
  [image: image]


  

  
    Prohibition and the
Priest


    David Tracy

  

  

  
    Published by New Generation Publishing in 2025


    Copyright © David Tracy 2025


    First Edition


    The author asserts the moral right under the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988 to be identified as the author of this work.


    All Rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior consent of the author, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


    Cover photo: Walter A. Grace upon entering Leavenworth Penitentiary. Courtesy of US Department of Justice, Federal Bureau of Prisons.


    ISBN: 978-1-83563-762-3


    www.newgeneration-publishing.com


    [image: image]

  

  

  
    Dedication


    To fathers.

  

  

  
    ALSO BY DAVID TRACY


    Caught Between the Gospel and the Magisterium
When Sheep Have to Shepherd


    The ROMEOs
The Parable of the Prodigal


    The World Youth Day Murders

  

  
    Introduction


    When a friend of mine told me about Fr. Walter Grace, I was intrigued. My second and third books were fiction, and after hearing of Fr. Grace I had my heart set upon writing a fully historical biography on his life. My research found me securing federal court records, Denver Police Department records, Grace’s FBI file, and his DOJ Department of Prisons correspondence. I also requested access to Fr. Grace’s file and that of Denver Bishop John Henry Tihen. I was told by the Archdiocese of Denver archivist that my request was “out of the question.” Both Grace and Tihen have been dead close to one-hundred years. So much for promises of transparency by the US Catholic Bishops made when they signed the Dallas Charter in 2002. It is apparent that Catholic bishops love secrecy and all the power it affords them. And such secrecy supports the sentiment that indeed, there is something to hide.


    Given this roadblock, I decided to continue my writing but to do so in a semi-fictional manner. Concerning Walter and certain other characters, I have striven to be as historically accurate as possible. For some other figures in this book I took inspiration from Malachi Martin, Larry McMurtry, and threw in a bit of Quentin Tarantino.


    I fully anticipate criticism from Catholic Church hierarchy with the liberties I took in filling in the blanks. The irony should not be lost to critical analysts if this does occur, given the American bishops long tradition of nontransparent public discourse.


    As in my previous three books I address the foibles of the Catholic Church, including pedophilia, extortion, blackmail, theft, influence peddling, and financial malfeasance. Despite Dallas Charter promises, these behaviors continue in our Church and should be a concern to the faithful. And the faithful should loudly demand change.


    While I was writing this book, the Vatican was promoting the Synod on Synodality. Very early in the process I was able to fathom what the Vatican hierarchy was trying to embed in Catholicism through the process, and to me it was diabolical.


    For Francis and other modernists, there are bedrock tenets of Christianity that present problems for their way of thinking. These tenets do not correspond or justify personal choices they have made in both their personal and ecclesiastic lives. One of Francis’ leading modernists is Fr. James Martin S.J. While writing this book I would read updates on Martin’s efforts to reinterpret Holy Scripture using the Synod. Martin’s and the modernist’s thinking is striving to reinterpret Holy Scripture through the eyes of current day secular thought. They are quick to use the institution of slavery as the bell weather with which to judge other tenets of Christianity. They reason that slavery in the first century, Jesus time, was accepted as normal. As time passed, the institution of slavery was greatly discredited. The modernist philosophy maintains that mankind’s progress supplants scriptural sentiment and teaching to match the current day popular belief. I’ve heard many a sermon by modernist priests stressing that first century customs, reinforced by first century culture, related by first century evangelists, cannot be granted the same relevance in the present day. In essence, modernists believe man has the capability to evolve or mature beyond what is written in scripture, and scriptural essence must be reevaluated and changed to match. Much of this belief is taken from the writings of Teilhard de Chardin, a Jesuit, who believed man’s biological evolution is mirrored by a mystical sort of spiritual evolution. The Jesuit was so invested in positing his theory that he was forced to make sure that biological evolution was sound to make sure his theory was viable for consideration. To help move forward belief in biological evolution he actually falsified archeological findings. This is the example that modernists in today’s church have embraced and it is being exhibited in its synodality.


    One of the cultural issues to which they employ this reasoning is homosexuality. Modernists believe that the first century condemnation of homosexuality should not be viewed in the same light today because secular thought has generally come to tolerate and indeed elevate homosexual behavior to one of mere lifestyle option. As such, any and all scriptural reference condemning homosexual behavior needs to be changed, either intrinsically or through interpretation and subsequent teaching.


    One of the first century teachers condemning homosexuality whom modernists are quick to dismiss is Paul. They reason that Paul’s teachings condone slavery but condemn homosexuality. Modernists point to that as being inconsistent. They further reason that Paul’s notion on both issues is totally out of touch with today’s so-called enlightenment.


    I believe modernists are wrong on both issues and here are my opinions. Fr. Dwight Longnecker, in a blog post affords a good defense of Paul and his teachings. His writings are suggested and well worth your time.


    Paul was far from condoning slavery and analysis of his letters proves the point. Would a supporter of slavery teach that a master should treat his slaves as if they were brothers? Paul did. Indeed, Paul’s estimation with the Incarnation of the Messiah that there was no longer Jew or Greek, no longer slave or free, and there were no longer male or female, gave him the conviction to proclaim that ALL were brothers in Jesus. Paul’s position, as expressed in his letters, fulfills the ongoing process of freedom that began for all of mankind and was/is related in Exodus with God’s liberation for the chosen people. This continuing process was extended through the logical and existential teachings of Jesus and then through Paul.


    On homosexuality, however, Paul offers no equivocation. For Paul, homosexuality from Sodom and Gomorrah onward is a violation of natural law. And natural law poses a conundrum for the modernist mindset held by James Martin and Pope Francis. Their desire is to find a “work-around” natural law that somehow condones homosexuality, giving it the same status as heterosexual relationships. Given this strong desire, it is no wonder that modernists chose the Synod on Synodality as a mechanism to facilitate and explore a path of mutation on natural law. In their efforts they were seeking a Chardin revelation.


    What better way to change the tenets of the Church than to facilitate a process that is ostensibly directed by the Holy Spirit? As such, synodality is a genius option as it can be controlled and manipulated. This I know for a fact. In my parish I had planned on participating in the synod. But upon signing up for the meetings I was sent ground rules for participation. The Vatican specified that the synod was based solely upon listening. No participant in the process was allowed to speak more than two minutes except, of course, the moderator, presumably chosen by the archdiocese. In addition, follow up questions during the process were not allowed, as was challenging or simply debating any statements made. Clearly these controls were designed to direct all aspects of the process to the specific direction the Vatican felt important. (So much for the Socratic method used in previous ages by Church fathers to win over the hearts of the pagan.) Preordained findings revealed by the highly regulated synodal process could be attributed as Holy Spirit based claiming the discoveries were divine in nature. This is powerful stuff for the unsuspecting or unquestioning Catholic. And it is powerful ammunition for bishops wishing to rewrite scripture and its teachings to verify the preordained findings.


