
		
			[image: Cover for In the Courts of Three Popes]
		

	
		
		
			Advance praise for 
In the Courts of Three Popes

			
				“A fascinating exploration of the human dimension of the Vatican, an important contribution to the history of the Catholic Church in our times, and, above all, a testament of profound Christian faith.”

				—George Weigel, Distinguished Senior Fellow and William E. Simon Chair in Catholic Studies, Ethics and Public Policy Center

				“A moving masterpiece from one of the most influential scholars and public intellectuals of our generation…This book is a must-read and offers an indispensable moral compass for the faithful and the skeptic alike.”

				—Ruth Okediji, Jeremiah Smith Jr. Professor of Law, Harvard Law School

				“An inspiration for people of all faiths who seek to uphold and serve what is highest in a demoralized world.”

				—Leon R. Kass, dean of the faculty, Shalem College, Jerusalem

				“Mary Ann Glendon remains admirably unclassifiable: She is at once a pro-life feminist, a proud patriot, an advocate for the poor, and a critic of misplaced ideological schemes. Her book is a gift for both believers and unbelievers.”

				—Daniel J. Mahoney, professor emeritus at Assumption University and author of The Idol of Our Age: How the Religion of Humanity Subverts Christianity

				“Glendon has given us an artfully crafted memoir of an accomplished scholar, a serious Catholic, and a pro-life woman drawn ever more deeply into the life of the Church.”

				—Hadley Arkes, Ney Professor of Jurisprudence emeritus at Amherst College and director of the James Wilson Institute on Natural Rights and the American Founding

			

		

	
		
			
			
				
				
					[image: Book Title, In the Courts of Three Popes, Subtitle, An American Lawyer and Diplomat in the Last Absolute Monarchy of the West, Author, Mary Ann Glendon, Imprint, Image]
				

			

		

	
		
			
			
				Copyright © 2024 Mary Ann Glendon

				All rights reserved.

				Penguin Random House values and supports copyright. Copyright fuels creativity, encourages diverse voices, promotes free speech, and creates a vibrant culture. Thank you for buying an authorized edition of this book and for complying with copyright laws by not reproducing, scanning, or distributing any part of it in any form without permission. You are supporting writers and allowing Penguin Random House to continue to publish books for every reader. Please note that no part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner for the purpose of training artificial intelligence technologies or systems.

				Published in the United States by Image, an imprint of Random House, a division of Penguin Random House LLC, New York.

				Image is a registered trademark and the “I” colophon is a trademark of Penguin Random House LLC.

				“Ode for the Eightieth Birthday of Pope John Paul II” from New and Collected Poems: 1931–2001 by Czeslaw Milosz. Copyright © 1988, 1991, 1995, 2001 by Czeslaw Milosz Royalties, Inc. Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers.

				John Paul II prayer: © Libreria Editrice Vaticana, used by permission of the Dicastero per la Communicazione-Libreria Editrice Vaticano.

				“The last meeting with Pope John Paul II.” Photography by Servizio Fotografico Vaticano © Vatican Media, used by permission.

				“Welcoming Pope Benedict to the Pontifical Academy.” Photography by Servizio Fotografico Vaticano © Vatican Media, used by permission.

				“Emceeing Eunice Kennedy Shriver’s eightieth birthday celebration.” Photography by Russ Campbell; copyright © John F. Kennedy Library Foundation, used courtesy of the John F. Kennedy Library Foundation.

				“ ‘Your friend Joe Biden is blocking my confirmation hearing.’ ” Photography by Russ Campbell; copyright © John F. Kennedy Library Foundation, used courtesy of the John F. Kennedy Library Foundation.

				“Presentation of credentials to Pope Benedict XVI.” Photography by Servizio Fotografico Vaticano © Vatican Media, used by permission.

				“The papal welcome at the entrance to the Torre San Giovanni.” Photography by Eric Draper, courtesy of the George W. Bush Presidential Library and Museum.

				“With Václav Havel at the 2008 meeting of the Prague Forum 2000.” Photography by Adam Packer, courtesy of Mr. Packer.

				“Welcoming the newly elected Pope Francis to the Pontifical Academy.” Photography by Servizio Fotografico Vaticano © Vatican Media, used by permission.

				“The Institute of Religious Works (the Vatican Bank).” © Pillar Media, used courtesy of Pillar Media.

