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In 1811, the Mississippi River, just south of Memphis, Tennessee, was forced to redirect 
itself and started flowing a little to the left. Or to the right, depending on whom you ask 
and where they’re standing at the time. The New Madrid Earthquake was credited not 
only for making the Mississippi River flow backwards for a minute, but also for changing 
the river’s course in several spots. At the time, this area was sparsely populated with a 
majority of people who were illiterate, so there are only a few firsthand accounts on 
record to provide us with detailed information. But the advantages of fertile farmland, far 
outweighing the apprehensions of future earthquakes, resulted in new towns and new 
beginnings. Even though it technically just relocated when the river moved, Walls, 
Mississippi, was one of these new towns. 
 
By the mid-1800’s, the state of Mississippi had bought the land around Walls from the 
Chickasaw Indians opening the door for its people to start cotton, soybean, and dairy 
farms. The railroad came through Walls and the agricultural business for the family 
farmer, in such close proximity to the river ports in Memphis, flourished for almost a 
hundred years. 
  
Today, Walls has a population of about 2,000 people. Or so they say. Casinos were 
built in the 1990’s in Tunica, Mississippi about 20 miles away. Don’t ask anybody why 
though, because nobody knows, and, even if they do, they’re not likely to talk about it. 
(Too much information not considered gossip is frowned upon in Mississippi and you 
learn quickly not to ask too many philosophical questions. This specifically refers to 
questions that start with “Why?”) But due to these casinos nearby, two huge apartment 
complexes have been built in Walls in the past ten years for the employees. Most of the 
2,000 residents of Walls live in these apartments. They probably think they’re only there 
temporarily. There are two or three average subdivisions about five miles from town, but 
in the actual city limits, or what you’d think of as city limits, there are about 150 to 200 
residents. And all of them are dirt poor.  
 
Since they finished the new 
highway, Walls isn’t even a 
way to get to other places 
anymore. If you’re in town, 
you are there for a reason. 
You just cannot be in Walls 
by mistake. At the edge of 
town, a new fancy four-lane 
built to transport gamblers to 
and from Tunica splits from 
the Old Highway 61, the 
main and only road through 
Walls. At the split, it actually 
takes turns on three different 
unmarked roads to get back 
to the old highway and the 
city limits. After Tunica, the old and new roads become one again. But in Walls, they are 
distinctly separate. And the new mockingly bypasses the old. 
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The last of the three unmarked roads dead-ends into the old highway. If you drove 
straight ahead, you’d end up in the river 
within a couple of minutes. But if you turned 
left, you’d drive through the town, past the 
closed up gas station, the closed up car 
repair shop, the closed up small-town grocery 
store, the still inhabited trailer park full of 
1950’s mobile homes with the hitches still on 
them, the tiny Walls Elementary School 
complete with broken windows, probably the 
results of hot, angry students just finding 
ways to gasp for breath in the non-air-
conditioned classrooms, and the Cock-N-Bull 
Restaurant. There are always a few beat-up cars and pickup trucks outside this fine 
establishment, but other than that the main strip doesn’t have much activity.  
 
Traveling in any direction for more than a mile from the Cock-N-Bull will put you in the 
middle of a huge cotton field on the outskirts of town. There are no more small, family-

owned fields. Corporations with high-tech 
machinery purchased most of the land 
around Walls, so the few remaining farmers 
are merely employees running the required 
equipment. The cotton fields are tended, but 
the townsfolk have been forgotten. There are 
some old farmhouses in serious disrepair on 
overgrown, kudzu-infested land that indicate 
how badly people got screwed in their land 
negotiations. They were probably allowed to 
stay and loaned some of their own land to 

work, but not being able to compete with the companies in their backyards, they gave 
up farming and have long since spent any money they made in their land sales. The 
former sharecroppers who didn’t own the land that they worked in the first place never 
stood a chance. 
 
But both groups just stayed put. It’s as if they don’t know where or how to go. You get 
the sense that they’re waiting on something, maybe something to change, but it never 
does. For generations, their families have worked this land and they owe it to their 
ancestors to stay. It is their land and they belong here. And, if they stay, because they 
are doing right by their kinfolk, God will provide. That’s one viewpoint. The other is that 
these people are just lazy. They get government and charity handouts because there 
are no jobs and they are content 
doing nothing. They know life can be 
better elsewhere, but it’s easier to 
just wait for someone to help. No 
matter which side you’re on, both are 
just plain sad. 
 
But it gets sadder. 
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After the Cock-N-Bull and the closed up gas station, there is a post office, a Citizens 
Bank and Trust owned by an out-of-town family, The Sacred Heart Church, The Sacred 
Heart Southern Mission, and then The Sacred Heart League. The bank, the post office, 
the Mission and the Church owe their existences to The Sacred Heart League 
operations.  
 
