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The Ordinary’s Message 

Since arriving in Australia, I’ve discovered that a 

particular and very patrimonial thing is not very 

well known here among even practising 

Catholics.  Having visited fewer than half of our 

communities, I can’t say whether my observation 

is peculiar to non-Ordinariate Catholics in the 

Sydney area, or whether it is perhaps even true of some of our 

members in other parts of our widely flung Ordinariate. 

Said thing is Our Lady of Walsingham, which was included in the list of Marian remembrances, 

festivals and feasts in last month’s newsletter.  It falls on 24 September, and is a Solemnity for 

our Ordinariate in England and Wales, which should not be surprising as it is a National Shrine.  

In the other two Ordinariates, it ranks as a Feast.  In the general Roman Calendar, it doesn’t even 

get a look in – which might explain why non-Ordinariate Catholics don’t know much about it. 

The photo above is of the ruins of the original shrine.  That which follows are some useful 

historical notes from the Catholic Shrine web site.  In reading these notes, please recognise that 

there is a solid tradition of ecumenism between Catholics and Anglicans when it comes to 

Walsingham.  The replica of Holy House is located in the current Anglican shrine, in the village 

proper, a mile or so from the Slipper Chapel where the current Catholic part of the shrine is located.  

Prior to the destruction of the original shrine, it was traditional for pilgrims to remove their shoes 

at the Slipper Chapel and to walk the last mile barefoot.  Here are the notes from the Catholic 

Shrine web site: 

“The Shrine of Our Lady at Walsingham was established in 1061 when, according to the text of 

the Pynson Ballad (c 1485), Richeldis de Faverches prayed that she might undertake some special 

work in honour of Our Lady.  In answer to her prayer, the Virgin Mary led her in spirit to Nazareth, 
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showed her the house where the 

Annunciation occurred, and asked her to 

build a replica in Walsingham to serve as a 

perpetual memorial of the Annunciation. 

“This Holy House was built and a religious 

community took charge of the foundation.  

Although we have very little historical 

material from this period, we know that with 

papal approval the Augustinian Canons built 

a Priory (c 1150).  Walsingham became one 

of the greatest Shrines in Medieval 

Christendom. 

“In 1538, the Reformation caused the Priory 

property to be handed over to the King’s Commissioners and the famous statue of Our Lady of 

Walsingham was taken to London and burnt.  

Nothing remains today of the original shrine, but its 

site is marked on the lawn in ‘The Abbey Grounds’ 

in the village. 

“After the destruction of the Shrine, Walsingham 

ceased to be a place of pilgrimage.  Devotion was 

necessarily in secret until after Catholic 

Emancipation (1829) when public expressions of 

faith were allowed.  

“In 1896 Charlotte Pearson Boyd purchased the 14th 

century Slipper Chapel, the last of the wayside 

chapels en-route to Walsingham, and restored it for 

Catholic use. 

“In 1897 by rescript of Pope Leo XIII, the sanctuary 

of Our Lady of Walsingham was restored with the 

building of a Holy House as the Lady Chapel of the 

Catholic Church of the Annunciation, King’s Lynn. 

“The Guild of Our Lady of Ransom, brought the first 

public pilgrimage to Walsingham on 20th August 

1897.  Visits to the Slipper Chapel became more 

frequent, and as the years passed devotion and the 

number of pilgrimages increased. 

“On 19th August 1934, Cardinal Bourne and Bishop Lawrence Youens led the Bishops of England 

and Wales, together with 10,000 pilgrims to the Slipper Chapel.  At this pilgrimage, the Slipper 

Chapel was declared to be the National Shrine of Our Lady for Roman Catholics in England.” 

(see more at the web site: https://www.walsingham.org.uk/history). 

Photo inside the Slipper Chapel 

Holy House at the Anglican Shrine 

https://www.walsingham.org.uk/history
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Certainly, our community in 

Rockhampton knows all about Our Lady 

of Walsingham, being their Titular 

designation.  In the Personal Ordinariate 

of the Chair of Saint Peter, the cathedral 

church in Houston, Texas is also Our 

Lady of Walsingham, where there is a 

scale sized replica of the ruins with an 

altar, used on special locations by the 

Ordinariate community there. 