				“Pope Francis opening the IOR board meeting with a prayer.” Photography by Servizio Fotografico Vaticano © Vatican Media, used by permission.

				Hardcover ISBN 9780593443750

				Ebook ISBN 9780593443767

				imagecatholicbooks.com

				Cover design: Lucas Heinrich

				Cover photographs: Michael Rutzer/Getty (St Peter’s Dome), Chuck Fishman/Getty (Pope John Paul II), Patrick Hertzog/Getty (Pope Benedict XVI), Alberto Pizzoli/Getty (Pope Francis)

				ep_prh_6.9a_151269555_c0_r0

			

		

	
		
			
			
				Contents

				
					Dedication

				

				Introduction

				Part I 
The Court of John Paul II

				1. From Dalton to Rome

				2. Leading a Vatican Delegation: Beijing 1995

				3. Getting to Know the Curia

				4. Inside a Vatican Think Tank

				Part II 
The Court of Benedict XVI

				5. “How Would You Like to Be the U.S. Ambassador to the Holy See?”

				6. From Harvard to Embassy Vatican

				7. Pope Benedict and the President Who “Spoke Catholic”

				8. Public Diplomacy 24/7

				9. Rumble at Notre Dame; Woes for a New Pope

				Part III 
The Court of Pope Francis

				10. A Pope from the New World; a Bank in Trouble

				11. “The Devil Lives in the IOR”

				 12. The Pope Addresses “Diseases of the Curia”

				Epilogue: The Hour of the Laity

				Notes

				Index

			

		

	
		
			
			
				Introduction

				One afternoon in the autumn of 2013, I witnessed an unusual ceremony in the Vatican Library. Two men, Terrence Keeley and Cardinal Raffaele Farina, stood facing each other under a magnificent frescoed ceiling that celebrates the marriage of faith and reason. The American financier’s hand rested on a Bible while the cardinal administered a solemn oath, detailing all the unpleasant things that could happen to Terry in this world and the next if he broke his vow. Terry was, in Vatican parlance, being “put under the Pontifical Secret.”

				Earlier that year, Pope Francis had appointed me, Farina, and three others to a commission that was to investigate the scandal-ridden Vatican Bank, and we had engaged Terry, a managing director of the investment firm BlackRock, as a consultant. Since he would be privy to sensitive information in the course of his work, Farina determined he would need to be sworn to secrecy.

				As I watched the time-honored ritual, surrounded by volumes of ancient wisdom, I could not help but reflect that no one had ever thought to put me under pontifical secrecy, even though by that time I had served three pontificates in various capacities for nearly two decades. After a certain point, I suppose, everyone must have assumed that had been done somewhere along the line.

				The oversight is revealing of the position of women in a court with many lords and few ladies. In my years of service to the Holy See, I was a stranger in a rather strange land—a layperson in a culture dominated by clergy, an American woman in an environment that was largely male and Italian, and a citizen of a constitutional republic in one of the world’s last absolute monarchies.

				So different is life in such a court from life in a liberal democracy that I sometimes felt a certain kinship with Mark Twain’s Connecticut Yankee who, after a blow to the head, woke up in the Court of King Arthur. My journey also began with romantic, idealistic notions, and I too became a little wiser about courtly life as time passed. Even today, with twenty-four years of service to the Holy See behind me, I remain an outsider looking in.

				This book is the story of my experiences with the Holy See and what I saw in the courts of three very different popes as they tried to respond to the challenges and opportunities of a rapidly transforming world.

				My work with the Holy See began at a time when the institutional Church was facing multiple crises. These crises and the Church’s need to adapt have been especially challenging for laypeople, as I can testify personally.

				While talk of the Church’s struggles in this relatively new situation often focuses on institutions, bishops, and prelates, it is in fact the laity who bear the primary responsibility for carrying out the Church’s mission of evangelization in the secular spheres where they live and work. The Second Vatican Council made clear that it was up to lay men and women, not the clergy, to imbue political, economic, and social institutions with Christian principles.

				The council fathers, recognizing that the modern world presented Christianity with formidable new complexities, committed the Church to a process that Pope John XXIII had called aggiornamento, literally “updating.” But even the most farsighted of those at the council could not have anticipated the social and cultural upheaval that began right when the council was concluding.