The Priests of The Sacred Heart (a.k.a., POSH), a Catholic Order headquartered in 
Hales Corners, Wisconsin, began in the 1920’s by forming a non-stock corporation 
called The Sacred Heart Monastery. In 1927, the Monastery built St. Joseph’s Indian 
School in Chamberlain, South Dakota to aid Native American children and families. In 
1955, they started The Sacred Heart Auto League (now the Sacred Heart League) in 
Walls. In 1992, they formed The Sacred Heart Southern Mission in Walls, formed the 
Sacred Heart Southern Missions Housing Corporation in 1995 and built The Sacred 
Heart School in Southaven, Mississippi in 1997.  
 
Don’t ask anybody why the priests formed The League in the 1940’s in Walls, 
Mississippi, as opposed to any other poor, desolate area of the country, because 
nobody knows. But they built a warehouse and started shipping little plastic dashboard 
Jesuses to anybody that wrote in and asked for one. And made a donation. They were 
known as The Sacred Heart Auto League for years. 

 
According to The Priests of The 
Sacred Heart mission statement and 
website, www.poshusa.org, The 
League’s purpose today is to “raise 
funds principally for the support of the 
Sacred Heart Southern Missions in 
northern Mississippi and the 
Apostolate of the Printed Word”. This 
means that The League mails things 
like assorted greeting cards, key 
chains, refrigerator magnets and 
Christmas ornaments to people 
nationwide and in Canada (future 
corporate plans include Mexico, as 

soon as they discover how to translate their materials to reach the largest number of 
Catholics) in return for donations of $1, $5, $10, $25 or more. Anyone at the 
organization will tell you that the average donation is $5 and it comes in the mail in the 
form of cash. The donations, which added up to $25 million just in 2001, are to cover 
their own costs, pay their 100 employees, and then support the poor in northern 
Mississippi, including the forgotten people in Walls whose dilapidated homes you have 
to pass to get to The League’s office. 
 
The League also sells prayers for donations. If you send in a donation, the mail clerks 
will put your prayer, which you write on an enclosed card, in a big cardboard box on a 
mahogany altar table in the middle of what they call The Prayer Room. The Prayer 
Room is inside The League’s office, between the women’s bathroom and the copier 
machine in the hall leading to the computer room. Every Friday morning, a small group 
of drafted employees gather around the box, which is flanked by two 24-karat gold (I 
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was told), ornate candelabra with freshly lit candles. They sit in front of the priest, who 
stands behind a mahogany podium turning the gold-leaf pages of a huge leather Bible. 
Then, they all spend ten minutes praying for the people in the box. They say that if you 
don’t donate money, but just send in a prayer request, you still get prayed for, but I 
could never confirm this.  
 
The League also operates a thrift store near Hernando, Mississippi, about 30 miles 
away. They accept clothing and household items that kind souls bring to their store to 
donate to the less fortunate. They, in turn, sell the merchandise to the people of the 
community. Well, actually, they sell to people in the community who have transportation. 
The store does not pick up or deliver donated items. Commonly seen in any charitable 
thrift store throughout the country are college students, the lower middle-class, and 
people who just like vintage clothing. Rural Mississippians with no cars, no food, and no 
money aren’t typically found shopping. 
 
Not one person at The League will be able to tell you the actual name of the store, its 
exact location, how much the store earns in any given year or how the profits are spent. 
The Secretary of State of Mississippi has no financial records for the store, or The 
League or the Southern Missions. They are church organizations, after all. And, 
remember, the church, or Monastery, or Order, or, let’s face it, the multi-million dollar 
conglomerate is incorporated in Wisconsin. But we’ll save that financial puzzle for later. 
 
If you were a person with the tiniest tendency towards corruption or greed, this would be 
the perfect situation. And it was. 
 
Enter Malcolm Roger Courts.  
 
Roger was the Director of The League for 42 years until February 2002, the month of 
his retirement. He wrote the announcement of his retirement, had a League employee 
take his picture for the newspaper, and faxed both to the Desoto Tribune. The half-page 
article was full of accolades about his leadership and level 
of service to the community. This was one article of five on 
record in The League’s entire history to date. Employees 
are not only eager to talk about the League-funded party 
he threw in his own honor, but they’ll also steer any 
conversation in this direction so they can be the ones to 
inform you of this remarkable event. The party was held at 
Bonne Terre, a $300 per night bed and breakfast about 
eight miles away in Nesbit, Mississippi, and the menu 
included, but was not limited to, items such as Dom Perignon and Beluga Caviar. You 
can peruse Bonne Terre’s website at www.bonneterre.com. The League spent tens of 
thousands of dollars at this place each year. The money always fell under the category 
of “Travel, Meetings, and Education” on the annual, unpublished internal budget.  
 
