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Greetings, fellow pilgrims! 
Welcome to our fifth issue of LogoSophia Magazine! This is our second year of  
seasonal issues, and we’re glad to have you joining us. This issue is based on the  
Corporal Works of Mercy (a list of the Works may be found on page 4). Within these 
pages we have personal accounts from people who have opened their homes to  
others, from people who minister to the imprisoned, and from people who have  
received mercy from others. We have movies to inspire and stories to make you 
think, and much more. Please enjoy, and let us know what you think! 
Sarah Levesque 

Editor in Chief 

WANTED 

 

• Readers of any faith to interact respectfully with writers and other  

readers through book/media suggestions and letters to the editor, as 

well as comments on LogoSophiaMag.com and social media 

• Writers of Christian faith to augment the works of our Staff 

• Advertisers & Donors to support us financially 

 
 
 
 
 

We have an audio version of this issue!  
Find it through these providers: 

All rights for this issue as a whole 
are held by LogoSophia  

Magazine. Once published, no 
submissions may be removed 
from the issue, just like in any 

print magazine. 

All rights for the articles,  
stories, poems, etc. within this  

issue are retained by their  
respective authors, including  

reprinting rights. 
 

If you wish to reprint an  
article, story, poem, etc.,  

please contact us at  
Editors.LogoSophia@gmail.com 
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DID YOU 
KNOW? 

https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCGFdYEL0muBl-ixqKOtpvfg
https://podcasts.apple.com/us/podcast/logosophia-magazine-audio-edition/id1498119848?ign-mpt=uo%3D4
https://open.spotify.com/show/5pZLXA4HIFSRgo2SzESGNl
https://anchor.fm/logosophia-magazine
https://www.google.com/podcasts?feed=aHR0cHM6Ly9hbmNob3IuZm0vcy8xMzJlYWQzNC9wb2RjYXN0L3Jzcw==
https://www.breaker.audio/logosophia-magazine-audio-edition
https://radiopublic.com/logosophia-magazine-audio-edition-8Q4wMb
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Letters to the Editor & Others 

 

This is where we will be putting anything you send  

in - letters to the editor, notes to authors, questions, 

agreements and disagreements… we can’t wait to see 

what you have to say! Just be sure to tell us what  

article you’re responding to! 

 

To contact us, email 

Editors.LogoSophia@gmail.com 

OR 

Fill out the contact form at  

LogoSophiaMag.com/contact 
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Corporal Works of Mercy 

 

 - Feed the hungry - Give drink to the thirsty -  
 - Clothe the naked - Shelter the homeless -  

- Visit the sick - Visit the imprisoned -  
- Bury the dead -  



Matthew 25:31-48 
(NRSV) 

 
31 

“When the Son of Man comes in his glory, and all the angels with him, then he will 

sit on the throne of his glory. 
32 

All the nations will be gathered before him, and he 

will separate people one from another as a shepherd separates the sheep from the 

goats, 
33 

and he will put the sheep at his right hand and the goats at the left. 
34 

Then 

the king will say to those at his right hand, ‘Come, you that are blessed by my Father, 

inherit the kingdom prepared for you from the foundation of the world; 
35 

for I was 

hungry and you gave me food, I was thirsty and you gave me something to drink, I 

was a stranger and you welcomed me, 
36 

I was naked and you gave me clothing, I 

was sick and you took care of me, I was in prison and you visited me.’ 
37 

Then the 

righteous will answer him, ‘Lord, when was it that we saw you hungry and gave you 

food, or thirsty and gave you something to drink? 
38 

And when was it that we saw 

you a stranger and welcomed you, or naked and gave you clothing? 
39 

And when was 

it that we saw you sick or in prison and visited you?’ 
40 

And the king will answer 

them, ‘Truly I tell you, just as you did it to one of the least of these who are members 

of my family, you did it to me.’ 
41 

Then he will say to those at his left hand, ‘You that 

are accursed, depart from me into the eternal fire prepared for the devil and his  

angels; 
42 

for I was hungry and you gave me no food, I was thirsty and you gave me 

nothing to drink, 
43 

I was a stranger and you did not welcome me, naked and you did 

not give me clothing, sick and in prison and you did not visit me.’ 
44 

Then they also 

will answer, ‘Lord, when was it that we saw you hungry or thirsty or a stranger or  

naked or sick or in prison, and did not take care of you?’ 
45 

Then he will answer them, 

‘Truly I tell you, just as you did not do it to one of the least of these, you did not do it 

to me.’ 
46 

And these will go away into eternal punishment, but the righteous into 

eternal life.” 
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Happy bright intro 

Corporal Works of Mercy:  

An Introduction 
By Sarah Levesque 

The corporal works of mercy are taken from the end of 
Matthew 25, where Jesus is explaining to His followers 
who will get into Heaven and why. He says that he will 
separate the people then say to those on his right, 
“Come, you that are blessed by my Father, inherit the 
kingdom prepared for you from the foundation of the 
world; for I was hungry and you gave me food, I was 
thirsty and you gave me something to drink, I was a 
stranger and you welcomed me, I was naked and you 
gave me clothing, I was sick and you took care of me, I 
was in prison and you visited me… Truly I tell you, just 
as you did it to one of the least of these who are  
members of my family, you did it to 
me” (Matthew 23:31-46 NRSV). These 
actions have been named “corporal 
works of mercy” because they are 
actions to help others physical-
ly. Thus, every Christian has a 
duty to feed the hungry, give 
drink to the thirsty, clothe 
the naked, shelter the  
homeless, visit the sick and 
the imprisoned and bury the 
dead.   

