Dear Kateri
I wasn't reatly sure if I should cali you
Mz, Tekawitha, Your Blessedness, or just -
plain Kateri, but, irom what P've heard
about you, I'm sure you are the kind of

nerson who prefars it
mal. My kind of girl, Xateri

Since, wvou've probably already
heard upstairs, I'm not especially first-
class when it comes to praying, I thought
I would just write you a little note
congratulating you on your beatification.
Blessed Kateri, the Lily of the Mohawks.

You realize, Kateri, that as the first
American 1av person ever to be beatified,
you have taken one 2iant step forward for
the littie guy ia this country and for
anyone else who ever believed that only
emaciated monks or martyrs burned at
tha stake or thrown 1o the iions had a
chance of heing beatified. You have re-
stored a little sadity to our definition of
sa‘ntnaod. You hsve put a pin in the
bubbla of bombast and bull.

There was omf one thing wrong, Ka-
teri. Your beatificaiion was one of
best kept sacraets of the year. The Catholic
s was too busy lizhiing candles fo
atics. The Catholic bishops were
too busy p';}mﬂ epiagopal roulette, gos-
siping over who ma!"c gat Wrxaf plum in
the next o
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rhetoric of many of the churches, and
even the supreme Court.
I suppose that you heard the Right to

Life people were dancing in the streets.

last week when the Court ruled on feder-
aily subsidized zbortions. I don’t condene
abcrﬁOn but the reality of the decision
was that zhortion is sull fine and dondy i
you are rich enoush to pay for it while
the poor zZo back to the coat-hanger and
the grubby fingers of some butcber in a
loft .zlonev tatks, Katert, and poverty is a
¢rime punishable by just about all. It's
the unwritten stanza in the “Star Spang-
led Banner.”

I have read someplace, Kateri, that
you were only 23 when you died, only a
kid, an illiterate young Indian girl. But,
you kKnow, you could say aorrlething now
to our own kids that could be very,
poweriil and dquuEI‘u and moving. You"
could tell them, for instance, that it's still
cool to dream dreams without being consi-
dered weird. You could tell them about
the violence apd desperation that was
always there in your own background and
how you always escaped—out aiter some
thmg, that was somencw within the realm
of the possibie for a 23-year-old illiterate
Indian gl '

But there are other lavwomen in the
church today who have picked up where
you ieft 7ii. Peaple h te Heien Frey who,
like vourself, doas 30 many good and
beautiful things cbscurely. People like
Mary Carson, who writes books and raises
wondarfal children. Or Helen MeCarthy,
who helns heal people. O ‘Ilh:e Bomiia

the faces of t
i of them,
en Mohawk.
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