On my first day of employment with The League in February 2002, I was so happy. I felt 
like I had been called to a job where I could make a difference in my community. I was 
finally going to make a real contribution to a great cause. Rural Mississippians need all 
the help available to them and I was going to lend a hand. Even though I was to work in 
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the computer department designing a new database system, my job would still benefit 
the organization and, therefore, the people. 
 
Employees were kind and friendly. They asked me what seemed like hundreds of 
questions, wanting to know everything about me. At the time, I thought of this as I would 
a congregation getting to know me as a new member.  
 
I had interviewed only off-site and had never seen the inside of the buildings until my 
first day. My new co-workers showed me around the office, from the potpourri-scented 
bathrooms with gold fixtures to the full-service commercial kitchen. At the end of every 
hall, elaborately backlit oil paintings of Jesus in various poses were hanging on recently 
wallpapered walls. Equipment was top of the line, from the copiers, scanners, fax 
machines, telephones, security systems, and computers to the company cars, vans, 
tractors, and maintenance equipment.  
 
Every cubicle had two top-of-the-line computers and personal backup systems (I would 
later learn that lightning literally struck the office with every passing weather system, an 
irony too obvious to even discuss). Offices were furnished with cherry and mahogany 
furniture and, I would later find out, remodeled at any manager’s whim. In fact, there 
were such a high number of remodeling and expansion projects, I would soon learn that 
a full-time carpenter was on staff.  
 
Conference rooms had perpetually replenished snack tables with fresh fruits, cookies, 
pastries and cheeses, china plates, genuine silverware, and cloth napkins. Ten or 
fifteen elderly black women in pale blue uniforms adorned with white collars, aprons, 
and shoes were scurrying through the halls delivering mail, vacuuming, dusting, 
emptying trash, wiping counters, and pushing carts holding sterling silver coffee service 
sets with piping hot fresh coffee ready for the asking. 
 
I remember being particularly impressed by the antique confessional in the Production 
Department lobby. It was ornate and looked so wonderfully “Catholic”. The chair inside 
was fit for a king. I would find out about two weeks later that this was a League-funded 
custom-built replica of a $30,000 confessional Roger had seen during a visit to 
Lithuania in 1992. It was being used as a telephone booth for warehouse employees. 
When I eventually asked why he would spend money on something like this, I was told 
that it was “because he wanted it”. This manager went on to say, “I give you two years 
to figure this place out”. Looking back now, I, of course, am impressed with my ability to 
do so in only weeks.   
 
By the end of my first day, I had become suspicious. I noticed major things like security 
cameras on every door and hallway. I noticed little things like the absence of windows. 
There were windows in only a very few offices, and they were tiny and far overhead. 
Nothing you could look through during your workday. The bathroom windows were 
glass block that you couldn’t see through from either direction. The patio doors in the 
break room, cafeteria, and conference room looked out to large, beautifully landscaped 
patios surrounded by 8-foot brick walls. I began to wonder if this was by design. Did 
they not want to be seen from the outside? Were these people hiding from something? 
Was it to keep secrets in or to keep the unwashed out? And whom, in particular, were 
they watching with all these cameras?  



The Charity 
Page 7 

 
 
I got my answer when I was called to the Personnel Manager’s office to fill out the usual 
paperwork. I commented on her 10-foot wall unit stacked with fifteen television sets 
showing constantly changing snapshots of different office and property views. Cameras 
were aimed at 25-year and even 40-year employees to whom I had just been 
introduced. Ms. Jeltz reminded me, “We process thousands of dollars every day. We 
need a record of who has handled the money at any given time. Also, there are so 
many poor souls and vagrants in Walls. We just can’t be too careful.” I was left with one 
more question: whom did they distrust more, themselves or the people on the outside? I 
would soon find out. 
 
On my second day of employment, I asked other employees what community services 
the organization offered, mentioning my desire to lend a hand. Most of the employees 
just looked at me with odd amazement. They would tilt their heads, raise their eyebrows 
in bewilderment, and stare at me as if they were reminding themselves, “Oh yeah, we 
ARE a charity.” After the pause to clear their heads, the customary answer was, “Well, 
there’s Dehon Village, you know”, as if everyone knew exactly what this was and 
automatically associated The League with its fame. “And then there’s the Sacred Heart 
School in Southaven”, they’d add.  
 
