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Michael Sweitzer Bechman
Good morning.  When Jim (FitzGerald) first e-mailed me and asked me if I would be interested in introducing Joan Chittister, I thought, “Why?  Why not just give her the three minutes?”  I mean, being up here is just like introducing John Lennon to a bunch of Beattle fans in the 60s.  (Laughter)  (Applause)  But I’m honored.  My name is Mike Sweitzer Beckman; and I work with the Benedictine women of Madison Holy Wisdom Monastery.  (Applause)  And if you don’t know, they are one of the first ecumenical monastic communities in North America.  And the sisters there – they invited Joan to come help dedicate our new “green” monastery building last November.  And I’m proud to say it’s in my home town of Middleton, Wisconsin.  Our largest room will seat 400 people, the max that the fire department will let in.  We crammed 400 in there, and then ran a live feed to our dining room, where 115 more people watched; and they paid good money to sit there.  So, obviously, Joan is in high demand; and she’s a prophet among us.
My first encounter with Joan was through her book, “In Search of Belief.”  It was recommended several years ago by a monsignor in Middleton to my mother.  He might be the only monsignor in the country recommending your work.  (Laughter)

A group of us young people started reading a few chapters of it over turkey chili.  So a group of us people in Madison reading this book and trying to learn about the Creed.  Most of us sat restless in church throughout our childhood, reciting the Apostles Creed from memory without really knowing why we were saying it, or what it meant.  I mean, how does a feminist theologian make sense of reciting a prayer that calls God the Father?  Joan helps to crack that case open by talking about the many names for God.  How do we interpret stating that Jesus was born of the virgin Mary and state it as a fact without feeling kind of absurd?  Joan’s writings help enlighten us about the pain that this statement has brought our church throughout time and a generation.  She writes, “Behind this simple statement lie illusions that have frozen society to interpretations of Scripture, models of church, and notions of sexuality that affect the Church to this day.  Joan then gives us an example of the tension that exists with the role of women in the Church.  She writes about a woman who stood up at a priests’ ordination here in Milwaukee; and the woman declares to the bishop, J. Kendrick Williams, and the rest of the congregation, that she too is called to the holy orders of the priesthood.  Williams acknowledges this woman’s pain, and later, during his homily, spoke directly to the line of young men who were being ordained to the priesthood: “I would be remiss if I did not point out to you that the division in the Church today will cause you pain also.”
Joan’s eloquence at pointing out the pain that exists in this statement that I use to recite every week as a child helped me find so much more meaning in these words.  And the best part of Joan’s writings is that we don’t have to wait for her next book to come out.  We can read her words every month in her blog on the National Catholic Reporter’s website.  You can visit it at www.ncronline.org.  And while you’re there, you can read the articles of other bloggers, who are in the audience, including Jamie Manson, Kate Kyle Dram, Heidi Schlum, and Nicole Sotolo.  And, of course, our editors would appreciate it if you subscribed to our paper.  (Laughter)

I sure as heck don’t want to take up any more of your time, and have you all listen to me.  Without further adieu, here is Joan Chittister.  (Applause)
Prophets of a Future Not Our Own
Sr. Joan Chittister, OSB

Opening Remarks

I listened; it was sweet; it was beautiful; and I thought of two things: one was advice to me and the second was advice to you.  The advice to me comes from the dessert monastics from the second and third centuries.  They wrote: “Woe to those whose reputation is greater than their work.”  (Laughter)  The advice to you is the wit who said, “Smart is when you believe only half of what you hear; brilliant is when you know which half to believe.”  (Laughter)
It’s a great moment for me to be able to share with you people who don’t need to hear this, what I am about to say.  I seldom have the drunken feeling of being so safe.  (Laughter)

As I was preparing for you and for this conference, I heard two things that I thought might explain best what it’s really all about here.

The first is a story about Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson.  They say that Holmes and Watson decided to go camping together – neither a common or easy thing for those two guys.   So they labored up the mountain, carrying their tent and camping gear.  Then, when they got to the top, they worked for hours setting up the stakes, tying down the tarp.  By the time they were finished setting up that camp, they were entirely too exhausted to do anything else that night but crawl into sleeping bags and pass out.  But suddenly, in the middle of the night, Holmes shook Watson awake.
“Watson,” he shouted, “what do you see?”