				The revolution came on so unexpectedly that even professional demographers were caught by surprise. In the span of fifteen years, starting in 1965, birth and marriage rates plummeted in industrialized countries, while rates of divorce and births outside of marriage rose steeply. Every institution, family, and individual was affected in some way by the breakdown in traditional norms, by changing attitudes regarding sex and marriage, and by the mood to “question authority.” Increasing numbers of men and women were identifying themselves as nonreligious or nonaffiliated with organized religion.

				Pope Saint John Paul II, Pope Benedict XVI, and Pope Francis all had to strive to find better ways to fulfill the Church’s mission “at the end of Christendom,” as Fulton Sheen described the situation. It was the end, he specified, “not of Christianity, not of the Church, but of Christendom—of economic, social and political life as inspired by Christian principles.”

				For these three popes, the work of aggiornamento meant finding better ways to communicate with modern men and women, reforming inefficient ecclesiastical structures, working to heal old divisions within Christianity, and improving relations with other religions and secular institutions. Those challenges were daunting enough at Vatican II, but they became infinitely more complicated by the end of the twentieth century. And apart from changes in the world, two internal crises were emerging: the scandals of priestly sexual abuse and corruption in the area of Church finances.

				It was just at that point—in the mid-1990s—that I became involved in the work of the Holy See.

				So while this book is a reflection on what I observed while serving the Holy See, it is also a reflection on the changing role of the laity. This book is the perspective of an American lawyer and laywoman on the dynamics of three papal courts as each pope navigated the enormous cultural changes of the last century. It is my hope that lay Catholics especially will find my account of the ups and downs of that process helpful in their own struggles to be “salt, light, and leaven” during this time of turbulence in the Church and society.

				Our own life experiences inform how we understand the present, especially where matters of faith are concerned. And since my religious background inevitably affects my approach to the matters discussed in this memoir, a few words about the most important of my formative influences are in order.

				I was raised as a Catholic by Congregationalists in Dalton, a small paper-manufacturing town in the westernmost county of Massachusetts. At the time that my mother, Sarah Pomeroy, a Protestant, married Martin Glendon in the rectory of St. Agnes Church (in those days, “mixed marriages” could not be celebrated in the church itself), the Catholic Church required the non-Catholic spouse to sign a document agreeing that any children of the marriage would be raised as Catholics. For my mother, that was a serious obligation, not because it was a contract but because it was a promise.

				In the large Pomeroy clan, where my brother, Martin; my sister, Julia; and I were raised, it was not only my mother who took the promise seriously. Grandmother Pomeroy gave me a rosary for my First Communion (along with a little book called One God, with a Christian, a Jew, and a Muslim on the cover). When I stayed with aunts and uncles during summer holidays, they made sure I went to Sunday Mass, driving me to the church and waiting outside in their car until the service was over. Grandfather Pomeroy was not much of a churchgoer. He was, as his minister said in the funeral eulogy, a man who believed in “simple virtues, the democratic process, and the future of America.” The minister made special mention of Theodore Pomeroy’s ecumenism long before the word came into vogue:

				
					He respected the faiths of other men, and he had a personal and deep faith of his own. “I’ve seen them all,” he used to say. “They all have good men and work for the same things.” Several years ago when a Roman Catholic priest spoke in our church for the first time, he was at the head of the line to shake his hand and say that he thought it was a “wonderful thing” to happen to both our faiths.

				

				The Pomeroys were not the only people in my family with an appreciation of religious and ethnic differences that went beyond tolerance. My father’s brother Mickey and his Protestant wife, Margaret, had three children, one of whom, my cousin Lowell, became a Sulpician priest, and another, my cousin Barbara, an Ursuline sister. During all the years before Barbara traded in her traditional religious attire for polyester pantsuits, Aunt Margaret made Barbara’s habits on her old Singer sewing machine. Without doubt, the kindness and goodwill of our Protestant relatives played an enormous role in the religious commitments my cousins and I made later on. The spirit that guided those wonderful old Yankees was a marvelous blend of their religious beliefs and the ethos of neighborly accommodation that pervaded the almost-lost world of small New England townships.