First, the school. In 1994, POSH, The Sacred Heart League and Roger Courts entered 
into a joint venture called Gregory Productions and produced a movie called The Spitfire 
Grill. The movie rights were sold to Castle Rock Entertainment in 19961 for ten million 
dollars. POSH donated some of this money to the Southern Missions, the charitable 
arm formed in 1992 and located across the street from The League, who then funded 
and oversaw the building and start-up of The Sacred Heart School in Southaven, 
Mississippi, about 15 miles from The League’s office.  
 
Ten million dollars is a lot of money, but it requires a great deal of planning to spend it 
all on just one small elementary school in the state of Mississippi. As a result, several 
shiny, new things popped up in Roger and The League’s possession around this time. 
We’ll discuss a few of them later, but since it’s start, the private Catholic school has 
been self-sufficient. According to the internal, unofficial League budget reports, no 
further Southern Missions monies have been used for its support. I’m sure the official 
reports are somewhere in the Monastery in Wisconsin ready and available for the 
asking.  
 
You may also be asking yourself at this point where all The League revenue prior to and 
after the mid-1990’s went. This is a good question to which nobody knows the answer, 
and it’s also been a question better left unasked. To ask it, would mean you were 
questioning the Catholic Order itself. But conservatively estimating a ten-year 
accumulation of $200 million in revenue (based on the $25 million in 2001), one would 
think that the Catholics have spent a great deal on community service for the poverty-
stricken folks of northern Mississippi. Just ask anybody who lives in the nine 
northernmost counties. These are the people who, according to the mission statement, 
should have received some assistance from The Sacred Heart League or The Southern 
Mission during the last 60 years. Unfortunately, I’ve asked. No resident I spoke with 
recognized either name.  
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The Sacred Heart League’s second admirable accomplishment was the formation of 
The Sacred Heart Southern Mission’s Housing Corporation officially in 1995. This 
company was founded when seven 
sharecropper homes behind the 
Mission offices were condemned by 
the Health Department. They had 
been there for decades, but that’s 
beside the point. This was all of a 
sudden a good cause. The 
League/Mission bought the land, 
destroyed the homes, and replaced 
them with seven temporary mobile 
homes. They supplied the water and 
sewer services for the families since 
there was no municipality in Walls at 
the time to provide these basic 
necessities. 
 
Between 1989 and 1995, the Southern Mission Housing Corporation and the Southern 
Mission conceptualized and built Dehon Village for a little over $3 million. Even though 
they receive an annual grant of around $5 million from The Sacred Heart League to 
serve the community, The Mission only donated $129,000 to the building of Dehon. The 
rest of the money came from outside sources.2  
 
Because of such limited money from their primary source of funds, the Housing 
Corporation searches for grants and donations from other foundations and government 
programs every year. For example, in 1999, they received $205,000 in grants according 
to the Foundation Center, an organization dedicated to connecting grant seekers with 
grant makers3.  
 
While, just across the street, The League collects over $20 million dollars each year. 
 



The Charity 
Page 9 

 
The completed village consists of 38 
homes, a playground, and a community 
education center. The community center 
was built in 1997 mostly with grant 
monies from the Phil Hardin Foundation, 
an organization set up by a prominent 
Mississippi baker to advance education 
in the state4. No matter what time of 
year you tour Dehon, a sign welcomes 

you at the entrance reminding its residents 
of a freeze warning that evening. When 
touring the area, it’s like stepping back in 
time. The homes remind a person of 

tenements, granted relatively new 
tenements, but still tenements. 
(Unfortunately, these homes are like 
mansions compared to what the 
residents have been used to all their 
lives.) The community education center 
is never open and there is always a lone 
burgundy car with flat tires parked out 
front. Extremely active railroad tracks 

run alongside the community. The grass is overgrown 
and the landscaping hasn’t been tended in years. 
Potholes are everywhere. There are no working 
streetlights. The utility poles lean in varying directions 
and wave in the wind. Junk cars line the driveways 
and streets and at any time of any school day, there 
are teenagers wandering the neighborhood. Grown 
men sit in plastic chairs on the concrete slabs they 
probably call front porches drinking from brown paper 
bottles all day long. It’s common knowledge that the 
local police refuse to answer calls to Dehon Village, 

because the area is so dangerous. 
 
This community was intended to be a temporary housing area for people on their way to 
employment and better lives. Down-on- their-luck individuals and families from any part 
of northern Mississippi could live in the Village at reduced rental rates of $175 
(subsidized by the federal HOME program and private donors)5 for a certain number of 
months and take free classes taught by the Southern Mission nuns at the Education 
Center about obtaining credit, searching for jobs, interviewing for jobs, applying for day-
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care assistance, and living generally independent lives. In reality, most of the people 
move in, live for a little while, and then peacefully go back to where they came from.  
 