“Well, Holmes,” Watson said in his finely English measured manner, “astrologically, I see that Jupiter is in the host Mars; astronomically, I see that Uranus is very close to Earth tonight; meteorologically, I see that it is going to be a fine day tomorrow; and theologically, I see that God is great.  What do you see Holmes?”  Watson said.
And Holmes said, “Watson, you bloody idiot, I see that somebody has stolen our tent.”  (Laughter)
Point!  Learning to see what is really going on in front of you in life and learning to respond to it courageously is, whether anybody thinks so or not, one of life’s great spiritual gifts.  (Applause)

The second item, then, that may put a conference such as this in real perspective is a comment written by Abraham Joshua Hershel, “The role of the prophet is to remind us always that though few are guilty, all are responsible.”  (Applause)  Clearly, the prophetic dimension of the spiritual life is a profoundly essential one.  So in preparing these reflections and the place of the prophetic tradition in the contemporary world, I found myself returning again and again to three appraisals of the topic from earlier ages and other traditions than ours.

In the first, a disciple says to the Holy One, “Holy One, I desire to be a prophet,”
“Really,” the Holy One answered.  “Well child, in that case, are you prepared to be ridiculed, and ignored, and starving to the age of 45?”

And the eager disciple answered, “With all my heart I am.  Ah, but then Holy One, tell me, what will happen after I’m 45?  Will I be accepted, and honored, and revered?”

Oh, no. no, dear child,” the Holy One answered, “but by then, I hope you will have grown accustomed to being ridiculed, and ignored, and starving.”  (Laughter)

Point!  The prophetic call is a call to the cutting edge of life.

In the second reflection, a snake in the village goes to the Holy One to complain that it is being harassed by the children there, and needs some advice on how to deal with the situation.  Several days later, sure enough, the Holy One, walking through the village, finds the snake bruised, and bleeding, and lying in the ditch along the side of the road.
“Snake,” the Holy One says, “whatever has happened to you?”

“Well,” the snake cries out, “I was calm, and quiet, and peace loving, just as you told me to be.”

And the Holy One answered, “Dear, dear, snake, there’s been a terrible mistake.  I only told you to stop hurting; I never told you to stop hissing.”  (Laughter)

Point!  The real prophet, whatever the personal price to be paid, sounds no unclear call.

And finally, Winston Churchill wrote once, “A hopeful disposition is not the sole qualification to be a prophet.”  To live with a prophet’s heart is to risk the heartache that goes with it, and not to flinch.
Anniversary
This week we are marking 50 years of prophetic challenge to the spiritual tradition, and to our own spiritual growth.  Think back, if you can stand it; think back!  It’s been a heady, exciting time.  But never doubt it.  Anniversaries, any kind of anniversaries, are always dangerous moments – any undertaking, personal or public.
Anniversaries bring us to crossroads in life.  They require us to make new decisions.  They test even the sincerity of our beginnings; and, most of all, they challenge our futures.  There’s nothing like an anniversary to tempt us to look backward, to lure us into settling down, to coasting a bit now, to make us satisfied with what we have already done, pleased with the point to which we have already come.  Indeed, anniversaries tempt us to assume that having arrived at this summit of our original intentions, that we are where we set out to go, where we’re meant to go.  But nothing could be further from the truth.  We celebrate anniversaries not because they mark ends, because they measure points along the way that prove the possibility of the journey.
Anyone who has ever gone through an anniversary of any kind, for any reason, knows the truth of that – anybody who has been married, for instance.  A silver anniversary, for instance, is that pause along the way that says to the public, “So far, so good.”  (Laughter)  A golden anniversary says to the world, “I know now that there’s still more to do yet, And I’ve decided I might as well see this through.”  (Laughter)