    So what were the preordained findings of these eager revisionists? They were the ordination of women deacons, homosexual marriage, and the lessening of restrictions on the reception of the Eucharist. My criticism of the attempt to use the synodal process to alter or modify long Church tradition is that there is no foolproof way to determine which spirit is being conjured up by the process. It could be the Paraclete or it could be Satan. I’ve mentioned that the secular church has been very successful in proselytizing the hierarchy in the Vatican. The leading issue of that proselytizing is an effort to normalize and destigmatize homosexual behavior.


    As my previous books have attested, I am a big fan of strong, proactive, courageous, unafraid priests. My prototype is the cleric who is willing to risk his career to do what Jesus taught, and expects from his priests to protect the widow and orphan. It is a sad reality that in the Church such solid, stalwart priests who will stand up to the corrupt hierarchy are usually driven out and forced into a life of manual labor well into their retirement.


    I find great hope in the future through these strong, unafraid clerics much as I do with their counterparts in law-enforcement willing to risk it all to defend the weak and powerless. Paramount for me is a character like Robert B. Parker’s Jesse Stone. Parker’s depiction of a flawed man who is driven by a moral compass exudes a priest-like spirituality. This is the type of spirituality I tried to bring to Walter Grace, having been forced to write an historical fiction by my archdiocese.


    These are the types of clerics who will save the Church and return it to its apostolic roots. It’s not the popes, the cardinals, or the bishops whose status tends to preclude authentic courageous action and instead promote obfuscation and public deceit.


    I once again want to inspire my fellow Catholics to press the Church into changing the system in which bishops are selected. To offer some scholarly reference supporting my position, I suggest reading The Corruptor of Boys by Dr. Dyan Elliott. Dr. Elliott meticulously outlines how homosexuality, pedophilia, and celibacy are intertwined. She also illustrates how the opaqueness, obfuscation, and denial that results in punishing the innocent and protecting the guilty have been common practices in Catholicism from its very early formal institutional origins.


    It is for this reason that I am a strong proponent of changing the bishop selection process within the Catholic Church. Elliott and other church critics have shown that the bishop class is predominantly a fraternity of homosexuals or at the least homophiles. This fraternity is solely responsible for identifying, qualifying, grooming, monitoring, and installing other bishops into sees worldwide. It is incestuous, largely homosexual, predominantly homophile, protects pedophilia, is financially corrupt, and has replaced itself with clones for centuries. This system needs a reformer champion, a pope, and supporting cast who will require the courage of a Cincinnatus or a George Washington, willing to walk away from the trappings of power and status. Until this type of reformer surfaces and the laity realizes it is complicit in keeping the status quo, the Catholic Church will remain amid the dregs of history much like monarchies and dictatorships. Only when power is shared and justly checked can clerical accountability be established in the Church. Simply to pray and wish for benign leadership ignores that Jesus gave his church not only to his apostles but to anyone willing to listen to his teachings.


    Another point about this book. I have already told you how my archdiocese has chosen to control information and not share historical facts. As such, it was the Catholic Church who determined the direction of my writing. However, I want the reader to know that my stories weave in and out of historical fact, fictional half truths, and whole cloth fantasy. In an effort to stay true to my original desire to produce an accurate historical biography of Walter Grace, I have used footnotes to aid in the effort. While some are serious, others are written strictly to entertain. In this book ignoring the footnotes could deprive the reader of both historical context and comic relief.


    And lastly, I want to let the reader know that the life of Walter Grace coincided with two family histories both in Denver and Chicago. My ancestors most assuredly crossed paths with Walter in early 1900s Denver. And a good friend of mine who was born and raised in Chicago had ancestors who played a large part in this book, which while historically possible, is mostly from my imagination. But as is always the case, fiction with some kernels of fact can have great impact. And it is my hope that my wide-ranging attempt is impactful.

  

  
    Chapter 1


    Late August in Chicago is oppressive. Heat and humidity lie over the metropolis like a blanket, and the occasional thunderstorm to roll over Lake Michigan is usually welcomed.


    August 22, 1889, found Chicago growing at an exponential rate. And this round of immigration was bringing in much needed labor to fill the wide jobs in need of help. If a person of any nationality was willing to work, and work hard, this was the place to be.


    Daniel Grace was one of these immigrants who found Chicago and its jobs a lure. He immigrated from County Cork, Ireland, to County Cook, Illinois, escaping chronic unemployment and poverty. But as was the case with many transplanted immigrants to the US, the ability to work and the willingness often parted company.


    Ireland’s many centuries of English domination took its toll in many ways. Appropriation of land, feudal taxation, and tribute to the English Crown exacted the economic soul of the Irish people. But the scars of English Imperialism ran deeper. The devastation was intended not just to control economically but psychologically as well. The English Reformation made sure that enmity would exist between the peoples, helping to insure retention of power. Under these circumstances, collateral damage was certain.


    Irish independence would not come for another thirty-three years, on December 6, 1922. As such, many Irish opted for an “early independence” by fleeing to the United States. The English attempt to appropriate Irish culture centered around religion. And neither Catholic Ireland nor Protestant England would grant quarter.


    The collateral scars English domination gouged deep and were personal to the Irish. And among them the most damaging was alcoholism. If an Irishman couldn’t work, he drank. If when he did work, he could barely support his family, he drank. In Ireland, even if a man could find work and did indeed work enough to support his family, he still drank.


    Old habits don’t dissolve with immigration. And for Daniel Grace, a change in venue from Cork to Chicago by way of New York City had not altered his choices.


    “Where is that worthless bastard?” said Medora Brannigan to her daughter Lizzie. “Where else?” replied the twenty-five year old woman, “drinking at the saloon.”


    “And where, pray tell, did he get the money for drink?” inquired Medora. “He hasn’t worked for weeks.”


    “I know mother,” said Elizabeth. “But we can’t worry about him now. You’ve got to get Mrs. O’Brien for me. I think I’m about ready.”


    Medora unbuttoned the top button of her blouse and fanned herself. Even though it was 8:00 AM, the stifling heat was already close to midday intensity. “I’ll get her now,” the woman muttered with her deep Irish brogue.


    Mrs. Katie O’Brien had given birth to seven children. Her avocation, perhaps by experience, was midwifery. A kindly soul, O’Brien had helped at least thirty women on the southwest side of Chicago give birth. She took great pride when walking the neighborhood and seeing children whom she had helped deliver in previous years.


