
October 6, 2020 

A Fidgety Carelessness 
 

On Sunday, the unabated fierce rain kept me inside all day. I had intended to attend the Divine 

Liturgy at Ss. Cyril and Methodius Byzantine Catholic Church but visibility was so low, the rain 

so hard, I just felt like hunkering down in the apartment. During my last week in Haiti, I never 

attended daily Mass at the Missionaries of Charity. The pandemic has restricted access to the 

Eucharist for many months. This upsets many people. But they might be comforted, as I am, to 

learn that St. Mary the Harlot in the fourth century was canonized despite never going to Mass 

and receiving Communion only once in her life. 
 

Saints often have name like St. John of the Cross that instantly communicate something of their 

lives. St. Mary the Harlot is an extreme exception. Harlot? Wow. If you became a saint, what 

moniker would you have? Sainthood is far from the realm of possibility for me, but if I play the 

name game, I might be called St. Gerard the Knucklehead. That would be an accurate summary.  
 

Yesterday, on the Feast of St. Francis of Assisi, whom I claim to be following, I realized how 

astonishingly easy it is to waste hours and hours of a silent day on nonsense, such as surfing the 

net and feeding your soul with insalubrious content that just uses time in a fatuous, dissatisfying 

way. In a mountainside cave high above Assisi, Francis spent hours upon hours deep in prayer. 

In the early centuries of Christianity, the desert hermits came to understand how boredom and 

laziness were the enemies of the concentrated spiritual life they sought. On Sunday, I was lazy 

and bored. God was not my focus.  
 

St. John Cassian, also known as St. John the Ascetic, was a 4th century monk and theologian 

celebrated in both the Western and Eastern churches for his mystical writings. John Cassian was 

a desert hermit. He is noted for his role in bringing the ideas and practices of monasticism to the 

early medieval West. St. Benedict, known as the Father of western monasticism, was greatly 

influenced by John Cassian as he wrote his famous Rule. Sara Maitland, author of A Book of Silence 

and How to Be Alone, wrote: “Cassian outlined a particular problem for solitaries, which he called 

accidie. This is too often interpreted as ‘depression,’ but it is clear that Cassian saw it different—

as a sort of fidgety carelessness that uses time and gives no corresponding satisfaction.”  

 

St. Gerard the Fidgety. 
 

I heard something on Sunday that caught my ear: depression is a marked aftereffect of Covid-19.  
  

Yesterday morning I thought about Sr. Immacula. I miss her daily reminders to trust God and 

pray. I wanted to hear her voice. I checked the time difference between Florida and Guwahati, in 

the Assam region in northern India. They are 9½ hours ahead of us. I place a call at 5:00am, which 

was 2:30pm in India. I was told that Sr. Immacula was in Calcutta. 

 