On the left side of the photo of the inside 

of the Slipper Chapel, you can see the 

particular statue associated with Our 

Lady of Walsingham.  It is rich in symbolism, some of which is not instantly obvious when one 

first sees the statue: 

 

I recall the first time I saw the statue, and my engineer’s brain instantly noted the asymmetry – 

there being four rings on the post to our Lady’s left and three on the right post.  Which happily 

led me to want an explanation of the whole thing.  As one might note from the above (also from 

the walsingham.org.uk web site), some things are quite subtle: the arch on the back of the throne, 

the toadstone under our Lady’s feet, the Seat of Wisdom.  If we are allowed to travel again, and 

one is planning a trip to England, I would encourage a visit to Norfolk! 

The Right Reverend Monsignor Carl Reid, PA 

Ordinary 

 

Replica of the Shrine ruins in Houston, Texas 
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Father Paul Mankowski, S.J., RIP 
Rev. Jerry J. Pokorsky, Sunday 13 September, 2020 

Reprinted with permission from The Catholic Thing

Note: In another era, the Church might have 

recognized Father Paul V. Mankowski, S.J., 

who died suddenly last week, as one of her 

great minds.  He had the zeal of Saint 

Ignatius, the orthodoxy of John Henry 

Newman, the sardonic wit of Flannery 

O’Connor, and the humour of Evelyn Waugh.  

His death sparked tributes by prominent 

Catholics such as Cardinal George Pell, 

former Australian Prime Minister Tony 

Abbott, and many others.  His relative 

obscurity resulted from his religious vows.  

He was satisfied that he could accomplish 

great things for the Church through 

obedience to his Jesuit superiors – who were 

often hostile to his orthodoxy. 

Isaiah the prophet poetically describes the 

meandering but relentless Word of God: 

“Thus says the LORD: Just as from the 

heavens the rain and snow come down and 

do not return there till they have watered the 

earth, making it fertile and fruitful. . .so shall 

my word be that goes forth from my mouth; 

my word shall not return to me void, but shall 

do my will, achieving the end for which I sent 

it.” (Is. 55:10-11) 

Isaiah’s prophecy comes to fulfillment in 

Jesus Christ, the Word made flesh, as 

summarized in the Apostles’ Creed.  But God 

also sends us – in Christ – to accomplish His 

word according to His will. 

Years ago, Helen Hull Hitchcock of Women 

for Faith and Family explained why our 

mutual friend, Father Paul Mankowski, 

chose to study Comparative Semitic 

Philology – the structural and historical 

development of the language.  The great 

battle for the Church, he explained to her, is 

a struggle over the significance of words.  By 

understanding and defending their meanings, 

he would witness to the Word and defend the 

Catholic Faith. 

We encounter the Word primarily at Mass.  

So when the Mass was retranslated from the 

Latin into English during the 1990s, the new 

translation couldn’t escape Paul’s scrutiny.  

Behind the scenes, Paul critiqued the revised 

texts phrase by phrase.  With his customary 

incisive orthodoxy, he summarized the chief 

problems: 

1) REPLACEMENT OF THE 

THEOLOGICALLY OBJECTIVE WITH 

THE PERSONAL, EXISTENTIAL, OR 

SUBJECTIVE.  At several places, the 

proposed version departed from the original 

Latin to introduce a subjectivist perspective.  

This serves to accelerate a change in Western 

Christendom described by one of its 

proponents as “the shift from the experience 

of religious authority to the authority of 

religious experience.”  Though quite subtle, 

this change might have the most far-reaching 

doctrinal consequences of any proposed. 

2) NEUTERING OF THE GODHEAD.  The 

Triune God is alternately hermaphroditized 

and gelded by linguistic periphrases that do 

violence to English usage to avoid the 

imputation of masculinity to the Godhead.  

The upshot is to make more remote the 

connection of the God of our Church with the 

God of Israel. 

3) DISPLACEMENT OF THE FATHER.  

The use of the word “Father” of the First 

Person of the Trinity was greatly reduced, 

casting doubt as to how firmly the Church 

still holds the first article of the Creed, and 

further obscuring the centrality of the Father 

in the action of the Eucharist. 