    Knocking on the door, Medora said in a raised voice, “Katie. It’s Medora.” A few moments later Mrs. O’Brien appeared, already flushed from morning chores.


    “Ready, is she?” asked Katie.


    “I think so,” replied Medora.


    Turning back inside the house, Katie fell to a knee. “Momma’s going to help Mrs. Brannigan. Come on, give me a hug for luck.” Three children ranging in age from eight to four years ran to their mother and wrapped their arms around her neck. “Fiona, you’re momma today while I’m gone. You know what to do.” The eight year old nodded, smiling at the opportunity. “Alvin,” said Katie to the rascally five year old, “you need to behave today and listen to Fiona.” The small boy nodded, clearly thinking otherwise. “And you, Theresa,” cooed Katie to the youngest, “be good and don’t cry. I’ll be home soon, later today.”


    Before leaving, Katie told her children, “Tom and Sean will be home around noon. Fiona, try to get some food ready for them.” The girl nodded and closed the door.


    “Has Lizzie’s water broken?” asked Katie.


    “It has,” replied Medora in a stoic tone.


    “Well then. Being her first, it could be as short as a half-a-day,” Mrs. O’Brien opined. The women walked off a bit in silence. Finally, Katie O’Brien spoke up. “And Daniel?”


    “Worthless scat,” replied Medora.


    Katie knew of her reference. Drink and blarney, blarney and drink. “Well then, I think it best that we start this all off as I always do.” Katie pulled out a rosary from her dress pocket. Medora nodded and the two began praying.


    Upon reaching the flat on Roosevelt Road, the women had finished the last decade. Medora opened the door to find Lizzie sitting at the kitchen table, left hand supporting her ripe stomach.


    “Lizzie, darling,” greeted Mrs. O’Brien.


    “Mrs. O’Brien,” replied the girl.


    Katie piped up, “Dear, we are going to get to know each other quite well today, so let’s start off less formally. Call me Katie.” The three women laughed. “OK, now young lady, let’s get you changed into this smock, then it’s to bed you go.” Katie reached into a large carpet bag and pulled out a neatly folded smock and handed it to Lizzie. “Medora, we will need some blankets and sheets for the bed. And I’m afraid it’s going to be very hot today. Can you get that Collins boy next door to go get us some ice? It will help Lizzie be a lot more comfortable.”


    Medora went about her tasks and left to find Robert Collins, surely one of Katie’s previous deliveries. Once Lizzie put on the smock, she lay down on the bed atop the layers of sheets and blankets Medora had fluffed before she left.


    “All right, dear,” intoned the confident Katie O’Brien, “here’s how it’s done.” For the next ten minutes, Katie explained how Lizzie’s child was going to become the next citizen of Chicago and the firstborn of the Grace family.


    Not hesitating, Katie asked, “And Daniel? Will he be here?” A tear began seeping from Lizzie’s left eye. Katie took it as a definite no. “No matter,” said Katie, “we have to put it out of your head. Your mother is here and even better, our Holy Mother is with us.” She handed Lizzie her rosary. “Now, let’s say a few decades for you and your baby and for my steady hand.” Katie sat on the bed. “And be damned, Daniel.”


    Lizzie wiped her face and made the sign of the cross. The two women began to pray and then Katie got to her feet and pulled some folded cloth and alcohol from her bag. Fifteen minutes later, Medora returned. “Robert Collins and his friends will bring some ice around 10:00,” she said.


    “Good, Medora,” smiled Katie, “Now, do you think we could have some coffee or tea? It will help us all before it gets too hot.” Medora drew some water and the three settled in talking about all the children on the southwest side who owed their beginnings to Mrs. O’Brien. The stories were many and varied from hilarious to tragic. It was Katie’s way of preparing a new mother to what the future could hold. The women laughed and sighed accordingly.


    At 10:00 Robert Collins and company arrived with a large block of ice. “Good boy, Robert,” said the kindly Katie. Robert smiled. Medora gave him some coins. The candy store was Robert’s next stop as a few neighborhood friends waited outside in anticipation. As he left, Katie stood at the door and said to one of the boys, “Thomas Coogan, don’t steal candy from Mr. Rothstien’s store. If you don’t watch what you do, the only employment you’ll find is in a stable!”


    “Yes, Mrs. O’Brien, I promise,” replied young Coogan. Katie laughed and turned around then said, “Fat chance!”


    Lizzie’s labor pains increased gradually and the ice supplied by Robert Collins was well worth the effort as the temperature rose above ninety degrees. Medora and Katie would take turns fanning Lizzie as the day progressed.


    Around 3:30 that afternoon, a six-pound boy was born. He was of perfect color, shape, and size. He came into the world with little crying. Exhausted, Lizzie fell into deep sleep after nursing and holding the little lad for a bit. As Lizzie slept, Katie and Medora embraced. Mrs. O’Brien wiped away a tear as she always did, given the emotions that always accompanied the ordeal. And as usual, she asked Medora to join her in a prayer to the Blessed Mother whose rosary usually, but not always, came through for her.


    Holding Medora’s hand, she prayed, “Heavenly Mother, we thank you for your intercession on helping Lizzie bear a beautiful healthy son. In your Son’s name, we are appreciative of all, what little there may be, for what we have, the gift of life and family.”


    Medora said, “Amen.”


    Katie left around 5:00, leaving Medora with a sleeping baby and daughter.


    At 6:30 Daniel stumbled into the house to find Lizzie still asleep and Medora holding a whimpering new-born. “So nice of you to be here, Daniel,” said Medora. Daniel remained silent. “Would you like to hold your son?” Daniel complied as the baby eyed his father’s face, flush from a day spent drinking.


    “Is he healthy?” asked Daniel.


    “It appears so,” replied his mother-in-law. A smile appeared on the young man’s face. After a few minutes of introduction, Daniel said, “I think I’ll name him Daniel.”


    Medora responded, “What makes you think he’s worthy of a name of a father who was more interested in the bottle than the birth of his first-born son?” Daniel avoided eye contact. “I think Lizzie has earned the right to name the boy. After all, she had to do so without your presence.” Daniel gently placed the baby on the bed next to Lizzie. He bent over and gave his still sleeping wife a kiss on the cheek. He then left the house.


    A while later Lizzie awoke, smiling and holding her new-born. Medora said, “Lizzie, what are you going to name the lad?”


    Lizzie thought a bit and said, “I’ve always admired your brother Walter.” Medora smiled, recalling her brother who had died a few years previous.


    “Good choice,” smiled Medora.


    “Aloysius is Daniel’s middle name. So I guess Walter Aloysius Grace would be nice.”


    “As you wish, my daughter,” replied Medora. She thought to herself, “At least one-half of a role model was better than the name Daniel Aloysius Grace II.” She pondered the situation and vowed that her grandson would follow the Walter more than either the Aloyisius or the Daniel. To this she was committed and determined.