				My father was quite content to leave the religious education of his children in the hands of the Pomeroys and the nuns who came from Pittsfield once a week to teach Sunday School at St. Agnes parish. Thanks to those Sisters of St. Joseph and the Baltimore Catechism (the standard Catholic teaching text in the United States until the 1960s), I acquired a rudimentary but sound foundation in Catholic doctrine. One of the more consequential Catholic sensibilities I acquired at this time came from an article I read in high school. I was just becoming dimly aware that proponents of psychological, economic, and biological theories tend to treat their theories as total philosophies, and I came across a newspaper column by Father Theodore Hesburgh, the president of the University of Notre Dame. He wrote that “when you encounter a conflict between science and religion, you’re either dealing with a bad scientist or a bad theologian.” The sentence jumped out at me, and it is no exaggeration to say that it had a powerful influence on my intellectual development. Years later, when I got to know Father Ted, it was a joy to be able to thank him for that gift. His advice not only helped me on the perilous journey from childhood beliefs to adult faith but also served to channel some of my adolescent energy toward a robust but critical engagement with the natural and human sciences.

				In the 1940s, there were still many similarities between Dalton and the self-governing New England townships that Alexis de Tocqueville visited in 1831, and which he celebrated in Democracy in America. Nestled along the Housatonic River in the Berkshire Hills, with some five thousand inhabitants, Dalton was the size that Aristotle envisioned for an ideal city. There was still a town meeting, where citizens decided many important matters, and a Board of Selectmen, of which my father was the first Irish Catholic Democrat to be elected chairman. My grandfather Pomeroy was chairman of the town Republican committee.

				By the 1940s, Catholics of Irish, Italian, and Polish descent accounted for about half of Dalton’s inhabitants. There was a small African American community, whose ancestors had come north on the Underground Railroad and established a thriving tree surgeon business, and one Jewish family—that of the high school English teacher who taught me to love poetry. He later became the principal and then the superintendent of schools. The town doctor, a gruff old Scot who liked to recite Tennyson to his patients, made a point of letting everyone know he was an atheist.

				The two churches with the largest congregations were on opposite sides of Main Street. A stranger driving through Dalton might well have taken St. Agnes’s Catholic Church for a Protestant meetinghouse. From the outside, it was a white wooden building like many seen on New England village greens. But inside, its stained-glass windows, the Latin liturgy, the Stations of the Cross, and the statues of Mary, Joseph, and Saint Agnes told that it had been built by a different kind of immigrant from the early settlers.

				For me, my mother’s solid gray granite Congregational meetinghouse and my father’s church with its heavenward spire marked out the contours of a spiritual universe where much was held in common. Life had been hard for almost everyone during the recent Depression, members of both communities “took in” people who could not fend for themselves, women knitted socks for our soldiers during World War II, and schoolkids assembled “CARE packages” for suffering Europeans when the conflict ended. Every school day began with saluting the flag and reciting the Lord’s Prayer, with the Catholic kids falling silent after “Deliver us from evil” and the Protestants carrying on sturdily with the “For Thine is the kingdom” part until the Catholics came in again for the final “Amen.”

				By being immersed in both the social-justice-focused Congregationalist community and the pious Catholic community, I learned to hold both commitments, to the common good and to the life of faith, as one. By the 1950s, Congregationalism in Dalton bore few traces of its stern Puritan origins. Unlike the Catholics, who took the obligation to attend Mass very seriously, most of the town’s Protestants had a more relaxed attitude toward Sunday services. My mother’s church was, however, a beehive of charitable and social activities. The women organized a never-ending round of events and benefits that the whole town, Protestants and Catholics alike, thoroughly enjoyed: bake sales, potluck suppers, white elephant sales, talent shows, clambakes, and so on. During Lent, Congregational families saved spare change in colorful little calico sacks, which were brought to church on Easter Sunday for distribution to worthy charities. When my sister, Julia, and I traveled to the March on Washington in the summer of 1963, it was on a bus chartered by a group of Berkshire County Protestants determined to do their part in delivering on what Martin Luther King Jr., in his “I Have a Dream” speech, would call the promissory note of equality. Some were following in the steps of their ancestors who had fought in the Civil War.

				The groups and events at St. Agnes had a very different focus. There were no suppers, no sales, no shows, but many novenas, recitations of the rosary, benedictions, and adorations of the Blessed Sacrament. After every Mass, we prayed for the conversion of Russia. During Lent, we fasted, confessed our sins, did penance, and promised to amend our lives. Exactly contrary to the oft-asserted theological distinction, Dalton’s Protestants were virtuosos of good works while the Catholics were virtuosos of faith. Immersed in both cultures, I was destined to be a student of comparative law and government.