You and I are at that point – at that point now.  You and I, here this morning, today, are at that point now.  The decisions we need to make now are painfully clear; but we shall not coast now, you and I, or shall we go on?  The climb up the mountain of Vatican II, the renewal of the Church, after all, has been a long and rocky one.  The gains have been staggered, the applause has been thin, the great triumphs have been few, the struggles have been real, and more than that, know that it hasn’t been easy; but oh how sweet the glimpse of every dawn.
When they closed the first Call to Action, we left there exhilarated, energized, intent.  We took them seriously. (Laughter) (Applause)  We thought they really wanted our ideas, (Laughter) our vision, our questions, our plans.  They threw us a pronoun or two – she as well as he, (Laughter) so that we could all sing or pray together – together, for the first time in history!  We were giddy with hope.  We were giddy with hope, when our daughters became altar girls, when our brothers became eucharistic ministers, and our mothers became the first delegates to parish councils in the country, and our fathers became deacons, who baptized their own grandchildren in the parish church, we thought like the Christians of Corinth and Thessalonica that we had moved beyond being some priest’s congregation to becoming a real Christian community.  We thought that we had finally been accepted as adult Christians and gone beyond being consumers of the faith and a clericalized Church to being carriers of the faith in the Christian community; (Applause)  when priests and bishops went so far as to hold public hearings to listen to us, to hear us out even, not to interrupt (Laughter) about peace in the economy.  And women in the Church, we thought the resurrection was at hand.  (Laughter)  We breathed in the unmitigated joy of those who really, deeply, sincerely believed that it was cleared now.  The Spirit had truly been let loose in the Church.  The Spirit was truly in all of us.  And the Church was truly the whole Church, not simply the hierarchical Church.
It was a great and glorious time.  It was a time of new growth and new vision.  It was palm Sunday in Catholicism.  And the people of God were singing, “Alleluia, alleluia,” all the way home.  But then, suddenly, and we’re really not sure to this moment why the hearings stopped.  Even the questions got muffled.  Diocesan positions once reserved for lay people began, one by one, to disappear, except for PR consultants and lawyers, of course,  (Laughter) who they hired at great expense to save the Church from its other scandals, as if such a scandal as the exclusion of half of the Christian community weren’t enough.  (Applause)  Then ideas, creative ideas, definitely ideas, began slowly by surely to be driven out of the Church, out of the schools, out of the ethics communities, out of the theology curriculum, out of national conferences, out of the minds of parishioners.  “Don’t even think about it,” became the old-new catechetical principle again.  Whatever it says in Canon 212 in its paragraphs about the responsibility of the laity to make their concerns and needs known to their bishops, this was, once again, a Church well on its way to where those who think about new possibilities, like women deaconesses, for instance, the point at which theology, ministry and history all concur about it, the role of women in the Church, those thinkers need not apply to this Church.  

The Church was again fast becoming a place where questions about relationships between priesthood and celibacy are not welcome, a place where medieval ritual and street language, like con-transubstantiation (Laughter) are more important than the modeling of the gospel or celebration of the Eucharist in a real vernacular.  The Church became a place where the leaders of the lay people became more and irritation and an intrusion than it is a sign of the spiritual fullness of all the people of God, a place where we found ourselves again, knowing more about the rules of the past than about the newly moving breath of the Spirit in the present.  (Applause)
At Crossroads
So now what?  So what now?  At a crossroad, remember, there are three possible options to choose from.  The first choice is simply to quit a road that is going nowhere.  We can move out; we can move on; we can move away from it all, and leave the unfinished mission undone.  The second choice is simply to give in to the fatigue of the journey that comes with years – trust me – (Laughter) of being ignored, or worse, being ridiculed, or excommunicated, and so go silently into oblivion.  The second choice, in other words, is to crawl into a comfortable cave with nice people, and become a church within a church that hunkers down and waits for the storm to go by.  The third choice is to refuse to accept a decedent present and insist on celebrating the coming of an unknown, but surely holy future. (Applause)  The third choice is to go steadfastly on, following the path of the prophets, of those who spoke before us, but were also not heard until long after the fact.  The third choice is a choice that demands great courage.  But not to worry!  Courage, however apparently fruitless, is not without its own reward.  Ana Sin once wrote, “Life shrinks or expands in proportion to one’s courage.”

The Prophets
Prophets are those who take life as it is and expand it.  They simply refuse to shrink a vision of tomorrow into the boundaries of yesterday.  It’s important to remember that the classical prophets did not rebuild the past.  They didn’t even restore the present.  In fact, the voice of the prophets were seldom heard by the kings or highpriests of their own time, the ones to whom the messages were addressed, the ones who could have diverted the disasters that followed.  No, the prophets were always the voice of the distant future.