    Holding young Walter, Medora whispered to him, “I can’t give you money or status. But I can help you to be strong, manly, courageous, and temperate. And with the help of our Holy Mother we will succeed.


    That night the three slept soundly, with young Walter waking only twice. Daniel didn’t return until the next morning.

  

  
    Chapter 2


    Growing up on the southwest side of Chicago at the end of the 1800s was a mixed bag. It was hardscrabble economically. There were plenty of workers eager to fill the positions. As such, any smart employer would seek out the best possible worker at the lowest pay scale possible. This made competition paramount and tended to keep wages low.


    On the other hand, in many ways growing up Irish on the southwest side was not a great deal different than living back on the “old sod.”


    Neighborly support was strong, and while there were rivalries, squabbles, and out and out donnybrooks, for the most part the Chicago Irish community was cohesive.


    It was not unusual for women like Katie O’Brien to be surrogate mothers for other families’ children, trying to keep them on the straight and narrow. This was important, especially for those many families whose fathers were more preoccupied with drink than they were with their children’s deportment.


    This was the community in which Walter Grace grew up. His friends were mostly Irish, even though some Polish families had moved into the area.


    Walter, thanks to Medora and Lizzie, was well-rounded. He was all boy, not backing down to neighborhood bullies, yet he was expected to study. Lizzie wanted more from her son than manual labor and the neighborhood saloon.


    Daniel was an absentee father. Sure, he lived with Lizzie, Medora, and Walter, but he was hardly there, even when he was present. He did work, but a good portion of his wages was liquefied into whiskey.


    As Walter matured he figured out whom he could count on and who was a pretender. Daniel was living a lie. His fatherhood was overshadowed by his addiction. And while Walter naturally resented his father’s choices, he gradually learned to ignore them.


    Lizzie was compromised. Economically she was forced to put up with Daniel - as many other women did in the immigrant community. So like Medora before her, Lizzie became a deft manager of her husband and her son. Unlike other women in her position, Lizzie did not want to complicate the future for all involved. For Lizzie, there would be no more children. Walter would receive all of her attention. Daniel’s drunken advances were successfully shunned, except those which bordered on physical coercion.


    With Medora and Lizzie’s example, the Catholic Church played a big part in little Walter’s life. St. Charles Church had been open for ten years and served mainly the Irish families on the southwest side. This was the closest in proximity for the Graces, since its Adams Street location was only five city blocks distant from their flat. With the swelling Catholic immigrant surge in Chicago, Archbishop Patrick Feehan led a major expansion of parishes in his diocese. Included in that expansion was the purchase of land for what would become St. Christina’s parish on 11th Street.


    By the time Walter was six years old, Feehan had opened an elementary school in St. Charles Parish. Having been born in Ireland, Feehan brought the Sisters of Mercy from Dublin to teach the many Irish immigrant children in his domain.


    Feehan inherited an archdiocese in disarray. He was assigned to Chicago from Nashville, Tennessee, where he had relative ease in all matters financial. The 1871 Chicago fire cost the Catholic Church a little over $1 million. Feehan had the difficult task of rebuilding burned out parishes and simultaneously keeping up with exponential growth by purchasing land and building new churches and schools.


    His ties to Catholic businessmen helped the cause. But most of the new parishes were built by the many small donations from the working class who would attend. And the construction would also include labor donated by the men and women of the community. It was no wonder that a great deal of pride and loyalty was shown by these parishioners towards their new homes of worship.


    Daniel Grace’s presence in the life of his family was superficial. He was father in name only, and Lizzie and Medora became barriers to Daniel’s occasional, half-hearted efforts to gain closeness to his son. But Medora was no fool. She had witnessed this family dynamic before and had a sense of what the outcome was for a young boy with an absentee father and an overcompensating mother. It was her observation that a boy raised in that dynamic more than often grew up effeminate and lived a life of homosexuality in the future. Clearly, that was not her desire for Walter.


    Medora and her daughter were constantly on the scout for a meaningful male role model in young Walter’s life. While most Irish women would have first thought of a Catholic priest as an ideal role model, Medora was too observant to go down that path. Subtle murmurs and low-toned gossip in the Irish community sometimes centered upon the priests shepherding the Irish flocks. And some of the scuttlebutt was not complimentary to priests who seemed to always surround themselves with young boys. She was instinctively aware of what was taking place and desired to shelter Walter as much as she could.


    Walter’s grandmother was on constant lookout for a suitable mentor for her grandson. She looked and listened while at St. Charles for weekly Mass. She would evesdrop on conversations by women in the market to direct her to prospects.


    She wanted to find a man who was strong and decent, a truly masculine person who was temperate. At the same time she didn’t want a brute, someone strong but lacking in self control. She also wanted an educated role model for Walter. That man didn’t necessarily have to be school educated. A well read, wise mentor, formally schooled or not, would fit the bill.


    In an immigrant Irish community this was a rather large wish list, one that seemed improbable. But for Medora there was one quality outside of patience that directed her life. That quality was faith. Her faith in God was deeper and more cerebral than most Catholics of her day. She regularly read scripture. And she regularly took books out of the library that studied the Gospels and the Old Testament.


    For her day, Medora was way ahead of a her time where the laity would be more than mere spectators in the pews. She found most homilies delivered at St. Charles as mundane and formulaic in nature, simple answers steeped in ritual for complex problems that were posed in a hard life.


    Medora knew that her study probably went beyond that of what most priests of her day received in seminary. She tolerated them, but the opposite of most Catholics of her day Medora could separate the priestly wheat from the pretender chaff.


    The Irish community at St. Charles Parish was close. They shared, of course, their ethnicity, which included Catholicism. But while they shared economic hardship, they were usually better off in the United States then in Ireland. So as a transplanted people they shared a new sense of freedom that was real.


    St. Charles served as a base, a large clubhouse, if you will. People consumed with hard work had little free time. St. Charles and weekly Mass consumed some of that time. So it was natural that much of the community’s socializing came before, after, and during Sunday Mass. There were many people attending St. Charles that a total of six Masses were said every Sunday. And St. Charles’ had one pastor, Fr. Rebideaux, and three assistants.


    Medora would have the family sit strategically in the middle of the church. The positions gave Medora a wide range of observation.


    One man in the congregation, week after week, seemed to cast his attention to the Grace family. In particular, it was apparent that his attention centered on Lizzie.


    The man was at that time a mystery for Medora to fathom. He was well dressed, especially for the hardscrabble Irish lot attending St. Charles. But Medora observed his hands, rough and scabbed, very much the hands of a laborer.