4) CAPITULATION TO 

IDEOLOGICALLY MOTIVATED 

AGITATION.  Aside from problems of 

general theological obtuseness, the changes 

Fr. Paul Mankowski, S.J. 

http://jesuitsmidwest.org/news-detail?TN=NEWS-20200903023603
http://jesuitsmidwest.org/news-detail?TN=NEWS-20200903023603
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represented concessions made to pressure 

groups – often feminist, and in one instance, 

ecologist.  The precedent boded ill for the 

continued unity and stability of Catholic 

worship. 

Paul’s prognosis was grim: “Should it come 

into use, the proposed Sacramentary will not 

only fail to transmit the Church’s worship 

faithfully but contribute to the extinction of 

Trinitarian Christianity in the English-

speaking Church.” 

Unexpectedly in God’s providence, not only 

did Paul’s critiques (there were many of 

them) help persuade Vatican officials to 

make changes to the translation approved by 

the American bishops.  His principles of 

translation (offered anonymously) found 

their way into a high-level Vatican document 

approved by Pope John Paul II in 2001, 

Liturgiam Authenticam. 

Paul despised the exercise.  He confessed by 

email that he would have preferred physical 

torture to the drudgery of reviewing another 

round of politically correct liturgical 

translations.  But the general orthodoxy of 

the new translation, approved during the 

papacy of Benedict XVI and released in 2010 

(15 years past the original deadline of 1995) 

is, in large part, owing to Paul’s thankless 

labours. 

Paul paid the price for his vocal orthodoxy 

within the Jesuits.  Longtime friend and 

former prime minister of Australia, Tony 

Abbott writes, Paul “excoriated priests and 

bishops who’d only wear a clerical collar to 

a protest meeting or who thought that 

celibacy could be selective.”  He added, 

“Paul endured years of ostracism within the 

order.  Literally for decades, he was on the 

verge of expulsion and denied the 

opportunity to take final vows.” 

I thought of Paul when, not long ago, I 

received an email describing elite leadership 

training in the military.  The training mimics 

a North Korean POW camp and teaches 

soldiers how to survive as a POW while still 

resisting. 

The school is rough, both physically and 

mentally.  The person who bears the brunt of 

the abuse is the Senior Ranking Officer 

(SRO) of the 50-man Company.  The SROs 

usually go one of three ways during the 

training: 1) They are too weak, so they 

capitulate to the enemy, which often leads 

others to submit; 2) They stand too hard on 

their ideals, get taken out and (faux) shot, 

leaving the company leaderless; 3) They 

comply only as much as necessary – never 

capitulating and sheltering the rest of the 

Company as much as possible.  They make 

hard decisions, protect the Company’s soul, 

and, together, they survive. 

This third leader is the type that is critical to 

the survival of the entire Company.  He 

carries the burden of keeping the Company 

together.  He sets the standard.  Compliance 

is an act of the body, capitulation is an act of 

the mind, and compliance is not always 

capitulation.  Paul was such a leader.  Our 

broken culture needs many more such 

leaders. 

Despite the disrespect and humiliation he 

received from some of his superiors, as his 

trenchant writing makes clear, Paul never 

compromised the Catholic Faith.  And his 

https://www.vatican.va/roman_curia/congregations/ccdds/documents/rc_con_ccdds_doc_20010507_liturgiam-authenticam_en.html
https://www.firstthings.com/web-exclusives/2020/09/remembering-fr-paul-mankowski
https://www.firstthings.com/web-exclusives/2020/09/remembering-fr-paul-mankowski
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orthodoxy and zeal stiffened the spines of 

many priests, including mine.  In God’s 

providence, that also was part of his mission 

in life. 

Paul was a humble and fierce soldier for 

Christ, a true son of Saint Ignatius.  His 

mission is now complete and he returns to the 

hands of the Father.  As we pray for the 

happy repose of his soul, we now have the 

privilege of emulating his faith and 

leadership in the service of the Word.

 

© 2020 The Catholic Thing.  All rights reserved.  About the Author 
 

Rev. Jerry J. Pokorsky 

Father Jerry J. Pokorsky is a priest of the Diocese of Arlington.  He is pastor of St. 

Catherine of Siena parish in Great Falls, Virginia. 

 

 

Promoting the shining lights of lesser known saints 

Submitted by Didymus Astle 

The 13th of October is the feast of St Edward the Confessor, being the anniversary of both the 

translations of his relics, first in 1163, then to Westminster Abbey in 1269. 