Over the years, getting residents in the property has never been easy. Because of such 
limited funding, only those with the proper paperwork and federal subsidized monies are 
admitted now. The League grants just don’t cover the community’s expenses and 

money still has to be obtained from other 
sources. The Housing Corporation now 
offers low-interest loans to potential 
homebuyers in northern Mississippi as 
well. Are the poverty-stricken people who 
don’t have money for running water or 
electricity or for shoes or food or pencils 
and paper for their children actually 
buying homes now?  
 
I don’t know who gave up first - the 
people who needed help or the Southern 
Missions employees. It seems, though, 
that nobody cares anymore. Still, this is 

The League’s claim to fame, and, after almost 50 years in business, this is the 
community service they offer.  
 
My belief in my higher calling to The Sacred Heart League was gone. God was not in 
this place; of this I was sure. 
 
The second week of my employment, after Roger Court’s position had been vacant for a 
month, The League announced his replacement. The new Director was to be Mark 
Ratay, a 42-year old man that Roger hired in 1982. Mark had learned the ropes working 
beside Roger over the years and was the obvious choice. I was then informed that the 
two men had also been having a fairly conspicuous affair for the past 20 years. Roger 
was married and had five children, one of whom was an adolescent daughter dying of 
leukemia. He remained married to his wife until their daughter passed away but had 
lived in a house with Mark for over fifteen years. After the divorce, Roger’s wife would 
stop by The League’s office for a mysterious monthly check. She came by five times 
during my five months of employment. Nobody knows why The League is paying her, 
and, more than likely, nobody has ever asked. After all, the question would begin with 
“why”. 
 
Roger had been appointed to many boards over the first, supposedly respectable years 
of his career at The League. By 1990, he had been asked to resign from each and 
every one. I was told that Roger was an embarrassment to the community he was 
supposedly serving. He and Mark attended the Christ The King Catholic Church in 
Southaven, as did all good Desoto County Catholics. They would drive to church 
together, sit separately during services, and then leave together. People thought they 
were trying to fool them and didn’t appreciate the condescension, regardless of their 
principles. He and Mark would attend county fairs and events wearing severely short, 
two-sizes-too-small, cut-off jean shorts and carrying “man bags”. In northern Mississippi, 
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a man bag is a purse and the people don’t take too kindly to this sort of display, no 
matter who you are.  
 
Roger, being the generous soul that he is, 
had a fondness for sharing the wealth. He 
hired friends as vendors and encouraged 
them to charge exorbitant rates for their 
services and products. Like most friends do, 
they seemed to share similar moral 
characters because each one pounced on 
the deal. One example was the lawn service 
Roger used to cut the League property’s 
grass. The office was situated on almost two 
acres of land and the job, using the League-owned, top-of-the-line, brand-new, $50,000, 
John Deere commercial mower, typically took about 30 minutes. Even with their own 
equipment and multitudes of employees with nothing to do, The League still paid $3,000 
each month for the grass to be cut and the hedges to be trimmed until the Acting 
Director put a stop to this in 2003. Now, The League uses internal maintenance staff, 
including the full-time carpenter, to cut the lawn. But I’m jumping ahead. 
 
Another example of Roger’s giving nature was the $250,000 per year Memphis 
statistician he hired to study donation demographics to enhance the successes of The 
Leagues’ quarterly mass mailings. Employees were told, and therefore, perfunctorily 
believed, that he was famous, but his name is not anywhere on the Internet or in the 
white or yellow pages. Don’t ask for actual amounts of profit increases due to his 
mathematical contributions, because nobody knows and you’ll be met with blank stares. 
That’s a very complicated question, after all.  
  
Roger, seeing yet another golden opportunity, started a home-based business with his 
wife in 1987 called Travel N Tours, which was to be the sole agency for The League’s 
travel needs. This company has always had only one client: The Sacred Heart League. 
A research friend of mine called them in June 2002 asking for assistance in making 
travel arrangements for a family trip to Hawaii, and the person who answered the 
phone, before hanging up on her, said “We don’t provide that type of service.” One 
would think they were trying to keep the company a secret, also illustrated by the 

elaborate sign in front of Roger and Mark’s new 
house. 
 
This is a good spot to revisit Gregory Production’s 
$10 million dollar movie deal. Money, remember 
that built The Sacred Heart School in 1996. The 
money also bought the acreage behind the school 
and built a half-a-million dollar home on the land 
where Roger and his boyfriend reside today. So, 
we have a home, a private Catholic school, and a 
substantial amount of land all in a tidy square on 

Tchulahoma (the woodsiest and wealthiest) Road in Southaven, Mississippi. All to help 
the poor folks in northern rural Mississippi.  
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But there’s more. Also in 1996, Roger bought a corporate condominium in Puerto 
Vallarta, Mexico. He and Mark traveled there about five times a year to research The 
League’s expansion into the profitability from mailings to Mexico. There is a significant 
Catholic population in Mexico with money to burn, after all. These excursions continued 
until Roger’s demise in 2002.  
 