    In previous weeks Medora made sure to position herself to evesdrop on conversations the man had with other parishioners. Medora was fascinated, for the man was erudite. Through his thick, though softened, brogue, she knew he was from somewhere in Westmeath County in Ireland.


    Medora could not see a wedding ring on the man’s hand. She bemoaned the presence of Daniel in her daughter’s life when this type of man was available.


    On this particular Sunday as Mass ended and people were departing, the flow of traffic brought the young man shoulder to shoulder with the Graces. Walter bolted from the crowd upon spying some friends. Being mid-July, the Chicago morning air was already vapor. Even though hot and humid, the outside of St. Charles was welcomed, as it afforded a bit of a breeze to cool the gathered crowd.


    “Good morning,” said the man to Lizzie.


    “Good morning, sir,” replied a smiling Lizzie.


    “Madam,” said the man nodding his head to Medora.


    “Good morning to you, too,” beamed Medora. “Do I detect a Midland’s accent, sir?”


    “Quite right,” smiled the man. “You have a good ear.”


    “I thought so,” said Medora. “We come from Cork, a good distance away.”


    “Indeed,” said the man. “My name is John Fitzpatrick.” He extended his hand in Lizzie’s direction. She willingly greeted the man whose rough hand was offered.


    “My name is Lizzie, Lizzie Grace. This is my mother, Medora Brannigan. That young boy who just ran off is my son, Walter.”


    “It’s my pleasure to meet you,” said John. “Grace - Brannigan are you married Lizzie?”


    “I am, sir,” she replied.


    “Oh, I see,” said Fitzpatrick. Medora needed to take control of the conversation. “Daniel, my son-in-law, has fallen victim to the Hibernian flu.”


    “Oh,” said John, “I see.”


    “Yes, quite,” said Medora. “As such, it seems we share what fortune he brings in with the many saloons of southwest Chicago.”


    “I am sorry about that,” said John as he looked at Lizzie, not totally put off. “How old is Walter?” asked John trying to change the subject.


    “Eleven,” replied Lizzie.


    “That’s a difficult age to have a father who is preoccupied.”


    “Yes, plainly so,” said Medora.


    “In my work I see many men like that,” claimed John. “They would rather have a frontal lobotomy than have the bottle in front of them taken away.”


    “Entertaining thought,” replied a smiling Medora. “What type of work are you in, Mr. Fitzpatrick?”


    “I’m a farrier by trade, Medora, but have gotten involved in the union and do some work for them.”


    John Fitzpatrick was a natural-born leader. His stature, at six foot three inches, helped the cause. His locution and quick thinking had brought him to the head of the International Journeyman Horseshoer’s Union (the IJHU). Fitzpatrick would be affiliated with the IJHU until his death in 1946. Fitzpatrick also became a major player in the American Federation of Labor (AFL) as the years progressed.


    [image: ]


    Here was the man that Medora sought for her grandson. She could see the attraction that John had toward her daughter. And she was impressed that Lizzie’s disclosure of marriage did not scare the young union leader away. Medora’s mind, quick to size things up, knew that Daniel’s presence was complicating matters. But he, long ago, decided the bottle was his destiny. Why let a clearly bad marriage stand in the way of her daughter’s happiness and her grandson’s future? She always rationalized her life with a saying her mother would say, “If you can’t hunt with a dog, hunt with a cat.”1


    John then asked, “Lizzie, is your husband employed?”


    “When he can stay sober and show up, he works. Somehow, we always have money to take care of everything.”


    “And Walter, is he in school?” asked Fitzpatrick.


    “Yes,” replied Lizzie, “he goes to St. Charles.”


    “That’s good,” said a thoughtful John Fitzpatrick. “It’s important he gets an education. I see many men in the union who are illiterate. They are easy prey for unscrupulous people or companies.” He paused for a bit then proceeded, “Is Walter doing well in school?”


    “He seems to do well,” said Lizzie, “but it’s difficult for us to know for sure. You see, I don’t have much education myself.”


    “I understand,” said the union boss. Walter returned and stood between his mother and grandmother. He looked at the large man talking to them. He had on a newsboy hat that he adjusted to keep the sun out of his eyes.


    Medora then said, “Walter, this is John Fitzpatrick. John, this is my grandson, Walter Aloysius Grace.”


    With an apprehensive smile, Walter stuck out his hand and said, “It’s nice to meet you Mr. Fitzpatrick.”


    John laughed, “Walter, lad, it’s nice to meet you and your mother and grandmother.” He reached out and shook the young boy’s hand. He then said, “Walter, what are you doing after school and on Saturdays?”


    “Well,” stammered the youth, “I mainly play stick ball, sometimes kick-the-can.”


    John laughed, “That’s good!”


    Walter nodded and smiled.


    “Walter, if your mother would allow it, I have a little job you could do and help bring some money home.”


    Walter’s eyes grew wide.


    “Would you like to do that?” asked John.


    “I guess,” replied the lad.


    John looked at Lizzie and the young woman blushed. Medora spoke up, “I think Walter would like that, wouldn’t you?”


    “I would,” he replied. Lizzie could only nod in agreement, being taken totally by surprise.


    “Good,” said John. “Walter, do you know where Jackson’s Delivery is on Campbell Street?”


    “I think so,” said Walter.


    “Good. What time are you out of school?”


    “At 2:30,” said the boy.


    “Wonderful, lad. I will see you on Wednesday afternoon around 3:00 at Jackson’s. Okay?”


    “Yes, sir,” smiled Walter.


    Medora could pick them. She was happy. The Grace trio walked home, hand in hand very happy.

  

  
    Chapter 3


    The following week on Wednesday, Walter left St. Charles after school and ran the seven blocks to the Jackson Delivery stables on Campbell Street.


    Walter had been there before with some of his classmates. They would watch the blacksmiths heat up the horseshoes and then dunk them in water, which produced clouds of steam in the air. In the cold winter air it was even more impressive.


    In the back of the delivery station was a corral in which the draft horses were quartered. Some of the neighborhood boys would entertain themselves by throwing rocks at the horses or using slingshots. A particularly good shot was one that aimed at and hit a stallion’s testicles. This was a game in any day and age that would have been popular with adolescent boys with idle time on their hands.


    Walter was a natural athlete. He had a good arm and excelled during lunch recess at baseball and football. He had had a lot of practice at Jackson’s trying to hit testicles from twenty yards.


    Now he would be working there. He knew how important it was for him to bring in some money for the family. Much of what his father earned was converted to drink and didn’t see its way into his, his mother’s, or his grandmother’s lives.