How can one do all of these 
things? Perhaps it's not as hard 
as it seems. If you have children, 
do you not provide them food,  
water, shelter, and clothes, and tend 
them when they are sick? Perhaps you  
have an elderly relative or friend who you take care 
of. Perhaps you volunteer at a soup kitchen,  
homeless shelter, prison, or other organization.  
Perhaps you help fund an organization that provides for 
the needy. 

Perhaps none of this seems to apply to you. Perhaps you 
are the one who needs to be fed, clothed, visited, or  
welcomed. If this is the case, I pray that God gives you 
the assistance you need and puts the right people in your 
life. Perhaps you are physically incapable from assisting 
others in this fashion. If this is the case, I do not believe 
God will fault you for not doing something you are 
physically incapable of, and you can always help others 
by providing spiritual works of mercy (which is the  
topic of our next issue).  

But maybe you, like many of us, are capable of  
helping and haven’t given it too much thought. Maybe 
you’ll give a couple bucks to the homeless guy on the 

corner on you way to work, or maybe you’ll donate to 
charity when the cashier asks you if you want to add a 
couple dollars to your bill to help the children’s home, 
or maybe you tossed some coins into a Salvation  
Army can at Christmas time. But God wants us to do 
more than give some extra money if someone directly 
confronts you. He wants us to go out of our way to help 
people, to think of others first, to care for the plight of 
others.  

In 2019, an organization I am involved with began  
planning a series of events, one for each of the corporal 
works of mercy. In August of that year we handed out 

peanut butter sandwiches and water to  
anyone in need on Boston Common, 

walking around to offer these to the 
homeless. In October we returned 

to Boston Common with more 
sandwiches and water but also 
with thermal sleeping bags, 
socks, mittens and personal 
hygiene supplies. Though 
we started with quite a lot, 
they were all gone less than 
half an hour, gratefully  

received by those spending 
the already-cold nights out in 

the open. Many of the recipients 
were also grateful to be given a 

listening ear, for far too many of 
them don’t get to talk to many people, as 

most people avoid the homeless. Our next 
event was planned for March—a memorial Mass for 
those lost to abortion, which was as close as we could 
get to burying the dead. Then Covid-19 hit, and we were 
forced to put things on hold. 

Before I had done these events with my friends, I had 
not thought much about the corporal works of mercy, 
though I had given fast food gift cards to homeless  
people on the side of the road from the safety of my car. 
Because I attended those events, I noticed when a small 
tent was set up in a park between my house and my job, 
with a full grocery cart parked outside. Because I  
noticed, I looked for it each day, and finally concluded 
someone was living there. Because I came to this  
conclusion, I went to a nearby sub and pizza shop (a 
small, local business) and got a gift card. The next time I 
drove through the area, I didn’t just drive by. I parked 
and dropped that gift card into the grocery cart. Not long 
after, the tent disappeared. I only hope its occupant 
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Happy bright intro 

found a warmer home. 

Of course, I have no idea how that story ended, as I only 
had a small part in it. But let me share another story with 
you, one I heard not long ago, though unfortunately I 
cannot remember exactly where. I believe it may have 
come from a homily by Fr. Mike Schmitz. A woman 
took the same route to her job every day, and one day 
she noticed a man at a corner with a sign asking for 
money. The first day she drove by. After a few days, she 
realized that the man was likely going to be there every 
day, and she wanted to help him. Not wishing 
to fund any addictions, she decided to 
share her lunch with him. Splitting it 
hurriedly into two, she handed half 
to him and drove on. The next 
day she made two lunches – 
one for herself, and one for 
the man on the corner. She 
continued doing this until her 
job transferred her to another 
section of town and her  
commute changed. She 
thought nothing of it for some 
time, then one day, while she 
was at a restaurant, a waiter came 
up to her and said, “You don’t know 
me, but I know you. You gave me your 
lunch every day. And that spark of hope kept 
me going, kept me looking for jobs, until I found one 
here. Thank you.” A small, regular act of mercy can 
change someone’s life. 

I know that with the pandemic things are complicated, 
but we need to help people now more than ever. How 
many people lost their jobs and are having difficulty   

putting food on their tables? How many people are  
estranged from family and friends due to social  
restrictions? How many people are imprisoned in their 
own homes out of sickness or fear? How many people 
are unburied or buried hurriedly, without giving family 
and friends the closure of a funeral? 

Let’s try to help these people. Reach out to those who 
are having difficulty, whether they are obviously  
struggling or drowning silently. Invite a family or an 
individual for dinner. Schedule a visit with someone 

who is lonely, whether in-person or outside 
and six feet apart. Even talking over a 

video chat or a simple phone call can 
be so beneficial. Send a letter or a 

greeting card to someone in a 
locked down facility. Load up 
on gift cards to local  
businesses and distribute 
them anonymously. Offer to 
watch the children of a family 
member or friend for a day so 
the adult can have some peace 

and quiet (remote learning is 
hard on parents, teachers and 

students alike). Pray for the dead 
and the mourning. Frequent small 

businesses and mom-and-pop shops, for 
these businesses are hit the hardest. Talk to 

your church, homeless shelters and other local  
organizations and see what they need help with. You 
might be surprised how little means so much to the  
people who are receiving. Go out of your way to show 
you care, for “what you do to the least of my brothers, 
you do unto me.” 