The contradiction here is that The Sacred Heart League has yet to mail one solicitation 
to Mexico. I can’t confirm, with the spider web of moral money laundering, if the condo 
officially belongs to the Monastery or to Roger. But, for some reason, and either way, I 
doubt that the condo goes unused. Have you ever been on an airplane to an exotic 
location without a priest or nun on board? They always seem to have an elderly family 
member they’re visiting in Hawaii or Tahiti or Belize or Switzerland or, if you’re a priest 
from Wisconsin or Mississippi, Mexico.  
 
Now, you should know that Gregory Productions has always been a for-profit 
corporation. It has never claimed to be a charity. It is in the movie business to make 
money. Its revenues were generously donated to The Southern Missions to build the 
elementary school. However, keep in mind where the money came from to make the 
movie in the first place. The movie was funded by nationwide donations to The Sacred 
Heart Monastery and The Sacred Heart League. Since most of the $10 million movie 
sale went to one elementary school and Roger Courts, one has no choice but to begin 
to question the motives of any affiliate of The Sacred Heart Monastery.  
 
Donors place their trust in the charity when they put their dollars in the envelopes. 
Would they appreciate their money being used to make a movie, even though there was 
significant profit made? Would they like to know where their donation finally ended up? 
Do they ask? In searching for answers to these questions, it helps to understand that 
the targeted and average League donor is 74 years old and a widowed female.  
 
According to Mississippi’s Secretary of State records, and as of June 2002, Gregory 
Productions became a Delaware corporation, but the officers of the company have 
remained since its inception. They are Roger Courts, Father Charles Yost of The 
Sacred Heart League and Father Richard McDonald of the Priests of The Sacred Heart. 
It’s all perfectly legal, very shrewd and business-minded. But is it ethical for Catholic 
priests who tout high levels of community service and charity work to be co-owners of a 
movie production company, especially knowing how little community service is 
provided? No wonder the poor people of Mississippi who should benefit from Catholic 
organizations and priests give up. They’re being used to make these people richer. Not 
one person associated with this organization cares about these people. If they did, 
they’d stand up and question the finances. Wouldn’t they?  
 
And if you don’t think these priests, in particular, are wealthy, you should see how much 
money they generously donate each year to The League. Father Charles donated over 
$36,000 in 2001 alone. Probably needed the tax write-off. 
 
From the Secretary of State website (Gregory Productions): 
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The following is from Wisconsin’s Secretary of State website6. It shows that the POSH 
organization (Priests of the Sacred Heart) a.k.a. the Sacred Heart monastery (a.k.a. the 
headquarters) is actually a for-profit corporation. For $5, anyone can order an annual 
report from Wisconsin’s Secretary of State website, it’s just a matter of finding the 
courage to ask. 
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Perhaps the best example of Roger’s generosity with donor money was his multi-million 
dollar use of two management consultants, Mary Ruprecht and Hal Becker. These 
people interviewed and, ultimately, hired me in February 2002. I was subjected to 
background checks that only a saint would’ve enjoyed. I thought I understood the well-
intentioned reasoning for their interrogation, but I now know I had no clue. I should say 
“I had no clue until it was too late”, but I believe God had a hand in my ignorance and 
that He wanted my employment at The League to lead to the telling of this story. 
Therefore, I wouldn’t trade my experience for the world. 
 
Mary Margaret Ruprecht is a 68-year-old woman from Duluth, Minnesota. Each time 
she visited The League office (twelve times during my five-month stay), she wore the 
same black polyester pantsuit, white ruffled blouse, and black, laced-up, orthopedic 
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shoes. She also had a way of making you feel guilty for just being alive. I always felt like 
I had done something wrong. With her Catholic name, her Catholic look, and her 
imposing Catholic guilt, she was a perfect fit for any Catholic fundraising organization. 
 