    There were times when it made him angry. Daniel didn’t always come home, which suited young Walter just fine. Where Daniel stayed, Walter hadn’t a clue. But when he did make his way back home it usually caused a ruckus. He would demand food whatever hour of his appearance. And while his mother would accommodate her husband, Medora would come from her bedroom with a shawl around her shoulders, covering her arms and hands. Walter knew that Medora had a revolver beneath the shawl; he had spied it many times. Clearly, she was not about to let Daniel abuse her daughter or grandson. And for that Walter was appreciative.


    Young Walter could also sense that his father knew Medora was hiding a gun. Daniel’s attitude and demeanor would plateau whenever his mother-in-law would enter the kitchen.


    That Wednesday afternoon Walter approached the entrance to Jackson’s. He saw some of his classmates walking towards the corral. They exchanged waves. The fact that Walter was going to start working at the stables had made its way around St. Charles. It improved Walter’s standing with his peers.


    The young boy stopped inside. He saw two young women behind desks with piles of delivery slips on spikes. Both were occupied on the telephone. An older man was behind another desk leaning back on his swivel chair. His feet were propped on top of his desk. “What do you want?” he snapped at Walter.


    “I’m supposed to meet John Fitzpatrick here,” replied Walter.


    “Oh,” said the man. “Are you young Grace?”


    “I am.”


    “Okay,” replied the man. “Fitz isn’t here yet. Wait over there.” He pointed to some chairs lining the office wall. Walter took a seat. One of the women on the phone looked at Walter and smiled.


    After a half hour wait John Fitzpatrick and two men entered the office. John wore a suit much like what he was wearing that past Sunday at Mass. The two men with him were in work clothes.


    John went to one of the desks and pulled up some papers from one of the spikes. He shuffled through them and put them back in place. He turned around and spied Walter. “Mr. Grace,” smiled John. “Sorry to keep you waiting.”


    “That’s okay,” said Walter who never had an adult apologize to him for anything before. Walter stood up.


    Fitzpatrick approached the lad and shook his hand. “Walter, these are my good friends, Mr. Epstein and Mr. James.” Walter extended his hand to the men. It was the first time he had ever touched a Jew or a Negro and did it within five seconds. That’s how quickly new habits can begin.


    “Young Walter,” nodded Epstein.


    “Hey,” smiled the dark Mr. James.


    John Fitzpatrick then said, “Walt, these men are going to show you around. I’ve got some other work to do and will meet up with you before you go home.”


    All the while John was talking, Walter noticed the looks on the two women’s faces in the office. Even at Walter’s tender age of eleven, he could tell when biology was at work.


    Walter followed Epstein and James into the stable. There were two rows of farriers, four in each row, shoeing horses. Two men were tending a coal powered furnace whose flue ran up to the ceiling and exited out the roof. There were three young boys working with the farriers and to Walter they appeared to be about three years older. He recognized one from St. Charles.


    James and Epstein showed Walter his duties. He was charged with making sure all the nail bins were full and that the coal scuttles were topped and ready to go when the farriers and the furnace tenders needed fuel.


    When the supplies were running low in the attached warehouse, he was shown how to write out the order slips and give them to the girls in the front office. He then was given permission to enter the warehouse, pull the items, and place them into inventory for the farriers.


    While Walter was working at Jackson Delivery, John Fitzpatrick made a regular habit of showing up and personally working with young Walter, shoeing some horses while in his business suit. John made a point to personally show Walter how to shoe a horse. He also taught him how to heat up the shoes in the coal furnace, file off the rough ends, and to calm an animal through the process. John was exactly what Medora had sought out for a mentor.


    During the time Walter spent at Jackson’s, John spent a good portion of his Saturdays taking the Grace family on outings. Whether it be picnics along Lake Michigan or excursions to Lincoln Park Zoo, the day always ended with the family enjoying ice cream on the walk back home.


    John, always the perfect gentleman and role model, did try to find alone time with Lizzie. And Medora encouraged the meetings. But steeped in Catholicism, their feelings towards each other seemed to wither and evaporate. Medora would bemoan the fact that a drunken husband, outworked by his eleven-year-old son, could draw so much matrimonial protection from the Church.


    Indeed, John and Lizzie did talk about the situation. John’s contacts and influence extended beyond the confines of the Chicago labor movement. The office of Archbishop Freehan would regularly call him for favors of employment for friends and relatives and sometimes a family desperate for food and housing. In many ways the trade unions in Chicago and their distinct Irish character were the de facto extension of the Catholic Church of their day. And thanks to John Fitzpatrick, the ethnicity of the unions became more and more diverse. In a day and age when Negroes were relegated to the back of everything, the trade unions under Fitzpatrick were not one of those institutions; Fitzpatrick made sure of that.


    John told Lizzie that he was confident that he could receive an annulment of her marriage to Daniel. And he believed he had enough legal clout to gain the adoption of Walter by supplying enough alcohol for Daniel up to his demise.


    To say Lizzie was conflicted would be an understatement. Was she still in love with Daniel despite his drinking? It was possible, but families of alcoholics experience brain changes of their own when dealing with afflicted family members. A codependence develops that cripples all parties involved. Medora could see it and she didn’t play the game. And she was dead set on not allowing Walter to be taken into the morass.


    For three years, from Walter’s being eleven years old through his fourteenth year, he worked at Jackson Delivery under the watchful eye of John Fitzpatrick. Those three years of Walter’s life were foundational. His attendance at St. Charles school for sixth through eighth grade caught the watchful eye of the pastor, Fr. Louis Rebideaux. Rebideaux was a veteran of the Civil War, having fought in the Illinois 44th Regiment as an infantryman. From volunteering in September of 1861 through his discharge in September of 1865, the 44th saw eleven major battles.


    Rebideaux was a man’s man. He had withstood the horrors of war up close and narrowly escaped death a number of times. He was wounded twice during his time in the 44th and carried a limp throughout his life from shrapnel he received during the Battle of Nashville. At 59 years of age, Rebideaux was still active and energetic despite his injury. He regularly played organized games of baseball with the boys of St. Charles.


    Walter’s personality, athletic skill, and attitude impressed Fr. Rebideaux. He knew of the Grace family’s dysfunction and Daniel’s inability to crawl out of the bottle. Walter had two steady mentors in his young life. He was fortunate.

  

  
    Chapter 4


    Under the tutelage of Fr. Rebideaux, Walter too an active role in the spiritual life of St. Charles Church. He studied Latin in school and quickly took to the dead language kept alive by Roman Catholicism. The natural extension of that liking was to become an altar boy.


    Rebideaux taught the class of altar boys at St. Charles and enrolled them in the Knights of the Altar. Rebideaux was light years ahead of his time. The term “Knight of the Altar” had been proposed by St. John Bosco just four or five decades earlier. Bosco’s work with street children offered them a family setting as altar boys, and an informal club was established around the Mass and the Eucharistic devotion.