But never forget as well, that the prophets, like you and I, discouraged by their own present, weary from trying, toyed with all three options; but in the end chose to go on following the spiritual magnet of their lives rather than allowing them to wither.  The prophets – every one of them – when they came to the crossroads, when they came to the chance to settle down there, or to quit, or to accept what was, chose to keep on going toward what must be.
Despite it all, with not a sense of total and immediate success, then as sirens in the night, as cedars of far flung seeds, as eternal agitator in the soul of the nation, as torches in the murk of confusion, they chose to go on illuminating to others, down century after century, the eternal word of God.  They chose to go on shouting the message upon which the future rested and the people depended, if they were to find their way out of the darkness to which a failed leadership had condemned them.  
These prophetic people, people just like us, simple and sincere, eager and inspired, these fruit growers, like Amos, and small business people, like Hosea, these priests and sheep masters, these thinkers and writers and dreamers like Isaiah and Ezekiel, these struggling lovers and suffering witnesses, made no small presence, made no small choices, made no small commitment littler than it was.  They chose courage; they chose expansion of the soul; they chose to stake their lives on what must be, rather than stake their comfort on what was.
It was a time of suffocating complacency; for instance, Amos went on exposing the hidden evils, the undercurrents of greed that were being covered up by the false religiosity of the nation.  He cried out about those who, oh, so piously, observed the Sabbath, but couldn’t wait for it to be over, so they could go back to ignoring the Torah, as Scripture says, “dealing deceitfully with false balances.”  And so Amos was thrown out of the city for saying that.  But Amos, crying out more loudly than ever, simply went on.
In a time of wanton licentiousness, and as Scripture says, Israel whoring after other gods,” Hosea looked at the leadership of the Temple and condemned it – condemned it, condemned it – for saying nothing, nothing at all about the real sins of that society, its poverty, its inequality, its classism, while the Temple taught the rules, but forgot the Torah: “My people perish for want of knowledge.”  Hosea said of the highpriest, who paid more attention to the cosmetics of their system that to the suffering of the people.  Because of his radical ideas, Hosea’s own wife left him.  But Hosea did not give up.  He did not give in.  Hosea simply went on going on.

Isaiah lived in a period of devastating national violence and humiliating subjugation, a period of faithless animal sacrifices and unbearable religious pride.  The question was cosmetic then.  The question then was whether the community could really be saved, rebuilt, unified, for even really devoted to Yahweh again.  Yet, all of Isaiah’s calls for calm rather than chaos, for repentance rather than revolt, were ignored, ridiculed, dismissed out of hand. Yet, while Isaiah raged and lost one bloody struggle after another, teaching, preaching, pleading for peace, stirring new consciousness, and preparing a new heart in a small group of people that would eventually lead to a new heart in all of Israel in years to come, Isaiah, while losing, simply refused to be quiet, simply refused to agree, simply went on.

Micah, like Isaiah, warned of the destruction of an Israel in need of purging by God.  The injustice, he shouted, was plain to see.  The military were overrunning and absorbing the fields of a peasant population.  The leaders were raping the country of its wealth, and building public work projects on the backs of slave laborers.  And all the while, the Temple prophets and priests of Jerusalem said nothing except the party line: “Don’t worry!  Don’t worry!” they taught, “Just keep the tradition.  That’s enough for you.  Yahweh,” they said, “has chosen Zion for his dwelling place, and so will not abandon us.”  The priests of Israel made themselves and their puny little dictums the major concerns of their lives, while people starved, and young men died, women and children were abandoned to the elements.  (Applause)

Irony of ironies!  It was, you see, this false kind of faith that was itself an obstacle to a religion that was meant to be more faithful to Yahweh that it was to the trappings of the Temple and the place where they said Yahweh alone dwells.  Micah stood up and for the first time in history, simply contradicted the prevailing theology of Israel.  “Jerusalem,” Micah declared, “will not be spared simply because it is Jerusalem.  It is not the keeping of the shrines that save us,” he said, “it is the keeping of the covenant that counts.  And Jerusalem” he said,” was eons away from the covenant now.  Jerusalem,” Micah dared to say, will become a heap of rubble, and the Temple mount a wooded height.”

And so – surprise – they excommunicated him. (Laughter)  They declared him reprobate, heretic, but “wailing, lamenting,” Scripture reads, “barefoot and naked” – an observation, not a recommendation – (Laughter) “preaching, teaching, protesting in the streets regardless.”  Micah went boldly on.