Her lifelong career, before jumping on Roger’s bandwagon, was driving trucks. She 
drove 18-wheelers across country for a dairy company. Mary is married, but not much is 
known about her husband. She met Hal Becker in the early 1980’s at a Perkins 
Restaurant in a truck stop in Bullhead City, Arizona, about 180 miles west of Flagstaff. 
It’s a tourist town, famous for being the home to the world’s largest rattlesnake (again 
with the obvious irony). Hal is 64 years old and was a programmer by trade. He lives in 
Phoenix, Arizona and was in Bullhead City for a visit. Hal has a lazy eye that makes it 
hard to know what he’s looking at, so, in the middle of any conversation with the man, 
you may, without being able to help yourself, glance behind your shoulder to see what 
he’s looking for. Meetings with Hal Becker can be quite humorous. And lucky for him, 
this handicap makes it exceptionally easy for him to lie. Hal wears a wedding ring, but 
nobody knows anything about his wife either.  
 
As the story goes, Mary shamelessly flirted with Hal in the middle of the Perkins 
Restaurant, Hal reacted favorably, and a romance was born. She did the same to Roger 
in the late 1970’s, but nobody’s sure where or when their first romantic encounter 
occurred. She formed her company, Mary M. Ruprecht & Associates, in December 
1979. When Roger discovered he was gay, their relationship became platonic. But Mary 
had Hal by then so she was unscathed. From 1985 to 2002, Mary and Hal physically 
traveled to The Sacred Heart League office every October from their respective homes 
in Minnesota and Arizona, stayed in adjoining rooms at Bonne Terre for two romance-
filled autumnal weeks, and conducted internal audits of The League’s operations. Their 
visits would culminate in a celebratory Bonne Terre dinner with upper League 
management to review their findings. Hal and Mary’s customary $100,000 fee and 
expenses regularly appear in the Professional Fees and Travel and Education 
categories of the annual, internal unpublished budget each year. 
 
During my second month of employment, I discovered that the system I was hired to 
design was not approved by the Priests of The Sacred Heart (POSH) authorities. I was 
told at the end of my 60-day probationary period that my probation was being extended 
another 60 days and that my employment would be reviewed then. I saw the end 
coming, so I spent my third, fourth and fifth months of employment looking for a new 
job, but also researching and gathering as much information as I could on the history 
and operations of the organization. I had high hopes of forcing them into “doing the right 
thing” by writing this story. Unfortunately, financial information isn’t easy to come by and 
employees have been treated like potential informants for so long, they fear 
repercussions from talking too much about business related subjects to anyone. Gossip 
is one thing, but this kind of information completely another. 
 
In spring of 2002, Hal and Mary took it upon themselves to develop a strategic plan for 
the organization to effectively manage the downward spiral in revenues after 9/11. After 
all, they were experts in corporate fiscal management having been a truck driver and a 
programmer. It was to be presented to management in April 2002 during a weeklong 
retreat to a prestigious Catholic religious resort in Illinois. Every manager and supervisor 
attended. According to talkative managers, Mark referred to the $100,000 spent on the 
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retreat as “a drop in the bucket.” Nobody ever actually saw Hal and Mary’s strategic 
plan, but the Accounting office did mention the $150,000 invoice they received that 
month, totaling $300,000 in services in just the first 4 months of 2002. 
 
I would be fired on my 39th birthday. Well, to be perfectly accurate, the person who was 
assigned to fire me found out that this day was indeed my birthday, and waited until the 
following morning to give me the news. I had known for months that my days were 
numbered, so I was fully prepared. They offered me money in return for my signature on 
an agreement not to sue them. It never dawned on me to sue them, just to make public 
their years of wrongdoings. And so, here we are. 
 
A month after I left The League’s employment, I was told that Roger was asked to leave 
the organization. Nobody still working for The League knows exactly why. Employees 
knew the man was a thief, but they’d known this for many years. The confusion was 
about the timing of his departure.  
 
Did Roger finally cross a financial or moral line? If so, why would the POSH priests 
appoint Mark Ratay to be Roger’s replacement? And why would the three men continue 
their relationship within Gregory Productions? 
 
A more plausible focus is on the decency of the priests themselves. Did Roger’s 
morality become infectious? There had been at least a decade or two of rampant self-
gratification throughout the Monastery organization with donor monies. Why stop now? 
Was it due to the ever-increasing amount of negative publicity about the Catholic 
Church in 2001 and 2002?  
 
Remember, questions are frowned upon in Mississippi, but questioning and exposing 
the Catholic Church could be suicide. 
 
There is one document that explains the entire Sacred Heart League organization in a 
nutshell. It is the annual budget for each fiscal year. Only senior management has this 
budget, and if you ask for it as an employee, anyone will tell you that it is confidential. I 
would normally respect that mandate, but I felt a duty to goodness, fairness, and right 
vs. wrong to learn all I could. 
 
