 

ONLINE 

Crisis Magazine  
www.crisismagazine.com 

The Imaginative Conservative  
www.theimaginativeconservative.org 

Catholic Exchange 
www.catholicexchange.com 

Intellectual Takeout  
www.intellectualtakeout.org 

Life News 
www.lifenews.com 

Life Site News  
www.lifesitenews.com 

OnePeterFive  
www.onepeterfive.com 

Catholic Vote  
www.catholicvote.org 

The Catholic Thing  
www.thecatholicthing.org 

PragerU  
www.prageru.com 
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Books are available 

on Amazon.com or from 

the author’s web site at: 

deaconscorner.org 

Deacon Chuck Lanham is a Catholic author, columnist, speaker, theologian and philosopher, a jack-of-all-trades like his father 

(though far from a master of anything) and a servant of God. He is the author of The Voices of God: Hearing God in the Silence, 

Echoes of Love: Effervescent Memories and has written over 400 essays on religion, faith, morality, theology, and philosophy.  

Deacon Chuck can be contacted thru email at 

deacon.chuck@deaconscorner.org 