St Edward was the seventh son of King Æthelred the Unready, but his first by his second wife, 

Queen Emma.  His early years 

were spent in turmoil as various 

powers fought for the throne.  

Then in 1017, his mother married 

the Viking King Cnut, his last 

surviving elder half-brother was 

executed, and the Saint and his 

sister were forced into exile for 25 

years.  In spite of his mother 

forsaking him in favour of her 

Viking son King Harthacnut, 

during this time St Edward 

received support for his claim to 

the English throne from various 

temporal and spiritual authorities 

on the continent.  In 1034, Duke 

Robert of Normandy attempted an 

invasion of England in the hope of placing Edward on the throne 

but his ships were blown off course.  After Harthacnut’s half-

brother Harold Harefoot was chosen as regent, while the King was busy fighting in Denmark, 

Harold exiled Emma in response to her efforts to weaken his authority.  She then fled to Edward 

in 1037, demanding help, which he was unable to give for lack of resources.   

But also, by this time he had lost interest in regaining the throne, having begun to quietly devout 

himself to pious pursuits. Having no children, and already having agreed to leave his throne in 

Saint Edward 

the Confessor 

 Born: c. 1003 to 1005 

 Departed: 5 January 1066 

 Feast: 13 October 

 Patron of: 
Kings; Difficult 

Marriages 

 Image: 

St Edward 

with his 

Legendary Ring 

 Image 

 Credit: 

Window in the Church of 

St Pius X, North Kensington 

© Copyright Flickr 

User:Lawrence OP & licensed for 

reuse under Creative Commons 

Licence CC BY-NC 2.0 

(https://creativecommons.org/licens

es/by-nc/2.0/) 

Saint Who? 

https://www.thecatholicthing.org/2020/09/13/father-paul-mankowski-s-j-rip/#authinfo
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Denmark to his half-brother King Magnus the Good, Harthacnut invited Edward back to England 

(after Harold died) that he might succeed him there.  Edward was finally crowned the King of 

England in Winchester Cathedral on the 3rd of April 1043.  In spite of his earls vying for power, 

Edward himself never sought to entrench his own but rather to unite the various peoples of the 

land.   

While attending the dedication of St John’s Church, a beggar asked the King for alms, “for the 

love of St John”.  But upon opening his purse, the King found it empty.  So, for the love of St 

John, he drew his golden ring off his finger and gave it to the man.  Meanwhile, in the Holy Land, 

two English pilgrims had lost their way in the night.  An old man called out and guided them to 

an inn where the table was already laid for their supper.  The next morning, the old man said to 

them, “My name is John.  For the love of Edward, I will not fail you, and you shall return to 

England safe and sound.  Then go, take your king this ring which he gave me when I besought 

him in poor array.  And tell him that in six months he shall come to me in Paradise.”  This the 

pilgrims did.  When the King understood his days were short, he devoted himself to prayer, fasting 

and almsgiving, though the troubles of the realm still weighed upon him.  His health declined til 

he departed in peace. 

Prayer: O God, who hast crowned Thy blessed Confessor King Edward with eternal glory, grant 

that we who venerate him on earth may be found worthy to reign with him in heaven, through 

Jesus Christ Thy Son our Lord, who livest and reignest with Thee, O Father, in the unity of the 

Holy Ghost, ever one God, world without end.  Amen. 

 

Death Among the Chickens 
Michael Yost, 3 September 2020 

Reprinted with permission from Crisis Magazine 

[Image: Whose Meat? by Charles Marion Russell] 

It was at about 3:30 a.m. when, in the 

middle of a dream, I awoke to a noise.  Since 

the noise appeared to be that of a rifle being 

discharged from somewhere about the house, 
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the line between dream and reality was a 

trifle blurred.  Grabbing my 12-gauge and 

donning my brown leather slippers, I shuffled 

hurriedly downstairs, thumbing a slug into 

each barrel as I went. 