Writers Wanted! 
LSM is looking for more writers  

to contribute to 

- Controversy Corner - 

- the magazine at large - 

- the blog -  
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1. “The generous will be blessed, for they share their food 
with the poor.”  
 

2. “On the last and greatest day of the feast, Jesus stood 
up and exclaimed, “Let anyone who thirsts come to me 
and drink.”  
 

3. “Then they also will answer, ‘Lord, when did we see 
thee hungry or thirsty or a stranger or naked or sick or in 
prison, and did not minister to thee?’ Then he will  
answer them, ‘Truly, I say to you, as you did it not to one 
of the least of these, you did it not to me.’ And they will 
go away into eternal punishment, but the righteous into 
eternal life.” 
 

4. “Not every one who says to me, ‘Lord, Lord,’ shall enter 
the kingdom of heaven, but he who does the will of my 
Father who is in heaven.”  

A. Matthew 25:44-46 
 

B. Proverbs 22:9 
 

C. Matthew 7:21 
 

D. John 7:37 

Answers: A-3; B-1; C-4; D-2. RSVCE used. 10 
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We women 
outnumbered the guys at our 

Monday night fellowship by at least five to 
one. A new guy had everyone curious and 
excited. 

This particular guy was different than 
most of those who would visit. At once I 
could tell he sought community. Tenderly, he 
shared his heart, even as no one but my 
brother visibly seemed to care.  

His story was ridiculously sad.  
At eighteen he left his home to study 

for a degree in another state, because that is 
what the world says one must do to be  
successful. Despite it all, life was good. He 
worked at a ranch, which he loved. But he 
hurt his back and was unable to continue 
working. His funds were drained by hospital 
bills. His back needed rest to heal completely, 
so he was unable to get any other job. His 
family told him to figure it out; he was an 
adult on his own. He went to his pastor, asked 
for help, and was told, “That’s what welfare 
is for.”  

He hadn’t returned to church since 
then, he told us. 

“To be honest,” he said. “I couldn’t 
stand Christians for a long time after. It’s just 
recently that I’ve started seeing God  
unconnected to my experience. I feel this has 
been a test to my faith and I want to find a 
body of believers to fellowship with once 
more.” 

He refused to go on welfare. Instead, 
he let his apartment go and lived in the 
woods, eating what he could trap, working as 
much as he could to pay off his studies,  
hoping that when the nights were cold 
enough one of his classmates would kindly 
share a bed. Occasionally they would.  

“I’m mostly better now,” he told us. 
“I’m at a place where I can work again. And I 
love my job—I’m working for a gunsmith. 
But I’m still having a really hard time  

understanding why the church isn't more 
interested in being involved 

in my life. The  

True 
Hospitality 

By Keturah Lamb 



the friends that supplemented my food and offered me shelter while I was in the woods were 
not Christians.” 

At that time I was such a shy girl and could hardly speak a sentence to a guy. I’ve 
always regretted not telling him “thank you” for sharing his story, especially as I watched 
the rest of the crowd laugh at his vulnerability. 

All they could say was, “We are so glad you are finding your faith again!” with a 
hint of disapproval that he’d blame the church for any of his issues. 

As if his pain mattered not at all, and as if he should have just accepted government 
aid. 

He never came back to our fellowship, as far as I know. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

“God helps those who help themselves.” 

“Give a hand up, not a hand-out.” 

The tragic thing is that Christians quote these secular proverbs most.  
A study was done a few years back on our local homeless, saying how well they did, 

and how some of them were able to afford fancy homes with the money they begged.  
Statistics showed that the homeless population increased dramatically after that.  

It’s unfair to say that Christians didn’t help the homeless after that. They continued 
to have what we call “safe charities,” organizations where people must come for certain 
types of offered help. But as for actually reaching out and inviting the poor into our homes?  

“Yeah, most of the homeless don’t actually need our help. Did you see that article 
that came out last month?”  

 

 
 
 
 
 

I’m not advocating we give five dollars to every man or woman begging. Rather, I’m 
suggesting that instead of saying, “Most of them don’t really need help,” we should be  
asking ourselves, “What am I doing to help those who truly need?” 
 
 


 
 

If my father owns anything, it is absolute generosity.  
I know only one other man, a dear friend, who matches my father’s unconditional, 

complete love for his fellow man. I have not always had the capacity to appreciate this self-
sacrificing virtue. Sometimes I’ve even wondered, as others berated us and my father for his 
willingness to give to just anybody, if it really were a virtue. 

Growing up we rarely had our house to ourselves. 
One of the first people I remember is a hitchhiker dad brought home for a single 

night. I was six or seven. We lived in a mobile home next door to our landlord. To all  
outside appearances, we had nothing and were just starting out in life ourselves.  