				Rome and its popes barely figured in the routines of Catholic life in Dalton. When our parish priest Father Leo Shaughnessy announced one Sunday in 1957 that Pius XII had relaxed the rule on abstention from food and water from midnight until after receiving communion the next morning, it caused quite a stir. People gathered outside after Mass to discuss this remarkable innovation. For many, it was a relief to be told that we could now at least have a glass of water in that period. But others were uneasy about departing from the requirement of strict abstinence before receiving the Holy Eucharist. “Those Italians,” said one man, “can drink all the water they want, but I’m not doing it.”

				It was not that we lacked the sense of belonging to a universal Church. For me, Catholicism before Vatican II was a window opening out to the world beyond the Berkshires. Its ceremonies spoke of a history before Plymouth Rock, and its liturgy linked us to every Catholic on earth. Through the words and gestures of the Latin Mass, we were connected to villagers in places where it never snowed, to inhabitants of great cities like Rome and New York, and to our own ancestors buried in faraway lands. The Church enabled the sons and daughters of mill workers to understand themselves as members of the rich tapestry of world history, and in the unfolding mystery of salvation.

				Thanks to the Baltimore Catechism, we also learned that, unlike our Protestant friends and neighbors (and my maternal relatives), we were part of one Church headed by one man who was the successor of Peter and therefore the Vicar of Christ on earth. And for as long as anyone could remember, that man was an Italian.

				To grow up in Dalton in the forties and fifties was to be immersed in local patriotism, biblical faith, a sense of a future filled with opportunities, and, yes, in my case rather romanticized ideas about faraway Rome. Never did I imagine, however, that I would one day travel there as a consultant to the Holy See.
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			The Court of John Paul II

		

	
		
		
			
				Then, suddenly, like the clear sound of the bell for matins,

				Your sign of dissent, which is like a miracle.

				People ask, not comprehending, how it’s possible

				That the young of the unbelieving countries

				Gather in the public square, shoulder to shoulder,

				Waiting for news from two thousand years ago

				And throw themselves at the feet of the Vicar

				Who embraced with his love the whole human tribe.

				You are with us and will be with us henceforth.

				When the forces of chaos raise their voice

				And the owners of truth lock themselves in churches

				And only the doubters remain faithful,

				Your portrait in our homes every day reminds us

				How much one man can accomplish and how sainthood works.

				—from Czeslaw Milosz, “Ode for the Eightieth Birthday of Pope John Paul II”

			

		

	
		
		
			Chapter One

			From Dalton to Rome

			
				I thought I knew everything when I came to Rome, but I soon found I had everything to learn.

				—Edmonia Lewis, American sculptor

			

			I attended the University of Chicago at a time when the wags used to say that it was the university where Jewish professors taught Thomas Aquinas to Marxist students. Works by Augustine and Aquinas were taught by the likes of Richard Weaver, Leo Strauss, and Richard McKeon. Catholic luminaries like Jacques Maritain and Martin D’Arcy were frequently on campus for long visits. I became acquainted with the riches of the Catholic intellectual tradition through the core “great books” curriculum installed by Robert Maynard Hutchins, who once referred to the Catholic Church somewhat enviously as having “the longest intellectual tradition of any institution in the world,” and who drew freely from that tradition in constructing Chicago’s mandatory core of courses. Not only did I thus become familiar with the “greats” in my own tradition but I observed that those thinkers were held in high esteem by the best Chicago teachers.

			The same education that reinforced a critical approach to learning also helped reinforce the religious habits and practices I had acquired in Dalton. Especially significant to my formation was the work of Thomas Aquinas. He understood the intellect as a gift from God—a gift whose use would advance one’s ability to better know, love, and serve the Creator. I absorbed a little of Thomas’s approach to knowledge, which had enabled him to engage pagan philosophy with confidence that his desire to know would not unsettle his faith but rather bring him closer to the mind of God.

			As in the case of many Catholics of my generation, my education gave me a lively appreciation for the spiritual and intellectual riches of Catholicism, but I had minimal exposure to Catholic social thought, the body of Church teaching about economic and political matters. That changed with the appearance of Pope John XXIII’s famous encyclical Pacem in Terris, “Peace on Earth.”

