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As I reflected on the Scriptures for this weekend, three real people came to my mind: 
one of them I knew personally. Of the other two, one is a priest and canonized Saint, and 
the other a famous statesman and diplomat.  
 
In 1961 Dag Hammarskjold was killed in an airplane crash as he was on his way to the 
Congo as part of a United Nations Peace Mission. At the time, Dag Hammarskjold was 
the Secretary General of the United Nations. He was 56 years old at the time of the 
crash. Born into and influential Swedish family; his father was a former prime minister.  
Hammarskjold studied law and economics after which he was appointed to the post of 
Swedish ambassador to the United Nations. He had a most successful career there, but it 
is no doubt his book Markings for which he is equally remembered, and maybe even 
more remembered. Markings is the book form of the journal that Hammarskjold kept 
during his years as a statesman and diplomat. The journal pages were found in his New 
York apartment after his death with an attached note: “this is the only biography that can 
be written of me”. Markings is an amazing collection of his reflections and sayings. He 
himself thought of these as 'my negotiations with  myself and with God,” Hammarskjold 
was a member of the Lutheran Church of Sweden. Among his sayings are: 
 “If only I may grow: firmer, simpler, quieter, warmer.” 
 “Only he deserves power who every day justifies it.” 
 “I don't know Who, or what, put the question, I don't know when it was put, 
  I don't even remember answering. But at some moment I did answer Yes 
  to Someone, or Something, and from that hour I was certain that existence  
  is meaningful and that , therefore, my life, in self-surrender, had a goal.” 
 “Forgiveness is the answer to the child's dream of a miracle by which what is  
  broken is made whole again, what is soiled is made clean again.” 
 “Give me a pure heart that I may see Thee, a humble heart that I may hear Thee,  
  a heart of love that I may serve Thee, a heart of faith that I may abide in Thee”. 
Throughout the entire book you sense his extreme dedication to rightness both in his 
personal life and promoting rightness in the world, but you find no mention of any 
particular involvements or particular achievements in government or international 
affairs.  
 
Another person I thought of was Saint and Fr. Maximilian Mary Kolbe, OFM. He was 
born in 1894 in Zdunska Wola, in the Kingdom of Poland, part of the Russian Empire at 
the time. He was martyred in 1941 as a prisoner of the Nazis. Today he is honored as the 
patron Saint of drug addicts, political prisoners, families, journalists, and the pro-life 
movement. Ordained at the age of 24, he saw religious indifference as the deadliest 
poison of the day. During his second imprisonment by the Nazis at Auschwitz, when the 
Nazis were trying to liquidate the select leaders of the people, Maximilian stepped 



forward and offered himself to take the place of another who was chosen for the 
starvation bunkers. Maximilian said, “I would like to take that man's place. He has a 
wife and children.” “Who are you?” the commandant asked, and Maximilian said only 
“I am a priest.” He was allowed to take the man's place, and was led off to the 'block of 
death' where the slow starvation began in darkness. His No. is 16670.  
 
Now the person I actually knew. Her name is Dorothy Newburgh. Dorothy was one of 
the very first people I met when visiting parishioners in the hospital very early in my 
days at St. Joseph the Worker in Dubuque. She was a slight lady and elderly. She had 
been a kindergarten teacher at the parish elementary school. She was also an artist. I 
don't remember how the conversation arrived at the point where Dorothy said very 
clearly to me, “I really only want to surrender my will to God.” I was completely taken 
back by her words, and decided then and there, 'this is someone I really want to get to 
know.” She told me about a book on this topic that she often read and treasured. As the 
years went by, I would visit Dorothy in a nursing home, and we would talk about the 
book, and her desire to do the 'will of God'. She died while I was there, and her family, 
obviously knowing a bit about our conversations together, gave me her book. It is here! 
 
Why do I mention these three people? They came to my mind particularly as I thought 
about some of the words of today's Gospel text. Jesus asks James and John whether or 
not they could 'drink the cup that He drank and be baptized with the baptism with which 
He Himself was baptized'. They said they could. But then Jesus made sure they 
understood what this involved. They were to be servants and the slaves of all. They were 
not to lord it over anyone, as so often worldly leaders do. “For the Son of Man did not 
come to be served but to serve and to give his life as a ransom for many” 
 
Once again I go to the powerful Rites that we have in our Catholic Church. I also feel 
that we don't celebrate them to their fullest extent. When parents bring a child to 
Baptism, it should be done significantly enough for them to know when they leave that 
their child is different than when they first brought their child to church. Of course,  
baptism by immersion is preferred. Even with children, enough water, and enough oil 
should be used that we all get that this child, this person, has died to evil and death with 
Jesus and has been lifted up into a new and graced life. We don't applaud and accept the 
child because they are 'cute', but because they are new in Christ. The Light of Christ 
burns brightly within them. 
 
The same is so of the Eucharist. Take and eat, Take and drink … can you drink from the 
cup that I do. It is the Body and the Blood of Jesus. You can't get it anywhere else, and 
why would you not eat and drink? We eat and drink the Passover/Paschal Mystery …. 
we die with Jesus and we live more fully with Jesus by doing so. Dorothy, Dag and 
Maximilian were transformed by living their faith in deep and significant ways. It is just 
what a Disciple does. And if not, are we really a true Disciple of Jesus? 