The guy wanted work, and so he stayed on, sleeping on our couch. 
I remember loving to sit on this hitchhiker’s lap as he told stories. Mom told me I  

“If among you, one of your brothers should become poor, in any of your towns 

within your land that the Lord your God is giving you, you shall not harden your 

heart or shut your hand against your poor brother.” Deuteronomy 15:7 

“Is it not to deal thy bread to the hungry, and that thou bring the poor that are 

cast out to thy house? when thou seest the naked, that thou cover him; and that 

thou hide not thyself from thine own flesh?” Isaiah 58:7 
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couldn’t do that anymore, that it was very naughty. I said I wouldn’t. But the next day I 
promptly forgot and let him pick me up. After a few moments, I saw Mom glaring at me. 
Ashamed, I jumped off of his lap and ran to my room, unsure why it was so wrong, hoping 
only Mom wouldn’t think to give me a whipping later.  

Even so I loved having people live with us. 
Some of my most fond memories are during such times. 
All of us children shared a single room. Our numbers grew from six to nine as the 

time progressed. A family of six shared my brothers’ old room. An uncle stayed in our  
pantry. Two young couples and their babies each had campers parked out back. There was  
another single fellow that stayed wherever there was room, sometimes on our couch. We all 
lived in a mobile home that we now owned on land we had bought until we moved to a  
duplex in a nearby city. Some of the people came along with us. And there were always new 
additions before, during, and after.  

I knew Dad gave the men work, that we were giving these people a place to stay  
because they had nowhere else to go. I vaguely knew what we did wasn’t normal. But I also 
knew we were better at getting along with strangers than most. In fact, that’s how we met 
some of those who stayed with us. They’d been living with someone else, but hadn’t been 
able to mesh. As a kid I thought this ridiculous. How hard was it to just work things out? 

I loved having a constant variety of people to share my stories with, or learn new 
things from. One lady taught me some Spanish. I was encouraged to do great things through 
these people who were barely getting by. And so in my mind they were great. 

And yet, I would sympathize with my Mom when she didn’t like the people. Even as 
she said, “I don’t like her,” I’d think, “Mom is right. But it’s okay for me to still like her.” 

I think I started hating it in my mid-teens, when the majority of the men staying with 
us were no longer so much older than me. As a fifteen year old, I still thought them too old.  

And yet I was no longer a friendly child, but often accused of flirting.  
I grew so self-conscious I would hide when Dad brought people home, the only way 

I could think to restrain myself from speaking too much or not acting in a way that might be 
thought provocative. I found all the men so interesting and wanted to hear all their stories. 
And yet, I didn’t like what my mother said, and if I were honest, the men were starting to 
look at me in ways that didn’t make me feel comfortable.  

Dad told Mom she was being silly. Until I had two marriage proposals. 
Out of that grew my extreme shyness toward men, to such a point that I wouldn’t be 

able to talk to any man for years to come. Thankfully, I've mostly grown out of that. Yet it 
returns at such strange times. 

As I started working and pitching in, I began to see what Dad did as an extreme evil. 
Our family was always hurting. No one ever helped us as much as we were killing ourselves 
to help everyone else. I grew to crave privacy. I found the men Dad brought home repulsive. 
I judged the families harshly. I hated the women, who I saw cry to my Dad only to snarl at 
my mother. If someone stepped over their bounds, I’d snap at them and tell them to stay, 
remember we were helping them and they didn’t deserve to demand anything.  

The cute girl everyone had adored was now feared. 
When we had unsavory people show up at our door and Dad wasn’t home, Mom 

would send me.  
I would be the one that said, “No, you can’t come in. And no, you can’t take Dad’s 

tools. I don’t care if you think they belong to you. I don’t care if you want to call the Sheriff. 
Use your own phone. I’m sorry. You are harassing me. I said don’t come in. Don’t you dare 
even try. Goodbye.” 

Even my own family seemed terrified of me. Inside, I was scared and hurting. I  
didn’t really hate these people. Part of me did feel bad. But a larger piece of me was so  
worried for my own family and my inability to change the path I thought we were stuck on.  

We were taken advantage of, I thought, and yet, so many people left angry because 
we didn’t do enough, or didn’t do something right. Dad received death-threats. We girls 
were threatened. But Dad contacted the necessary authorities, and we continued to live,  
fearlessly, doing right.  
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We barely got by some months, and yet, we never told anyone no when they asked 

for help.  
And I hated this.  
I just wanted to say no for all of us.  
To all the ladies who played my father. To those that forced Mom or Dad to have to 

keep a careful eye on us kids. To all the capable men who begged so Dad gave what was 
meant for our rent. To all the people who I felt could do more, as we were stretched beyond 
our limits, I wanted to tell them all to leave us alone.  

I told Dad, “It’s not right for you to be helping others before us.” 

He said, “Have we never not been able to make ends meet? Yes it’s been hard. But 
we’ve managed. And we never know what problems, even emotional, these people are  
facing.” 

Still, selfishly, I persisted. “But what about us?” 
 
 


 
 

Then I met that boy at our Bible study and saw my friends laugh at him. And I knew that my 
father would have understood and that we would have given him everything he needed, no 
conditions attached.  