    Rebideaux liked the concept and emulated it in his parish. He had membership cards printed, and framed certificates that were presented to boys who completed the assigned courses and memorized all the Latin prayers. He also had badges for each of his altar boys sewn on to their surpluses designating their rank in the Knights as they progressed.


    Membership also brought perks with Fr. Rebideaux who personally sponsored Knights players in the summer baseball tournaments against other Catholic parishes in Chicago. The consummate man’s man was looking for the same eventually to be ordained and fill his shoes.


    And ironically, the donor behind all these programs put in place for the Knights of the Altar was John Fitzpatrick. He donated baseball equipment in the summer and bought football equipment for the fall. And from 1899 through 1902, the all-star athlete and altar boy at St. Charles was Walter Grace.


    At age thirteen Walter was in seventh grade at St. Charles. A weekend retreat was sponsored at the school by the Congregation of the Mission, the order of priests to which Louis Rebideaux belonged.


    The order, also known as the Vincentians, had been founded by St. Vincent De Paul. In 1625 Vincent began caring for the street poor in Paris. He attracted followers who lived the Gospel example with him and soon the numbers grew. In 1626 the order was recognized by the Vatican. The aims of the congregation were the religious instruction of the poor, training of the clergy, and foreign missions.


    The weekend retreat at St. Charles was well attended. All of the Knights of the Altar were present, as well as other boys from the neighborhood Fr. Rebideaux invited. These boys, who attended public schools, were nominal Catholics, most often from families that were split apart. In keeping with the Vincentian heritage, the local street urchins were invited to participate.


    The weekend events were headed up by a Vincentian who had grown up in the same neighborhood twenty years previous. Fr. Edgar Murphy was as erudite as they came. He had taught at seminaries in St. Louis and Perryville, Missouri, and in Baltimore, Maryland. He also led recruitment efforts for the congregation in the Midwest Province.


    The weekend retreats were well thought-out. Men like Rebideaux and Murphy knew that the attention span of a young boy was limited. Add in that many showed up hungry and with an anxiousness to run and jump, the weekend featured only a few sessions of talks.


    But in those opportunities, Murphy was able to capitalize. In this day and age, manhood was not a detriment. Rather, it was a necessity for survival. A man’s ability to support his family was paramount. There weren’t food stamps, welfare, aid to dependent children, WIC programs, etc. Being a man meant stepping up, or dropping out. The CM was looking for and actively recruiting those young men who would stepup.


    There was something in the role models of Walter’s adolescent life that made a positive impact. It was the way they handled life’s problems that made an impression on the young boy. A foremost example was John Fitzpatrick.


    Being an advocate for the working man in the age of industrial barons was serious business. In twenty-five years an American president would state, “The chief business of the American people is business.”


    In business, profit is maintained when consumers are willing to give money for a product or a service. But profit is also increased when the product or the service can be manufactured or delivered at a lower cost.


    It was these rules of economics that drove American business, especially at the turn of the century. The incessant drive of the company to produce product or service at a lower and lower rate while profits increased generated a great deal of animosity on both sides of the issue. And banding together in the labor movement was a logical extension of seeking a fair portion of the profit.


    What has complicated the objective of the American labor movement since its inception is not just battling with a foe who held more power but infiltration within its ranks of organized crime. Quick to provide some leverage when dealing with industrialists, the criminal element was eager to don the labor cloak, but it would come at a cost. That cost would be very much a protection racket where insurance money kept industrialist security forces at bay, but money meant for widow and orphan relief or a strike fund was diminished. It seemed that the working man could not get a break even from its unions.


    John Fitzpatrick saw the problem across the board, the greed of the owners, the greed of organized crime, and the greed of some union bosses. He fought all sides with determined doggedness. And while they never conquered him, they did get in their licks.


    One day while Walter was pulling inventory, he could sense that something was wrong in the stable. One by one the farriers were leaving their positions and the horses were being left unattended.


    Walter noticed a group of five men dressed as common laborers enter the company premises. John had been working in the office when he came into the stable with some papers in hand. Noting that the farriers were absent, he looked out toward the corral. By that time two of the strangers attacked Fitzpatrick with axe handles. As the other three joined the beating Walter was frozen. He had never seen this type of vicious mayhem.


    It was John’s cries of help after a number of blows to his body that finally shook Walter from his trance. In the stable the farriers kept a loaded shotgun ready for use on the occasional fox, coyote, or wild dog. Walter had seen the farriers use it but had never fired it himself.


    He ran to the shot gun and picked it up. Its weight for a thirteen-year-old was heavy but manageable. He brandished it as he had seen the farriers and yelled, “Leave him alone!” Two of the hooligans saw the boy and the shotgun and stopped. The other three continued the beating. Walter had the presence of mind to realize that if he fired on the group he would be firing on his friend John as well. He yelled again to no effect. So he aimed the shotgun to the rafters of the stable and pulled the trigger. The backfire tossed the young man from his feet, into the air, and laid him flat on the stable floor. But the firing had its intended effect. The beating stopped and moved the assaulters away from John toward the door. Walter stood up and held the shot gun up again and pointed it at the men. His anger was so present that he began to squeeze the trigger. Just then he heard John yell, “Walter, lad, don’t! Let them pass.”


    The men, seeing their opportunity and not trusting a child and his shot gun, ran out of the stable and off the premises. Walter leaned the shot gun against the wall of the stable and ran to help John. His head was bleeding and it appeared as if he had a broken forearm from fending off blows.


    “Thank you, Walter,” said John as he got to his feet. They went to the office where John sat down as Walter opened a file drawer and pulled out some bandages and alcohol.


    Walter’s hands were shaking while he tried to douse some of the gauze with alcohol. John noticed his muscle contractions from the adrenaline pulsing through his body and he grabbed the boy’s shoulders and stopped him. “Just stop,” said Fitzpatrick. “Breathe ten times slowly.” Walter complied.


    “Good boy,” said John as he grabbed the gauze and then soaked it with alcohol. As John placed it to his forehead, he said to Walter, “Go find Dr. Ashmund.”


    As Walter was running out of the office, the two dispatch women were returning from their lunch, or whatever had drawn them off premises. They began rendering care to John.


    Ashmund was found and John was treated. Luckily he did not have any broken bones.


    Once the scene was calmed down, John asked to see Walter. The lad had returned to pulling inventory while Ashmund sutured the gash on John’s forehead. One of the girls in the front office went to the inventory barn and told Walter that John wanted to talk with him.


    Walter followed the young lady into the front office and saw John Fitzpatrick smiling. It automatically made Walter relax; he knew that John was okay.


    “Walt, come and sit with me,” said Fitzpatrick. The lad sat down in a chair directly in front of John so the two could converse face-to-face.


