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“Roll over and play dead.” That’s an expression perhaps un-
known to many these days. An opossum could do it magnifi-

cently, I understand. In extreme danger or distress, flop down and 
pretend you are already dead and gone. You then might not have to 
face your adversary.

Roll over and play dead. I can’t do it. Yes, there might be a bit of 
temptation and maybe even a justification now that I am in my seven-
ties, to stay in my nightgown, or put my feet up, have a beer and then 
take a nap. But Pope St. John Paul II, and other heroes of mine, have 
asked us to stay in the fray. To reclaim the culture, as much as we can. 
Is the culture in need of reclamation? Look around.

Reality and Literature
Agatha Christie spilled a lot of blood, in a literary sort of way. And 

somehow her villains, her victims and her sleuths were kind of …de-
cent. Her mystery stories were well written, and certainly not vulgar. 
But never was there a mention of the greatest character of all. God. I 
used to wonder what would happen if someone, upon discovering a 
freshly killed corpse, would kneel beside it and pray for the vanishing 
soul, instead of taking out a handkerchief to carefully handle the and-
iron bludgeon. Not often in a novel of any kind does one see concern 
for the soul of the deceased.

I haven’t read the specifically designated “Christian” literature, but 
in most of the other serious literature, both good and not so good, 
there has seemed to be a consensus that neither God nor the afterlife 
exists. No one ever prays about anything, no matter how desperate the 
situation.

Not that every novel has to have the word “God” in it, but think about 
it. Isn’t He the most real of realities? Would He ruin the plot? But isn’t 
He in every plot in every life? Would it be possible to allow God to pen-
etrate a story and still have a book that could be found interesting or 
entertaining? I thought it might be worth a try.

Writing Rural
Thus, my two modest Catholic novellas. They are not dog stories, 

although one of them has a hound on the cover and the other has 
hound in the title. They are not mysteries, except in the way that every 
creation is a mystery. They are simple, rural adventures. (I have to use 
the word “rural,” because of the needs of this magazine.) “Rural” 
means different things to different people. To you denizens of Iowa, 
Nebraska and Minnesota, it may mean corn and wheat and vast reach-
ing pastures, hogs and cattle. (Willa Cather saw the exquisite beauty in 
this land, and I have seen it too.)

“Rural” in central Arizona, and in my case, has a little different fla-
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vor. I do qualify in this regard: we 
keep a handful of cows on a cou-
ple of acres, and I have dried 
herbs, helped castrate, canned 
zucchini relish and called the 
pump man. We have even baled 
our own hay once or twice.

But rural also has a wider, wild-
er range. The earth here 
in Yavapai County seems 
to have emerged from the 
imagination of God more 
recently. The canyons, 
mountains, vegetation, 
rocks, land forms--an-
cient as they are--have an 
almost unfinished quali-
ty. I love this place where 
God has put me, as does 
the rather unfinished 
heroine of my books. 

Angela loves hounds. I 
love hounds, among oth-
er things, and have ad-
ventured with more than 
twenty of them through-
out my lifetime. The 
black and tan I own now 
is most likely, truly THE 
LAST HOUND, as I have 
called my second book.

Love is what defines us, 
I think. If one sits in an 
airport watching the 
passersby, it is difficult to 
think of them as individ-
uals. Once you have en-
gaged a person in conver-
sation, though, and discovered 
that, wherever it might be, “back 
home” there is a beloved Schnau-
zer, grandchild, even perhaps a 
husband waiting, the person be-
comes authentically human. 

So Angela’s humanity has en-
gaged the land. Or the land has 
engaged her! She has many an 
encounter, of every kind. My plan 
was to have a Catholic heroine 
with a Catholic’s perspective of 
the environment somehow em-
brace the natural and the super-

natural and reveal their connect-
edness. An ambitious project.

Also ambitious was my idea of 
readership. At first I thought (in 
obedience to the reclaim-the-cul-
ture mandate) that I would make 

converts. Non-Catholics would 
say: “So this is how those people 
think. Not bad. Not bad at all.” 
Not too many have called to tell 
me that. I began to reflect that it 
was the Catholics I would rather 
have persuaded. We need to rein-
vest in our understanding and 

love of our religion. And 
most of all, I would sim-
ply like the earnest Cath-
olic to read my books and 
smile and feel that he is 
not alone. We are a belea-
guered set and we need to 
stick together!

Hounds
Hounds.  And The 

H o u n d  o f  H e a v e n . 
(Thank you, Francis 
Thompson.) Jesus does 
pursue us. He makes use 
of us where He catches 
up with us. He needs us 
to be where He has 
placed us. He too loves 
what He has given us the 
instincts to love. He re-
ceives glory through the 
very impulsions we exer-
cise in our creative ef-
forts. He presses those 
impulsions upon us, and 
they are inescapable. 
How different we all are! 
But each of us has a mis-
sion to be what God has 

envisioned for us and to be a light 
set on a lamp stand. To engage 
our culture with truth and cour-
age. These tend to be discourag-
ing times. But it is never time to 
roll over and play dead.