I was ashamed. I saw there was no love in my heart, only fear. 
I started thinking of all the men who’d stayed with us, who I’d once liked and who I 

now avoided. Men who hadn’t known the blessings I took for granted, with beautiful minds, 
who only wanted something good. Rather than being upset they’d wanted something else for 
me, I found empathy for them. 

 I remembered the families we’d helped. Some of them started contacting me on  
Facebook. And I saw the good that had been worked through us. 

I still couldn’t stand some of the witches (just switch w to b, thank you) that had 
stayed with us. But I learned that I could still show them love. In fact, I realized I must show 
even these women respect and love.  

I’ve come to a place where I am so glad my father is who he is.  
Recently we had a nazi-woman, a hitchhiker, a father and his grown son, among  

others living with us. I do still find myself struggling with bitter feelings, asking if each of 
these people really need what they ask for. But I’ve finally had to accept that it doesn’t  
really matter.  

 
 
 

 
What matters is if I’m doing right. We are specifically told to feed and clothe the 

poor, and to invite them into our homes. Yet how many of us do it? There is a whole chapter 
on loving, a whole book on it, to be honest. And yet, we have so many excuses to not love 
those we don’t like. 

Yes, some of these people are undeserving.  
But my begrudging attitude is never, ever justified.  
I’m told to give, not interrogate. Who cares if I’m misused? What does it really  

matter? That is their sin. My stinginess, my fear, my unwillingness to love and share, those 
are my sins and the things I must worry to do something about. 

 
 


 
 

It is only in the times where I’ve let go of myself and my needs and my wants that  

It doesn’t matter if they are undeserving. 
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I’ve been able to see the situation clearest. During these times I know best when to say no, 
and have been able to recognize that my father did not always say yes. After all, he is the 
one that rejected the marriage proposals and sent those men far, far away. And our rent has 
always been paid, our stomachs filled.  

And somehow, there was often a new movie to watch together as a family. And year 
round, Dad gave us gifts. He made sure I had a car. He paid for my phone; still pays for it. 
He provided me with my own home. And so much more. 

Sometimes it was very hard. And yet, looking back, there were times it was very 
good.  

The only difference had been that before I’d been younger, more innocent, and  
joyfully willing to love everyone.  

I just had to learn how to do that once more with grown up eyes in a world that says, 
“You mustn’t love that way. Surely, even God doesn’t expect so much.” 

I’m not so sure about that.  
I think God expects us to wish to do more than He asks of us, and to do so in a way 

that exemplifies his unconditional, rich, inclusive love.  How I love the parable of the feast 
where all the poor outcasts were invited! How well my father has taught me what that looks 
lived out in real life. How much I yearn to be she who, 
 
 
 
 
 
 

It’s not always pleasant sharing your home.  
But let it never be said that we are like Sodom: 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
It’s not always pleasant not being able to have what you want because someone else 

needs something. It’s even less pleasant doing without what you might need as you give to 
another.  

But when are we told to seek our own pleasure and comfort?  
And why would I want to even do such a thing when someone has shown me they 

are suffering? Even if their suffering is their own fault? 

Should I excuse away my duty because the majority of Christianity has given me 
permission? Why would I want to continue promoting such uncharity? 

This last year has taught me so much of what it means to love: 
To open my home to the lonely, whether by hosting parties or offering tea to a tired 

guest of my father’s; to write a letter to a young woman in prison who’s been awaiting trial 
for nearly two years; to engage conversation with the neighbor woman who only speaks of  
distasteful things; to continue serving, and finding ways I might serve.  

And let it never be from some twisted sense of ego, but from a closer walk with my 
Heavenly Father who says I must reflect His light and bring His love to His children.  

Let it be so.  
Let me love.  
My home is open. My heart is ready. My hands are turned. My lips are ready to say, 

“I will hand out and help up whatever it is you ask of me. I have many coats, I have much 
food. I have many books and couches and tea.” 

“ ... opens her hand to the poor and reaches out her hands to the needy”  

(Proverbs 31:20).  

“This was the guilt of your sister Sodom:  

she and her daughters had pride, excess of food, and prosperous ease, 

but did not aid the poor and needy” (Ezekiel 16:49).  
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And if none ask, let me be ready to ask, “What do you need? 
How might I help?” 

A young woman sent me a friend request a few months ago. 
Because I’m just as blunt as friendly, I asked, “Do we know each 
other?” 

She said, “No! But I’ll be moving to the area soon and was 
told you’d be a good friend to have.” 

“How nice! Do you have a place to stay?” 

“I do not . . .” 

“You’re more than welcome to live with our family.” 

People have since asked me, “And what did your parents 
think about it all?” 

I actually forgot to tell them until the day before she arrived. 
But I knew they wouldn’t care. 

This girl has become like a sister to all of us. Even though she 
no longer lives with us, we see her all the time. Sure, opening your 
home is hard, and maybe strange. But, oh, how blessed it is to share 
God’s love! 
 
 










“And the people asked him, saying, What shall we do then?  

He answereth and saith unto them, He that hath two coats, let  

him impart to him that hath none; and he that hath meat,  

let him do likewise.” Luke 3:10-11  

18 



Ubi 

Caritas 
A Traditional 

Latin Office Hymn 

 

 

 

The Latin  

translates to  

“Where [there is]  

charity and love,  

God is there.” 