Jeremiah, the priest, lived in a place of peace and prosperity.  By Jeremiah’s time, Yahweh was simply an afterthought.  There was no need for Yahweh now.  Even the priests had gone soft.  A new, young king set out to return Israel to a kind of cultural commitment common before Israel’s accommodation to Canaanite culture, but while the people plied to this old religious custom of the past, they are not changed by them.  When Jerusalem is under siege, for instance, they release their slaves; but when the siege is lifted, Israel changes its mind and re-enslaves the people they had just set free.
The situation is clear.  Think of it!  It’s simply too late in that culture to reinstate an old view of life in a new world.  (Applause)  Instead, Israel finds itself struggling between two theologies.   The old theology taught that Jerusalem was God’s throne on earth – Jerusalem was God’s throne on earth.  And so, to put it in more common parlance that the people are more likely to understand, the priests taught, “The gates of hell would not prevail against it.”  The second theology, the renewal theology, the Deuteronomist vision taught: Yahweh is everywhere and with anyone who keeps the covenant.  Jeremiah was a Deuteronomist.
And for that teaching, he was beaten and was put in the stockade.  He was ridiculed.  He was even prohibited from entering the Temple – no Jewish burial for this type.  And worst of all, he learned people of his own village, people of his own family, were plotting to kill him.  Of course Jeremiah was depressed.  Of course Jeremiah wanted to quit.  If you had a brain in your head, you had to want to quit!
Who here doesn’t want to quit, (Laughter) (Applause) when what you gave your life to save is what in the end seeks to destroy you?  (Applause)

But there is in Jeremiah a vision, a possibility that simply will not die.  Israel too, Jeremiah believed, would eventually discover that Yahweh was as much with them in Babylon  as Yahweh was with them in Jerusalem.  And so, Jeremiah, the prophet of doom and destruction, is himself been converted, perhaps precisely because of his rejection, his isolation, his excommunication from the old system.  Jeremiah found himself with only one place to go, and that was deeper into God.  And Jeremiah became an irrepressible, unforgettable prophet of hope.  (Applause)  And so, in spite of it all, Jeremiah went on, and went on, and went on.

Ezekiel, one of the elite, who had been deported to Babylon, begins to see, as an exile, that it is those who have been forced out of the confines of the Temple and the sacred safety of Jerusalem, who precisely because they have learned to think outside the old ways, will be ready to lead the New Jerusalem to newness.  God he knew from his own experience would replace their rigid, stone hearts with hearts of flesh.  And Israel itself would in the end would be saved from themselves, turning in the deadwood of an old faith, saved from a shrunken theology, a narrow vision of God, and would become a model to the nations of openness of fidelity, a fresh, new, wholehearted commitment to Yahweh.
Finally, the covenant would be renewed, but only because Ezekiel, who had a vision over Babylon as well as Jerusalem, insists whatever the personal price to be paid of going on, because he knew the needs of the people, he knew the heart of God for them, he lived for the renewal of the Temple – he spoke for a future not his own.
And Jesus the prophet walked the roads from Galilee to Jerusalem, healing the indigent on the Sabbath, speaking for the poor, raising women from the dead, and contesting, contesting, contesting with the officers of the Law.  For those things they called him glutton, womanizer, a demonic charlatan, a heretic, and an enemy of both people and Rome.  But however often warned, Jesus too went on, despite it all, toppling the order of the day, shocking people by consorting with riffraff, teaching theology to women, and breaking the old rules right and left, (Applause) until they killed him.  And then, more powerful than ever, he goes on unto this day, right to this very moment.  Yes!  Yes!
Conclusion
And what can we learn from all this at a moment when we ourselves must decide in a new way what to do now, after 50 years of patient pleading, and little to show for it but our own excommunication, and episcopal isolations, canonical investigations, and theological suppression, (Applause) and, of course, the deep down serenity that comes from seeing the New Jerusalem of the heart?  What did the prophets care about, and what does that have to do with us this morning?
Well, the prophets cared about clericalism.  They knew what it is like to be suffocated under the weight of meaningless religious laws, when the soul was crying out for the new visions and new hope that the covenant promised, but was smothered in the trappings of the Temple.  Indeed, the prophets would understand what it means to be excommunicated from the Church because a person wants more of the Church, not less.

The prophets cared about secularism.  They knew what happens to a society and to a church that has lost the breadth of its spiritual perspective, and concentrates only on selected sins, and so allows sins on every other side to be silences and suppressed from the rest of the Commandments.  (Applause)  They knew that when the Church fails to feed the people, the people will look for other foods: for money and sex, for power and control, to sustain them on the way.