			It was the spring of 1963, and I was in Belgium, finishing a year of graduate legal studies at the fiercely secular Université Libre de Bruxelles and working as an intern at the headquarters of the European Common Market, the predecessor of the European Union. I had been active in social causes as an undergraduate and a law student at the University of Chicago, and so I was excited that the pope himself was endorsing the ideals I believed in. His emphatic insistence that “racial discrimination can in no way be accepted,” his affirmation of women’s roles and rights in contemporary society, and his praise for the Universal Declaration of Human Rights gave me a feeling of pride that my Church was in the vanguard of historic changes.

			For an American Catholic like me, it was also a certain source of pride to see the wide public attention that the encyclical commanded. For the first time in history, a papal encyclical—a letter traditionally circulated to churches—made use of modern human rights language. Moreover, it was addressed to “all men of good will,” which attracted notice beyond religious circles. The New York Times published it in full, and over two thousand prominent statespersons, scholars, and diplomats from all parts of the world attended a United Nations conference devoted to the document.

			The UN’s Universal Declaration of Human Rights—which was being debated in Paris while Angelo Roncalli, who later became Pope John XXIII, was papal nuncio to France—became an important point of reference for the Church when speaking to a secular society. Because the declaration had come to serve as a model for most post–World War II rights declarations and was instrumental for cross-national discussions of human freedom and dignity, it made good sense for the pope to invoke it. In later years, both John Paul II and Benedict XVI would follow John XXIII’s example, drawing upon the declaration while also expressing reservations about its susceptibility to misuse.

			Although Pacem in Terris captivated me, and though I was excited by the Second Vatican Council, I fell out of touch with much of what was happening in the Church for a few years in the 1960s when I drifted toward what today would be called cafeteria Catholicism.

			A painful personal crisis, however, brought me up short. In May 1966, my beloved father died at age fifty-five of a rapidly advancing cancer that had been diagnosed only three months earlier. Ten days after Dad’s death, my daughter Elizabeth was born, and shortly after that Elizabeth’s father—an African American lawyer I had met in the civil rights movement—moved on to other interests. I found myself with sole responsibility for a beautiful little baby girl, far from friends and relatives, and I was forced to face the fact that my own decisions—a civil marriage to a person I barely knew—had brought me to this pass.

			I decided that I would leave my job as an associate in the Chicago law firm of Mayer, Brown & Platt and move back to Massachusetts so that I would be closer to my mother, who was then suffering from mental problems, and to my teenage brother and sister, who were devastated by the unexpected loss of our father.

			Unsure about how best to transition back to Massachusetts, I consulted one of my mentors at the University of Chicago Law School, Soia Mentschikoff, who had been the first woman to teach law at Harvard. Soia put me in touch with the Dean of Boston College Law School, Father Robert Drinan, who invited me for an interview that led quickly to a job offer.

			In the summer of 1968, I moved back to Massachusetts with Elizabeth to begin my academic career. The Boston College environment was a great help to my spiritual life. I was surrounded by faithful Catholic colleagues who became good friends, and I was welcomed to participate in interdisciplinary projects by the learned Jesuit who chaired the philosophy department, Joseph Flanagan. Through regular prayer, Mass attendance, and the imperative to be the best mother I could be, I became a better Catholic. And through Boston College study groups, I received something like a graduate education in theology while reading and discussing works by Romano Guardini, Karl Rahner, Joseph Ratzinger, Bernard Lonergan, and others. These interdisciplinary sessions helped me to see legal problems in relation to the manifold challenges that the Church was facing in a secularizing postmodern world.

			Two years later, it was my great blessing to be married in a Catholic ceremony to Edward Lev, with whom I had worked at Mayer, Brown & Platt, and who moved his labor law practice to Boston. It was a time of incredible blessing. Edward adopted Elizabeth, our daughter Katherine was born, Edward won the American Bar Association’s Ross Essay prize for a brilliant article on arbitration, and I was well on the way to tenure with the publication of a text with Max Rheinstein, who had been my supervisor in the University of Chicago’s Master of Comparative Law program. In 1973, in gratitude “to Whom it may concern” (as my Jewish husband would say), we adopted an adorable three-year-old Korean orphan, whom we named Sarah Pomeroy Lev after my mother, who had died earlier that year.

			Throughout the 1970s, family life and work as a beginning law professor occupied nearly all of my time and attention. For better or worse, most of that eventful decade—the Vietnam debacle, the pontificate of Paul VI, the immediate aftermath of Vatican II, Watergate, Woodstock, Roe v. Wade, the Iran hostage crisis—just passed me by. My one effort to serve the Church in that period was a disaster. Teaching law students was a breeze compared to a catechism class for eighth graders!