 

 

 

Written in neumes, 

an early form of  

music notation 

 

 

 

From the 2020 

Ignatius Pew Missal 
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“I was in prison…and you came to see me.”  

-Saint Matthew 25: 34-26 
  
Dostoyevsky is possibly the best writer of narratives of redemption, probably because of his time in prison. I first 
read The House of the Dead along with other of his novels some years ago. Recently I was "guilted" by Fr. Ron  
(I did not want to go) into volunteering at prison, which  has proven to be one of the few experiences in my life in 
which I felt - one cannot know, of course - that I was doing exactly what God expected of me. This volunteer work 
with the chaplain, a sturdy Baptist, and with wise and experienced volunteers and mentors, especially Al and 
George, led me to re-read Dostoyevsky’s semi-autobiographical prison novel. 
  
As a young man Dostoyevsky was drawn into the Petrashevsky Circle (1) in Saint Petersburg, which may or may 
not have planned the violent overthrow of the government. The group was arrested in 1849, held in the Peter and 
Paul Fortress in Saint Petersburg, tried, and sentenced to death. The Czar’s pardon of the conspirators even as they 
faced a firing squad is well known. 
  
Dostoyevsky spent four years in a Siberian prison camp and then a term as a soldier until he was permitted to return 
to Saint Petersburg in 1859. 
  
The parallels between the prison unit I visit and Dostoyevsky's prison are remarkable, even to the general layout of 
the prison and to the diverse characters and nationalities of the inmates.  In the local prison, though, prisoners are 
respected and treated with dignity in preparation for their return to freedom. Successful completion of anger  
management and other counseling programs are mandatory for release. 
  
But please note that I know almost nothing about penology or psychology, and my two hours each week visiting the 
lads are as nothing. I am neither a Pollyanna nor a Darwinian, but only a sympathetic if naïve observer. 
  
First, about that famous cable TV: there are in fact two of them, rather small, high up on a wall in the 
common area, and remotely controlled by the duty officer. No prisoner has much time for  
watching TV, though, for everyone has a work detail. A man might be dozing on his bunk 
in the early evening, but that’s because his work assignment begins in the kitchen at 
0300 and he must also attend classes. There are no private rooms; all live in 
dorms that very much resemble my recruit training barracks in the long-
ago. 

 

Prisons do not exist so that visitors like me can write  
sappy articles about “What I learned in prison”  
because prison is about the prisoner, about 
helping him learn about himself and his 
place in civilization. Dostoyevsky 
would say that learning is a 
part of a man’s  
redemption, on 
either side  
of the 



the shiny wire.  
 
But I have learned this: the difference between a man behind the wire and a man outside the wire is often only that 
one man is behind the wire and the other is outside the wire. 

 

Okay, that’s a bit precious, but a reality is that there are far more criminals on the outside than on the inside. 

  

Another reality in the unit I visit is the diversity of individuals with regard to faith traditions, race, intellect,  
accomplishments, education, and skills. I have met once-wealthy businessmen who admitted that their success in 
life led them to a feeling of arrogance and immunity. I have met twenty-somethings who did stupid stuff because 
popular culture and their local subcultures led them to existential despair. The CPA is in a bunk next to the low-level 
drug dealer. Someone conversant in seven languages and who holds a master’s degree is bunked next to the kid who 
helped himself to someone else’s car on a dare. 

  

In his autobiography, Surprised by Joy, C. S. Lewis wrote that in the army, “Every few days one seemed to meet a 
scholar, an original, a poet, a cheery buffoon, or at the least a man of good will.” And so it is in prison as it is in the 
army or on the job. 

  

My prison is a transit unit, with folks coming and going constantly, either on their way to a long-term sentence at 
one of the large units, serving a short sentence here, or, happily, cycling through the various programs and  
consultations in preparation for release. I regret that I seldom get to know anyone very well, but in the context of the 
mission that’s probably for the best. 

  

Unfortunately, all prison visits in my state are now forbidden during the coronavirus time. I do miss the guys, and 
hope I have been of some small service in their rehabilitation. I pray for them daily, and hope to be permitted to  
resume working with them soon. 

 

 

 

Author’s Notes: 

Footnote 1: http://encspb.ru/object/2804022508?lc=en 
 

 More about Dostoyevsky and his character Raskolnikov. 

 newyorker.com/magazine/1997/02/24/dostoyevskys-unabomber 
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Some People Are Not in Prison 
By Lawrence “Mack in Texas” Hall  

  
“What are we here for? We are not alive though we are living 

and we are not in our graves though we are dead.” 
― Fyodor Dostoyevsky, The House of the Dead 

  
The difference between people in prison 

and people who are not in prison 
is that some people are in prison 

and some people are not 

 
What Does Jesus Look Like? 

 By Lawrence “Mack in Texas” Hall 

  

What is His image, accurate and true? 

Well, as for me, just now, He looks like 

                                                          You  

A Soup 
 By Lawrence “Mack in Texas” Hall 

  

A soup is just a little can of soup 

Available in the prison commissary 

A little warmth to get you through the night 

If there is anything in your account 

  
A little jar of powdered instant coffee 

Available in the prison commissary 

A ceremony of innocence, as Yeats would say 

If there is anything in your account 

  
And wakefulness at 0200, a hope - 

If there is anything in that account 

https://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/320469


What is your denomination’s stance on war? 