I tentatively walked off the porch and into the 

night.  Apart from the sound of crickets, the 

yard was silent.  The air was cool and damp 

with the early spring rain.  Our housemate 

was out already, his five o’clock shadow in a 

state of advanced maturity, in a fuzzy tartan 

bathrobe and matching slippers.  Across his 

chest was tactically strapped a very 

pragmatic M-16.  There was an odd light in 

his eye, as if he had just seen enemy banners 

on the horizon.  He spoke in a low voice: 

“Something’s at the chickens.” 

We shone a flashlight out into the yard.  The 

first thing we saw was the coop, which we 

had got on sale from a farm-and-home store.  

In the flashlight’s electric glare, we observed 

that where a nesting-box door had once been, 

there was a large gaping hole.  From out of 

this hole protruded the neck, legs, torso, and 

very small tail of an Eastern Black Bear.  It 

removed its head from the scuttled henhouse 

to reveal an unfortunate Plymouth Rock Hen, 

which it dangled in a rather louche manner 

from its snout. 

The bear itself was on the small side, not 

much bigger than a Great Dane.  It is illegal 

to kill bears in New Hampshire, unless you 

can prove they are interfering with livestock 

or property; even then, you may not keep the 

meat.  So, we fired into the ground, and our 

uninvited guest left after a couple of shots. 

As we took our estimate of the fallen, we 

discovered we were down to three chickens.  

Examining the wreckage in daylight, we saw 

that the bear had peeled away one of the 

coop’s thin wooden walls like the lid of a tin.  

Inside were the speckled feathers and viscera 

that spoke of chickens in their last distress.  It 

was like an examination of conscience. 

When the next week drove me to the grocery 

store, I bought my eggs for the first time in 

months—the cheap kind in the anonymous-

looking, factory farm pulpboard box, the 

kind without cartoon farmhouses and 

sunrises on it, or anodyne promises that the 

chickens concerned had not been at all 

uncomfortable.  The experience felt slightly 

shameful, like having to call a friend and ask 

for bail money.  The fact that my failure to 

keep hens resulted in no lasting consequence 

made me feel insubstantial, as if I might as 

well have not bothered to keep my own hens 

at all.  When cooked, the eggs were a pale, 

sitting-room yellow, a far cry from the 

brilliant tangerine orange of my usual 

breakfast egg.  Like Job with his potsherd, I 

felt pleasingly hard done by. 

❧ 

The bear, as it turned out, was a mere 

child, a juvenile delinquent who, shunning 

the frugal diet of berries and bark on which 

he had doubtless been brought up, had gone 

a-roving in search of more noisome 

delicacies.  Occasionally, the neighbours 

would warn us that he had been found sitting 

in their driveway.  To my mind, he had a 

sheepish look about him, like a New Year’s 

undergraduate caught naked up a lamp post. 

The survivors were brought back to the barn 

for safekeeping until we could get a dog.  The 

bear and I began to play a rather dangerous 

game of hide and seek.  In fact, he and I were 

engaged in a guerilla war that was as cold as 

the Iron Curtain in January.  I would often sit 

up nights, looking out over the garage, with a 

copy of Xenophon and a small gin.  He would 

return, drawn, it would seem, by the luxuriate 

smell of garbage bins, and brazenly force his 

way under our garage door.  Once the 

sanctum had been pierced, he would pad his 

way between our cars to tear open a bag of 

trash with a relish evident by the mess he left 

behind.  I would shoot at him in hopes of 

frightening him away, my wife having 

decided that I would rather pay for 
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ammunition than a fine.  Once, I attempted a 

literal parting shot, but succeeded only in 

mutilating an innocent rhododendron. 

Bears, like Sir John Falstaff, think discretion 

the better part of valour, and have the 

horsepower to put theory into practice.  A 

lean black bear can, in full boogie tilt, reach 

speeds in excess of 30 miles per hour.  Also 

like Sir John, this pestilential bear was wont 

to debauch himself in the middle of the 

afternoon.  On one of these daylight raids, I 

heard a young member of the distaff side 

declare him “actually pretty cute.”  In truth, 

as he impertinently shambled across the yard 

in his lanky, adolescent way, he was cute.  

But even though the last killing conducted by 

a New Hampshire black bear occurred in 

1748, I felt that this one, if approached on 

intimate terms, might turn out less like a 

character out of A. A. Milne, and more like 

one of his distant relatives from the Brothers 

Grimm. 