The prophets will understand why it is that though 24 percent of all Americans identify as Roman Catholic, that 10 percent of all Americans, approximately 30 million, are former Catholics, the second largest denominational population in the country, larger than any other religion in the United States of America.

The prophets, of all people, would understand why whole bodies of Christians are now clustered in intentional communities to find the spiritual sustenance they cannot find in parish or diocesan leaders

The prophets cared about the poor and poverty, about greed and the injustice it reeks; and they never stopped wailing about it, however much the leaders of society privileged the Temple or the highpriests supported the civil leaders for the sake of those privileges, or their place above the Law.  Applause)

The prophets would understand why we continue we continue to cry out for the destitute unemployed, the pensionless pensioners, the depressed and suicidal gays, broken down by ages of Church defined defamation, victims of clerical self-abuse, the growing gap between imperial bishops and the people who are looking for shepherds rather than ecclesiastical emperors.  (Applause)

The prophets would understand why so many lament the lack of Church concern for underpaid women, and traffic girl children, and beaten wives, and invisible women everywhere in both church and state.  (Applause)  The prophets care about ruthless, relentless, systemic, racist, sexist, classist violence practiced in the name of patriotism that drained the coffers of the nation and obliterated the defenseless, while it called itself the will of God.  (Applause)
The prophets would understand why Christians cry out in despair for Church leadership in the condemnation of nuclear weapons, but get condemnation of condoms instead.  (Applause)

The prophets cared about leadership.  They saw what happens when leaders turn away from the word of God for the sake of clerical control.  They knew that leaders laid burdens on the backs of the vulnerable in order to make the comfortable simply affluent.  What did the prophets care about?  They cared about everything average people, like you and I care about.  They cared about everything Call to Action cares about.  They cared about everything CTA’s Just Church program has cared about for years: the role of women in the Church, the vocation of the laity, the Christian hallmark of inclusivity, the end of violence everywhere, the development of parishes rather than their demise.  They support the religious and priests who look more to the gospel as their guide than their evaluation by the institution as the final measure of their lives. (Applause)
Indeed, with all their hearts, and at the price of all their security, the prophets cared about secularism and condemned it, about secularism and set out to reinvigorate the soul of the Temple, about poverty and decried it, about violence and condemned it, about religion and set out to purify it of its own arrogance, its false faith and the emptiness of its empty rules and rituals.  (Applause)
And what happened to them because they cared more about those things that they did about the preservation of the past?  They were exiled, publicly condemned, persecuted, ridiculed and ignored: that’s what happened to them.  And what did they do about it?  They went on anyway.  (Applause)  And how could that be?  Easy!  It could be because they were more committed to the word of God than they were to acceptance by those who claimed to be guardians of the word of God, but betrayed its meaning.  They were more committed to commitment than they were to social approval.  They were more given to faith in God that they were to fidelity to a system.  They were more full of hope in the future that they were afraid of pain in the present.  They were more committed to the word of God than they were to the fear of those who spoke for the institution, but claimed to speak for God.  They were more committed to new questions than they were to old questions.  They were people of their times; and they preferred to stand alone with God alone, if necessary.  They believed beyond the institutional theology to the God whose will for the institution was that it not only preserve the word, but live it.  They lived very much in the present for the sake of a future they knew would not be their own.  And they call us to do the same.
That has been the spirit of Call to Action all these years.  That has been its witness.  That is what this anniversary is all about.  It will not be complete unless, until you and I resolve to make for out mantra again, “If not for us, then because of us.”  (Applause)  Unless you and I resolve for the next 50 years to go on, and on, and on, for as long as the going on takes, to make the best of the old Church new again, loving again, a sign of the living God again, in our time and in the future.  Churchill was right, you know, “A hopeful disposition is not the sole qualifications to be a prophet.”  (Laughter)  More than that, it takes courage to be ridiculed and ignored today, if necessary, so that tomorrow the word can finally be heard.
We are not here, you and I, this week to succeed today.  We are here to seed the future so that others may someday reap the best of what we sow.  And by the way, it will also take a resounding resolution that we will not hurt others as we do it, but that we will never stop hissing either.  (Laughter) (Applause)

So, CTA, look around you again.  See what’s facing us that defies the gospel now.  Be the prophets you are meant to be.  CTA: Speak out!  Speak on!  Stand up for all our sakes!  Happy anniversary CTA!  (Applause)