 
Controversy Corner is the section of  
LogoSophia Magazine where people of  
different faith traditions discuss  
controversial topics in a succinct manner.  

If you would like to submit a topic for  
discussion, please let us know! 

Don’t see your denomination represented? 
Help us fix that! We’re always looking for 
new writers! 

Disagree with the representative of your 
denomination? Write in and tell us why in a 
respectful manner, and we’ll publish it in 
our next magazine under “Letters to the  
Editor & Comments”! 

For these and any other questions,  
comments or suggestions, email us at  
Editors.LogoSophia@gmail.com. 

What is Controversy Corner? 

 
Confessional Lutheranism has historically 
believed in “just wars”. A just war being one 
that is an absolute last resort for the  
defense and protection of the innocent. We 
believe in the vocation of the soldier and 
that there is a difference between murder 
and lawful killing. Murder is lawless killing, 
killing out of malice and selfishness. Whilst 
lawful killing is killing for the sake of justice 
and defense. Murder can also be done out 
of a desire for vengeance which belongs to 
the Lord alone.  

Confessional Lutheran: 

J.C. Ellis 
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John Knox, The Scottish Covenanter, had 
an audience with Mary Queen of Scots that 
included a discussion of conflict. We pick 
up in the middle of the conversation with 
John. 
John Knox: "If their princes exceed their 
bounds, Madam, no doubt they may be re-
sisted, even by power. For there is neither 
greater honor, nor greater obedience, to be 
given to kings or princes, than God hath 
commanded to be given unto father and 
mother. But the father may be stricken with 
a frenzy, in which he would slay his chil-
dren. If the children arise, join themselves 
together, apprehend the father, take the 
sword from him, bind his hands, and keep 
him in prison till his frenzy be overpast: 
think ye, Madam, that the children do any 
wrong? It is even so, Madam, with princes 
that would murder the children of God that 
are subjects unto them. Their blind zeal is 
nothing but a very mad frenzy, and there-
fore, to take the sword from them, to bind 
their hands, and to cast them into prison, till 
they be brought to a more sober mind, is no 
disobedience against princes, but just obe-
dience, because it agreeth with the will of 
God." 
 
The whole conversation may be found 
here: http://www.reformation.org/john-knox-
interview.html 

Presbyterian Church in America: 

Joshua David Ling 

 
The Catholic Church instructs her members 
to avoid war if possible, as Jesus preached 
peace and mercy, but she recognizes that 
even Jesus braided together a whip to  
correct the injustice of the merchants in the 
temple area, as well as recognizing a  
nation’s right to self defense. With this in 
mind, the Catholic Church gives the  
following boundaries on whether or not a 
war is just: 

• the damage inflicted by the aggressor on 
the nation or community of nations must 
be lasting, grave, and certain 

• all other means of putting an end to it 
must have been shown to be impractical 
or ineffective 

• there must be serious prospects of  
success 

• the use of arms must not produce evils 
and disorders graver than the evil to be 
eliminated. The power of modern means 
of destruction weighs very heavily in  
evaluating this condition 
(Catechism of the Catholic Church 
2309). 

 
In addition, the Catholic Church recognizes 
that even during war, such things as  
torture, killing the innocent and mistreating 
prisoners of war are immoral. She  
understands the soldier’s duty to carry out 
orders and reminds combatants that  
immoral acts are not made moral in war, 
even when these acts are ordered. 

Roman Catholic: 

Sarah Levesque 

What is your denomination’s stance on war? 
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Book & Media Recommendations 

28 
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By Sarah Levesque 

Saint Joseph is a very important man in the Bible, but unlike most of the important figures found there, Saint Joseph 
does not speak a single word. That’s not to say he was mute – it is doubtful that he could have accomplished the 
things he did without being able to speak given the time and culture – but not a single word of his has been recorded. 
Yet we still know a good deal about him from the few verses that talk about him. He was a righteous man (Matthew 
1:19), a humble man who trusted God (Matthew 1:24, 2:13-14, 20). He was devout and willing to go to any length to 
protect his family (Matthew 2:14, 21). Considering his incredibly important role as the earthly father of Jesus, there is 
no doubt in my mind that Joseph was a hard worker. He provided for Mary and Jesus through his work as a carpenter 
(Matthew 13:55 NRSV), a trade that takes strength and skill. 

How do these facts about Joseph fit in an issue about corporal works of mercy? Simple – in providing for his family, 
Joseph observed five of the seven works. The only two of the seven corporal works of  

mercy we don’t have record of him doing are burying the dead and visiting the  
imprisoned. This might seem a bit of a stretch to some, so let’s walk through 
them. Through Joseph’s work, the Holy Family had food, drink, shelter and  
clothing. He first welcomed into his home the Holy Infant who was not his own 
flesh and blood, and later welcomed shepherds and magi alike. He ministered to 
Mary in her pregnancy and after Jesus’ birth – not an illness, of course, but it 
still demonstrates Joseph’s love. I would expect that  Joseph had also buried the 
dead when his parents died, though there is no record of this. 