Reactions to the bear varied.  The hens 

seemed to view him with matronly horror, 

and were clearly less concerned with the fact 

of their sister’s departure than its abrupt 

impropriety.  The other ladies of the house 

seemed to vacillate between a keen regret 

that the fall of man had so inconsiderately 

brought predators into the world, and a fear 

of the violence that might be required if the 

beast’s encroachments into the garden and 

henhouse were to be stopped.  I kept wishing 

that I’d just shot the creature. 

Eventually, of course, our Dear Little Friend 

moved on to parts unknown, leaving our 

rivalry to be concluded another day.  More 

chickens were acquired gratis from a 

craigslister, this time a random mix of Rhode 

Island Reds, Araucanas, and Leghorns, now 

safe under the watchful eye of a guard dog. 

Ultimately, the tragedy stemmed from my 

failure to observe adequately, and then to act 

with prudence.  Nature, after all, is not 

malleable to our will, and even amateur 

chicken-farming is not one of the plastic arts.  

Somewhat hubristically, I assumed that a 

bear would have as much reverence for the 

laws of private property as I, and that because 

the acreage I live on was marked and 

measured by a small New Hampshire town, a 

rampaging garbage gourmet would shuffle 

his paws embarrassedly and demure. 

It was a false assumption.  As it turned out, a 

good dog and a gun were the only solution.  

From the facts as I present them, I leave it to 

the reader to draw his own moral.

 

By Michael Yost 

Michael Yost has a wide variety of interests, most of which may be pursued either 

in the garden or in his library.  He's a recent convert from Anglicanism and a member 

of the Personal Ordinariate of the Chair of Saint Peter.  When hounded, he goes to 

earth in the depths of rural New Hampshire, where he and his wife are raising their infant son. 

 

This is not what I had in mind… 

… in the July issue when I appealed to all to put on their 

evangelist’s armour and “get to work” with the aim of increasing 

Ordinariate membership.  The cute little ducklings are the latest 

addition to Fr Ken and Carmel Clark’s splendid menagerie of 

plants and animals in Gippsland.   

But as I observe, Huey, Dewey, Louie (and the others), other than 

being perhaps a temporary draw owing to their cuteness, don’t 

help address the issue of membership. 

https://www.crisismagazine.com/author/michael-yost
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You may also recall that, in the July issue, I provided a statistical reference to the fact that, over 

the past 50 years or so, growth in all denominations is not the result of clergy efforts 

(approximately 2%), but rather the work of the laity (over 90%).   

Father Z recently posted a quote from Abp Fulton Sheen, which in part reads, “Who is going to 

save our Church?  Not our bishops, not our priests and religious.  It is up to you, the people.  You 

have the minds, the eyes, and the ears to save the Church.” 

We might also be reminded of Pope Francis in Evangelii Gaudium, 15, “We cannot passively and 

calmly wait in our church buildings.” 

In late August, by Zoom, we held our annual clergy gathering.  There were two major takeaways: 

1. Assurance, as soon as possible, that the Ordinariate is 

fully compliant in terms of policies and procedures, 

with the updated (and very thorough) safeguarding 

standards required of all parts of the Catholic Church 

and Her associated organisations.  This takeaway is 

fully underway; we have an implementation committee 

already at work in gathering, collating, and preparing 

the standards. 

2. The second takeaway is that of the future of the 

Ordinariate – the theme of the aforementioned July 

issue of this newsletter.  In a very real sense, we are at 

a crossroads, 

a watershed in terms of our continued existence.  

We must do something to grow.  And so the task 

for each of our parish priests was to “return” to 

their respective communities; call a meeting (of 

everyone in smaller communities; of a 

committee in larger communities) and follow 

Fulton Sheen’s admonition. 

So, a question for you dear readers.  If you 

are part of an Ordinariate community, has 

your community held such a meeting yet?   

During the Zoom clergy meeting, it was heartily 

agreed that we need, at these meetings in each 

Ordinariate community, to turn this over to the 

laity; and, in so doing, should encourage a wide-

open brainstorming approach.  Other than 

encouraging you to use fresh approaches, we’re 

not suggesting any particular tools, guides, tried-

that-before methods.  Individual?  Groups?  By 

all means, share anything that works with others, not only in the Ordinariate, but in the Catholic 

Church in general.  We’re all in this together! 

 