    “Son,” said John, “I want to thank you. What you did took courage. To fight through your fear and do what was right is the sign of goodness. I am extremely proud of you.”


    Walter looked down and tears began flowing down his face. John reached out and put his uninjured hand on the boy’s shoulder.


    Through the tears Walter said, “Why do I feel so bad, like I did something wrong?”


    “Walter, you are in shock. Your body is filled with something called adrenaline. When it subsides, you will and should feel different.”


    The boy couldn’t stop crying. John eased off his chair and knelt down. He took his uninjured arm and wrapped it around Walter. “Son, there is something even more impressive that you did.”


    “What was that?” asked a sniffling Walter.


    “You were scared and angry at the same time, but you were able to control yourself. When those men stopped beating me and were leaving, you could have killed them. And it would have been justified, but you showed composure and you made the right choice to let them leave.”


    Tears began streaming down Walter’s cheeks as he said, “It doesn’t feel like the right choice. Why were they hitting you?”


    “My boy,” said a smiling John, “it’s union business and I’ll explain it to you someday. But it was the right decision because they were defenseless when they stopped. And the reason I’m here working for the union is to defend the powerless. Does that make sense?”


    Walter wiped away his tears and nodded. After a few seconds he said, “Medora always reads the Gospel to me about protecting the widow and the orphan. Is that what I did?”


    John Fitzpatrick became misty eyed. “Yes, Walter. That is exactly what you did. You defended me, of which I am grateful and you defended them, as bad as they are, in the hope that they will do the same to someone else who will be defenseless in the future.”


    Walter wiped the last tear from his face with his sleeve. At last the adrenaline surge had subsided. John began talking, “Remember this day, young Walter. It’s a day that marks you becoming a man, not just physically but mentally.” John sat down in his chair while he cradled his injured arm. He continued, “Whatever you do in life, remember to protect the powerless. Your grandmother is right, you must speak truth to power.”


    From that day on Walter contemplated the priesthood as a career. And between Medora, Lizzie, and Fr. Rebideaux, there was a collective sense of Walter’s inclination. To their collective credit, none of them exerted pressure on the youth. Medora continued to study scripture with Walter, Fr. Rebideaux remained a mentor at St. Charles, Lizzie stood stalwart between her son and a father beyond sobriety. And John Fitzpatrick remained in the family’s life as a beacon of hope and steadfastness.


    As Walter turned fourteen, it was his last year at St. Charles. And it brought with it a time of decision. On the one hand, he could have seen himself working at Jackson’s and following John’s footsteps in the labor movement. And then again there were times when he wanted to attend college and become a lawyer. John had already promised the necessary funds to pursue that dream should Walter choose. And yet it was the third avenue that seemed to attract Walter. His time serving Mass for Fr. Rebideaux gave him a feeling of peace. And that solace was not to be discussed, given the obstacles placed before young Walter. It was solely a decision he needed to make for himself, all those close to him in his life gave him the space. In the end, if the Mass and the Church could provide him peace of mind, perhaps it was his calling.


    The three years Walter worked under the tutelage of John Fitzpatrick taught him the lessons of hard work, dedication, commitment, loyalty, and faith. But one of his fondest dreams never happened. Both he and Medora had held hope that Lizzie and John would find a pathway to marriage. Walter never discussed it with either his mother or grandmother, but he was disappointed when nothing ever came of it. He could not understand how a bad decision made early in life could dictate misery from that point on. Walter was certain that Lizzie and his grandmother relied upon opinions provided by the Church. He was wise enough to figure out that dogma, interpreted by celibate men, of whom some could not honor their vows, forced women to stay in abusive relationships. This especially hit home for the young man who realized the captivity of his mother and grandmother to the situation and Daniel’s tyranny.


    John’s many attempts to persuade Lizzie that they could have a future fell to the wayside. Lizzie’s history was not only the Church and its dictates. It was also the phenomenon of codependency that is the scourge of alcoholic families. The consistent periods of peace, calm, and normalcy would quickly change to occasions of violence, belligerent yelling, diatribes, and threats. And this would lead to a reliance of both parties to participate in the insidious and senseless ritual by habit. Lizzie’s inability to cut through the mutual state of accommodation resulted in John’s moving ahead with his life.

  

  
    Chapter 5


    The spring of 1902 was eventful for Walter. He finished his studies at St. Charles, not with honors, but with competency. The personal tutoring he received from Fr. Rebideaux concentrated on Latin studies and church history. Under the direction of Rebideaux he met numerous times with Fr. Edgar Murphy, who had led the previous year’s retreat. By early June and the eighth grade graduation, it was made official. Walter Aloysius Grace would enter the minor seminary with the Vincentians at Perryville, Missouri.2


    That summer Walter continued working at Jackson’s. John, though distancing himself from Lizzie, still mentored Walter. He would often bring him along as he would do union business throughout Chicago. For the first time in his life Walter was interacting and working with Negroes. And it was this summer that Walter met and interacted with Jews.


    The stereotypes spun in neighborhoods and on playgrounds didn’t seem to hold water for Walter after these encounters. Perhaps it was John’s open minded example, but he came to base his estimation on behavior, not words. Actions tended to cement young Walter’s openness. This was a trait Walter picked up before he entered the seminary and one that stayed with him his entire life through thick or thin.


    On May 11 the eighth grade class at St. Charles matriculated. The day featured a procession of the graduates into the church. Fr. Rebideaux said the High Mass and delivered a sermon based on Corinthians 13:11. “When I was a child, I spoke like a child, I thought like a child, I reasoned like a child. When I became a man, I gave up childish ways.”


    Rebideaux’s message was one that connected with Walter. However, the lad had been putting aside childish ways years earlier. His work helped sustain the family and in some ways he had become what his father could not.


    After Mass the class was treated to a breakfast in the school gymnasium. Parents, teachers, and friends were present for the formalities. A speech to the graduates was delivered by John Fitzpatrick. His address was simple - do what is right, be fair in all your dealings, stand up for the powerless. Many times during his speech he looked directly at Walter. The celebration concluded with a blessing from Fr. Rebideaux.


    Walter worked two more months with John Fitzpatrick. On August 4th, Walter was accompanied by Medora, Lizzie, and John Fitzpatrick to Union Station. John had purchased a rail ticket for Walter. His route would take him first to St. Louis, and he would finish his journey 82 miles south to Perryville, the site of the minor seminary for the Congregation of the Mission.


    Perryville had been the site of the Vincentian seminary since 1818. It was the first seminary established west of the Mississippi. Mark Twain made reference to the area in his writings as “the Jesuit School for boys.” Clearly the Jesuit’s popularity or scorn was better known than that of the Congregation; thus the misidentification by
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