Even before all this, Joseph was shown to be a merciful man. Consider things 
from his view. One day his fiancée goes off to visit her cousin. Okay, all fine, 
well, and good. She stays for three months, then comes back. That might be 
an absence of closer to four months, depending on how long the journey 
took. And when she comes back, she’s pregnant. The Bible doesn’t tell us 
whether Mary managed to tell him before rumor got around, but  
obviously Joseph knew it wasn’t his child. He must have felt surprised, 
angry, betrayed, perhaps confused, for the Mary he knew would not 

have given herself to someone who was not her 
husband. According to Jewish law, the just thing 
would have been to stone her. But despite all the 
feelings that must have welled up in him,  Joseph 
was unwilling to do that, and instead made up 
his mind to show mercy and divorce her   
quietly (Matthew 1:19). Perhaps he planned to 
send her back to her cousin’s house, where  

presumably the child’s father would be. But we 
don’t know exactly what was in  his mind, for that 
was when an angel of the Lord appeared to him in 

a dream to tell him what had happened and 
what his part was to be in the future of 
Mary and her child. The Gospel tell us 
“When Joseph woke from sleep, he did 
as the angel of the Lord commanded 
him; he took her as his 
wife…” (Matthew 1:24).  

May we all be as merciful as Joseph, 
and as quick to respond to the will 
of the Lord. 

Joseph & Jesus by Ian Wilson 
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You are the Daily Good – Thank You 
By Lawrence “Mack in Texas” Hall 

“What good shall I do this day?” 
-Benjamin Franklin 

  

So much good is being accomplished today: 

Women and men going about their daily work 

Food pantry volunteers stocking the shelves 

Retirees prepping meals for everyone else 

  

So much good is being accomplished today: 

Little children study (and clean their plates) 

A teen shops for his MeeMaw so she’ll be safe 

A neighbor gives comfort to her grieving friend 

  

So much good is being accomplished today: 

And you and I are going to be a part of that 
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This could be your ad! 

 

Learn more at 

LogoSophiaMag.com/Support-Us 

Bible Trivia! 
Answers on the following page 

1. When Jesus fed the 5000, what did the meal 

consist of? 

A) Five loaves of bread and two fish 

B) Fish and chips 

C) Latkes 

D) Seven loaves of bread and 5 fish 

 

2. After Jesus’ resurrection, Peter healed a lady 

named Tabitha. Where was she from? 

A) Jerusalem 

B) Antioch 

C) Joppa 

 

3. What was Tabitha’s job? 

A) Seamstress 

B) Shepherd 

C) Tentmaker 

 

4. How many lepers came to Jesus together for 

healing? 

A) 5 

B) 10 

C) 20 

  

5. What did God give Adam and Eve for clothing? 

A) Leaves 

B) Animal skins 

C) Denim 

 

6. What do angels look like? 

A) Like humans 

B) Like wheels with eyes 

C) Like creatures with many heads and eyes 

D) All of the above 

  

7. When Elijah ran for his life from Ahab and Jeze-

bel, what did the Angel of the Lord give Elijah 

to eat in the wilderness? 

A) Bread and water 

B) Fish 

C) Latkes 35 



 

Oh Say Can You See... 

Image Citations 
All of the images used in this  

magazine are in the public domain or from  

the private collections of the graphic designers. 

Bible Quiz Answers! 

Questions on the previous page 

 

1. A: Jesus fed 5,000 men (not including women and 
children) with just five loaves and two fish, and 
when all were finished, there were twelve wicker 
baskets full of leftovers (see Matthew 14:13-21). 
 

2. C: Tabitha (also known as Dorcas) lived in the city 
of Joppa. When she died, Peter was asked to 
come. He prayed and told her to rise, and she 
obeyed (see Acts 9).  

 
3. A: Tabitha was a seamstress who often made 

clothes for poor people (see Acts 9). 
 
4. B: Ten lepers came to Jesus for healing, but only 

one of them returned to thank Him (see Luke 17). 
 
5. B: God killed an animal and gave its skin to Adam 

and Eve to wear as clothing (see Genesis 3). 
 
6. D: Angels can take on many forms. Abram/

Abraham and Tobias each met angels that looked 
like men (Genesis 18; Tobit 5). Ezekiel describes 
two different types of angels: “Each of the four 
had the face of a human being, and on the right 
side each had the face of a lion, and on the left 
the face of an ox; each also had the face of an 
eagle. Such were their faces. They each had two 
wings spreading out upward, each wing touching 
that of the creature on either side; and each had 
two other wings covering its body…  I saw a 
wheel on the ground beside each creature with 
its four faces.  This was the appearance and  
structure of the wheels: They sparkled like 
topaz, and all four looked alike. Each appeared to 
be made like a wheel intersecting a wheel.  As 
they moved, they would go in any one of the four 
directions the creatures faced; the wheels did not 
change direction as the creatures went. Their 
rims were high and awesome, and all four rims 
were full of eyes all around ” (Ezekiel 1:10-11, 16-
17). 

 
7. A: The Angel of the Lord brought bread and  

water for Elijah to eat so that he had enough 
strength to make his next journey. 

Did you notice the advertisements 

in this issue? We couldn’t do what 

we do without the people behind 

those ads, so we ask that you 

support them! 
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Spring 2021: Acts of Charity - Spiritual Works of Mercy 

Deadline for submissions: April 5th, 2021 

Visit LogoSophiaMag.com for more details 


