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Liturgical Nightmare
https://www.catholic.com/magazine/print-edition/liturgical-nightmare
September 1, 1996
Well, it finally happened. We were in Sarona, Wisconsin, for the weekend and were looking forward to going to Mass at a little country church (St. Catherine’s). I should have known something was up when the priest shouted from the back of the church “Let’s get this show going.” 

He told everyone to sit down and gave his “homily” first, a story about when he was in seminary and took a theater class. He shouted at people, “Amen? AMEN? I didn’t HEAR anyone!” and walked up and down the aisle touching people and making jokes. 

We tried not to look at him. His stole was bright blue with balloons embroidered on it. No chasuble. I kept telling myself, “I’m here for Jesus.” During the course of the exhibition he bemoaned the fact that there aren’t women priests and that he couldn’t have a wife, and he made three derogatory references to “people who write to the bishop.” 

When it came time for Communion, he was sloppy with the bread and wine, did not elevate them, left out the blessing of the bread, and cracked, “Remember when you had to ring that awful little bell?” During Holy Communion he told a woman who received on the tongue “Oh, we don’t do that here. Ha ha!” He held a handful of consecrated Hosts, passing them out like tiddly winks. He ran out halfway through and said to the next person, “Well, we’re all out. Sorry [big laugh]. Oh, I’m just kidding,” and he went up to the tabernacle and got “some more.”

I was in agony. My children were scandalized. I received Holy Communion without looking at the man. So did Marty (trying to concentrate on Jesus), and the priest didn’t even say, “The Body of Christ” to Marty. 

But this was not the worst of it. After everyone had received, the priest consumed the remainder of the Precious Blood, then yelled at a server, “Can you get me some water?” The boy brought water, and the priest poured some into the chalice. “This isn’t the Blood of Christ, is it?” he asked the congregation. No one said a thing. “I said, this isn’t the Blood of Christ, is it?” Someone in the front row said, “No.” The priest said, “Do you know what this is? It’s dirty dishwater. Do you drink dirty dishwater? Neither do I,” and then he poured the contents of the chalice into a PLANT and made a joke. 

It ruined our day, believe me. That priest was malicious and frightening, not to mention disrespectful and irreverent. At several points during the service he obviously embarrassed people in the congregation. We were so sad leaving there. We had a good discussion with the kids about how the personality or obedience of the priest doesn’t affect the Eucharist, that we need to pray for priests who love Jesus and obey the Holy Father. We talked about the Corinthian Christians and Paul’s response to them. We talked about how sad it must make God when people forget how much it cost him to die for our sins. 

I am still reeling. I dreamt about it all night. We have paid such a high price to convert to Catholicism, and to have to sit through that awful display of ego was very painful. Marty said we need to pray for that priest, but, to be honest, I could hardly bring myself to do so. 

My question is, is there anyone I should tell? Any committee against liturgical abuse? And does it do any good at all? I feel like I’m in mourning. 

Kris Franklin 
Hibbing, Minnesota 



 

“I Confess!” 

My parents and I attended a Catholic church near their new retirement home. On the way out, after a somewhat normal and orthodox Mass, we took home the weekly bulletin. It made no reference to a schedule for the sacrament of penance. My mother called the parish the next day and was informed that confession was available only once a month on first Saturdays and then for only forty-five minutes. By not so subtle implication, the sacrament must not be considered an essential foundation of the Christian way of life at this parish. 

We began “church shopping” the next day and found two parishes with normal (at least weekly) schedules for confession. Along the way we met a very orthodox but somewhat disenchanted deacon, who told us that the pastor at the church we had attended was orthodox in his faith and “very holy.” It was just that “no one” shows up for confession there and that attendance was not much better at his own and neighboring parishes with weekly schedules for the sacrament.
I hope to use my study of Catholic truth from Catholic Answers’ materials and from several other dependable sources to combat this and similar maladies of spirit in the Church. In some small way I want to do my part to help reinvigorate an interest and devotion to the faith. 

Carl A. Greco 
Leominster, Massachusetts 

Editor’s reply: A few years ago I arrived early for dinner at a rectory in the Los Angeles Archdiocese. All four priests were gone. “Did I come on the wrong night?” I asked the housekeeper. 
“No,” she smiled. “They’re all in the church, hearing confessions.” 

“But it’s Thursday.” 

“At this parish we have confessions every day.”

And so they did. That Thursday there were more than fifty penitents, apparently a slow day. 

“How do you manage to do this?” I later asked the pastor.

“Easy. We tell people what sin is, that they commit sins, and that they need to go to confession, so they go. They know we’re always available at convenient times.”

“Unlike other parishes,” I inquired, “where confessions are on Saturday afternoons from 4:00 to 4:05?” He smiled 


MORE FILES ON LITURGY AND LITURGICAL ABUSE:
http://ephesians-511.net/liturgical-abuse.htm 

