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state of the nation 

Te waiting toom of the in-patient ptocedures area was not crowded, and the loud 
squawking of a television made it difficult for even this reading addict to read. You may find this 
hard to believe, but the program being aired was one in which we watched a series of couples while 
one of each pair confessed to at least one adulterous affair, while the camera focused on the be
trayed person's face to record the response. Meanwhile, the audience cheered, gasped, hooted, 
jeered, and in a number of ways registered their excitement at the level of emotional nudity that had 
been produced for their enjoyment. Every so often, commercials encouraged us "at home" as the 
announcer on the program referred to those of us not in the studio, to improve our lives with some
thing we could buy. In this context, mere eavesdropping seemed not only benign, but positively a 
social good, an activity of actual communal involvement. In any case, I eavesdropped, and this is 
what I heard. After the first exchange, I began to write it down, so my account is at least accurate 
enough to pass the Janet Malcolm test. 

The conversation was between two men who did not know each other. The older was the 
quintessential Hoosier retiree, about 70, white, dressed for town in slacks and windbreaker, and 
minding his wife's purse, which occupied the seat beside him. The other man was about 30, and he 
was there with his Hispanic wife and mother-in-law, waiting for news about the father-in-law. The 
two women were silent and preoccupied, but the young man restlessly angled for a bit of conversa
tion. He was wearing jeans, tee shirt, leather jacket and Nikes. He nodded in the direction of a 
door, through which staff people had just wheeled out of our area a very old hospital patient, who, 
though unable to speak, had been groaning, apparently in pain, for several minutes. 

"Nobody should have to suffer like that," said the young man. "It's your life, and if you want 
to end it, you should be able to do it." 

"You're right. This fellow Kevorkian has the right idea. Nobody else has any right to say what 
you do with your own life." 

Moving right along, though I am not sure how the transition occurred, the older man now 
seemed to feel that the next subject should be at his instigation. "These teenagers, now, who kill 
their parents, that's a terrible thing." 

The young man responded with a nod of agreement. "Yes, it's awful that there's no right or 
wrong. You hit your kid, he calls the cops and bang! you're the one in trouble." 

"Of course it's hard to teach anybody right and wrong today. Look at Clinton and what's 
going on in Washington. You can't tell me this is about what he's done wrong. The economy is in 
the best shape it's ever been-somebody just wants to distract us from that." 

"You bet it has to be something like that. All these guys in Washington, you know half of them 
have done the same thing." 

"Why, I was in the Army, and even Eisenhower ... Kennedys ... everybody ... " 
A pause while general iniquity is pondered. But the two are on a roll, and the next subject is welfare. 

"These people get it by having kids, that's all they have them for, is to get money." 
"They get more benefits than you do from working." 
"You got that right." 
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"Well, I say we've got no business pouring all that money into other places when we got home
less people right here." 

"We waste all that money on foreign aid, all this aid, and what for? We waste a lot of money 
on the military, you know? $700.00 for a toilet seat? I saw a program on that one." 

At this point, an Indian doctor came in to talk to the family about the prognosis on the father
in-law, and they listened silently, then gathered their things and left. "Good luck," said the older 
man. "Hope things go OK for your wife," said the younger. 

The retired Hoosier picked up his wife's purse and went out to the men's room, so that when 
his wife returned from her procedure no one could find him and she worried about her purse. "He'd 
never take it with him," she said. But I reassured her that he had. Meanwhile, above us, the televi

sion audience continued to shriek and guffaw and jabber behind an announcement that if you had 
ever slept with your mother's lover, you should call this number. 

The two men had talked to each other for about half an hour, across any number of social and 
cultural dividers. They had found common ground, much of it founded in prejudice, hearsay, half
truth and misinformation; nonetheless, they saw themselves as citizens of the same republic. I 
couldn't decide whether to despair that such confident ignorance could vote, or to take heart that 
the ethical quandaries of our social bonds provide the material of conversation for the most ur.likely 
of partners. Contrary to some stereotypes about the common man, they had not talked about the 
ephemeral in sports, or entertainment, or even the subjects which the television directly over their 
heads seemed to insist that they should find fascinating. They tried, not very ably but with undeni
able success, to establish personal connection on matters of our mutual life in this last decade of the 
century. I guess, on the whole, I'll take heart. 

HOLY SATURDAY 

After the bloody sweat, the nails, after the stench 
of death, after all the blood and excrement 
that could be wiped away was, with such 
rags as could be gathered on the spot, 
after the hardening flesh had been put away, 
wrapped tight to fix in false repose 
the limbs already stiffening in the crucifixion 
attitude, after all that, what could the 
disciples do, but sit around, stealing 
glances at each other's faces, 
going over the whole thing again, 
looking for clues, willing to wait, 
willing to live by hints 
that it had not all been in vain, 
and willing to live like that, if necessary, 
forever. 

Peace, 
GME 

George Slanger 



Visual Media and the Church Today: 
an interview with video producer Adan Medrano 

David Morgan 

On January 23, 1998, David Morgan, art editor of The Cresset and chair of the VU Department of Art, attended 
an exhibition entitled 'The Body of Christ in the Art of Europe and New Spain 1150-1800" at the Museum of Fine 
Arts, Houston, with Addn Medrano, a former television producer and currently a video maker and president of 
JM Communications in Houston. The exhibition, composed of seven centuries of depictions of Christ in devo
tional imagery, altar paintings, vestments, and liturgical objects, served as the occasion for Medrano and Morgan 
to discuss the role of images in Christian worship and devotional life. Medrano, born in San Antonio and long 
active as a media consultant for Catholic foundations and the US Council of Bishops, has produced several 
videos for Roman Catholic audiences, including "Soul of the City I Alma del Pueblo," 1996, and "Yo Trabajo Ia 
Tierra: Una Meditaci6n" [I Work the Land: A Meditation], 1991. Medrano is also the director of the Interna
tional Study Commission on Media, Religion, and Culture (www.jmcommunications.com), a group of religious 
media producers, scholars, and religious educators, which travels throughout the western hemisphere and beyond 
to study Christian media production. Morgan is a member of the Commission. 

DM: After seeing this exhibition, do you believe that Christian video makers today share any im

portant concerns with these European and New World image makers? 

AM: Yes, we do, but what I lament is that media producers today have no space or forum where we 
can help each other deal with the problems of visualization, of Christian video making. I suppose 
the artists were members of guilds. What I realize after seeing the exhibition is that there were cer
tain conventions, certain accepted ways of doing things if you were a painter, so that when you used 

them, you were understood. 

DM: There was a way of judging your performance as an artist? 

AM: Yes-and you felt certain, for yourself as well as for others, whereas I feel that video makers 
today are within that tradition, but we are very unsure about the relationship between what we do 
and traditional visual piety, that is, as the artists themselves live their faith and as their praying com
munity lives it. That's in question. 

DM: Are Christian video makers struggling against their medium or against an even broader ques
tion of what religious images do or don't do? 

AM: First of all, the medium, but the medium as a modern medium. The video medium. Video is a 
difficult medium to talk about. But, second, the problem of the expression of spirituality within an 
institutional setting is a basic challenge. It is in part the problem of how artists fit into the institu
tional church. 

DM: Do these video artists understand themselves as 'artists'? What does that loaded term mean? 
And is it different from how medieval and renaissance religious artists thought of themselves? 

AM: Christian video makers talk about themselves as artists in terms of their relationship to Jesus 
Christ as well as their spiritual or religious experience, whatever that may be for them. They con
sider themselves grounded in the church. That's their first strength. I think they make judgments 
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