			In October 1978, when Karol Wojtyla stood on a balcony overlooking the Piazza San Pietro and introduced himself as “a Pope from a faraway land,” I had no idea how that event would change the world and affect the rest of my life. The following year, when the new pope, John Paul II, visited Boston, the only member of our family who went (in pouring rain) to hear him speak was Elizabeth, then twelve years old.

			When I was ready to devote time to pro bono activities, I scarcely recognized the causes to which I had once been devoted. I remained intensely interested in care for our natural environment, in human rights, and in issues affecting women and families and the world of work. But I couldn’t see how to engage with the movements that were then dominant in those areas. My dissatisfaction with these trends eventually led me to look for better approaches in organizations grounded in Catholic social thought. In the Berkshires of my youth, I had been steeped in what we called conservationism. Berkshire natives were already concerned about the dangerous chemicals that Pittsfield’s General Electric plant was dumping into the Housatonic River and vigilant about the need to protect Mount Greylock from commercial exploitation. My grandfather Pomeroy enrolled me in the National Wildlife Federation when I was ten. So I was drawn to the new field of environmental law. But the mood and tone of the environmental movement in the seventies was so focused on population control as to seem almost anti-people. It seemed distant from the concept of stewardship for all of God’s creation.

			The political landscape had changed too. As a college student, I had been proud to cast my first vote in a presidential election for Massachusetts’s own John F. Kennedy, and as a law student and young lawyer, I had been active in the great cause of the day—the struggle to end segregation. But both the Democratic Party and the civil rights movement had become unwelcoming to those of us who believed that Martin Luther King’s “Beloved Community” required concern for unborn life and assistance for mothers who needed support. At the same time, the Republican Party was not very welcoming to persons who admired many aspects of FDR’s New Deal. So I became and have remained an Independent.

			There was also the particular form of feminism that became dominant in the 1970s. When students have asked me whether I am a feminist, I have always replied, “Yes, if that means I have an interest in issues that are of concern mainly or mostly to women.” My concept of feminism had been shaped by Berkshire County’s own Susan B. Anthony, who fought for women’s suffrage and believed that abortion chiefly benefited irresponsible men. It was hard for me to relate to a movement that harbored animosity to men, marriage, and motherhood, and that emphasized abortion rights.

			And so, as my children grew older, I devoted most of my pro bono activities to Catholic organizations. I became active in Church affairs both in the Boston Archdiocese and at the national level as a consultant to the U.S. Bishops Conference Committee on International Policy (now the Committee on International Justice and Peace). The Archbishop of Boston, Bernard Law, and I had much in common. We had both been raised by a Catholic father and a Protestant mother, and we had both been engaged in the struggle for civil rights in Mississippi, he as the crusading editor of a local Catholic newspaper and I as a volunteer attorney for civil rights workers who had been arrested. One of his first innovations in Boston was to establish an advisory committee on social justice, which I eagerly joined.

			The members of this new committee were a diverse group of business and labor leaders, academics, and health care professionals. Its chair, Monsignor William Murphy, who had just come from Rome after serving for several years at the Pontifical Council for Justice and Peace, understood well that our advice was not going to be useful if our understanding of social justice came out of the secular mindset that prevailed in the places where most of us worked. So he made it a priority to provide us with a few tutorials. He sent us each a copy of Pope John Paul II’s encyclical Sollicitudo Rei Socialis, “On Social Concern,” which had just appeared, and he arranged for one of the pope’s closest associates, Belgian Cardinal Jan Schotte, to speak at our first meeting. Cardinal Schotte, who had served with Murphy on the Justice and Peace Council, spoke to us about the principles that we would be expected to bring to bear on social justice issues in the archdiocese. He called our attention to a passage on the role of the laity:

			
				It is appropriate to emphasize the preeminent role that belongs to the laity, both men and women…. It is their task to animate temporal realities with Christian commitment, by which they show that they are witnesses and agents of peace and justice. [emphasis in original]

			

			Most of us needed that wake-up call. Monsignor Murphy was determined to pound into our heads that it was primarily up to us laypeople, and not the clergy, to bring the principles of Catholic social teaching to life in the secular spheres where we live and work. Happily, my work on these committees meshed well with my academic work. The topics I had chosen for comparative study—the family, the world of work, church-state issues—were central to the Church’s teachings on social and economic questions. Most
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