According to page nine of the Annual Budget Fiscal 2003 and the Report of the 
Executive Director dated and signed by Mark Ratay in April 2002, of the $25 million 
revenues budgeted in 2002 (based on 2001 donations), The League would give The 
Southern Missions $6 million dollars in the form of their annual grant. $19 million dollars 
was spent covering the costs of The Sacred Heart League. The reason for the 
document in the first place was to stress, how, in 2002, revenues were expected to 
decrease to $22 million, and Mark Ratay needed help budgeting for the Southern 
Missions, since their annual grant would decrease to only $4 million. The League’s $19 
million would remain unaffected.  
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Some general 2002 fiscal year budgeted amounts from The Budget Analysis on pages 
12 and 13 show the following:Page 12: 
 

 
Page 13: 
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Before I left in July 2002, the numbers and the amounts of donations were dwindling. 

Some people sent in donations of quarters and dollar bills attached to notes saying that 
they had “better not find out that this organization was associated with The Catholic 
Church”. The priest sex scandals were saturating the news at this time. This, coupled 
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with a bad economy, has more than likely resulted in much lower actual revenues in 
2002 and 2003. But keep in mind that the Catholic Church, probably the wealthiest 
outfits in the world, backs The League. Any decreases in revenues probably wouldn’t 
change the visible amount of aid to the community anyway. There was so little before. 
 
In August 2002, I sent a nine-page letter to The Priests of the Sacred Heart (POSH) in 
Wisconsin. To Father Richard McDonald and Father Brian McCullough, the priests in 
charge. I expressed the same concerns and asked questions about the same financial 
findings listed in this article. Father McCullough, in turn, sent me the following letter on 
August 14, 2002:  
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If there was a previous doubt, this cleared it all up. POSH priests were and had been 

completely aware of the practices of Roger and The Sacred Heart League. I told him 
then that this story would be told. I, of course, got no response.  
 
I did, however, get responses from a few employees who found out about my letter.  
Employees who were scared for me, asking if I had plans of moving to some faraway 
land, not just Arkansas or Tennessee. I guess years of working for criminals backed by 
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an organization as powerful as the Catholic Church and as ethically questionable as the 
Priests of The Sacred Heart in Hales Corners, Wisconsin, in a building surrounded by 9-
foot barbed wire fences with security cameras strategically aimed at every door, both 
inside the building and out, takes its toll.  
 
At first, I wavered between compassion and anger for The League employees. Year 
after year, they chose to work for this evil, but since jobs in this part of Mississippi are 
not plentiful, especially those averaging $80,000 per year, could I blame them? By the 
time I left, though, I had chosen anger. I thought about the people I had met during my 
short stay. My boss, the Programming Supervisor, was known for his “I don’t care as 
long as they’re paying me” comment during every discussion about The League. His 
boss, the IT Director, had told me when I accepted the job that “I would be astounded 
by the integrity and ethics of this place”. In several meetings, the Data Center 
Supervisor, a 25-year employee, mentioned the astronomical amounts of money spent 
on this or that (he was famous for bringing this up). Knowing nods of understanding and 
even raucous laughter always followed his comments. I also learned that not one 
employee isn’t a front-row churchgoer. The hypocrisy is just infuriating. 
 
Every employee is at The Sacred Heart League for strictly self-satisfying reasons. There 
are no well-intentioned people here. Not one. Each employee knows exactly the level of 
charity, exactly the leadership that has been involved, and chooses not to leave. They 
don’t even look into the possibilities of employment outside The League. They are, after 
all, the citizens of Walls. The employees are there for the handout and have become the 
actual charity. And instead of God providing for them, the donors are. It looks like Roger 
Courts affected everyone he contacted, because the employees I knew understood 
perfectly their enabling contribution to the corruption of this organization, just as the 
priests did. They all, admittedly, just didn’t care.  
 
But some hopeful changes have been made in the past seven months at The Sacred 
Heart League.  
 
Luckily, revenues are dangerously low. As a result, POSH is looking into making some 
drastic changes within the organization. Thank God people aren’t sending money to this 
organization anymore. If they close their doors, because these are church 
organizations, employees would not get unemployment benefits.  
 
Mark Ratay quit in August 2002. He authorized and signed a $60,000 check for his own 
severance before he left, but nonetheless, he’s gone.  
 
Roger Court’s contract was not renewed and he supposedly no longer receives any 
salary, pension, or benefits from The League. 
 
Hal Becker and Mary Ruprecht are no longer allowed on any POSH property. They 
were banned in 2001 from St. Joseph’s Indian School and the Sacred Heart Monastery 
for years of over-inflated billing, but, until Roger and Mark left, most people at The 
League thought the priests were scared of them.  
 
According to Mississippi’s Secretary of State records, Travel N Tours recently moved 
from Roger and Mark’s house to a strip center on a main thoroughfare in Southaven, 
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Mississippi. It looks like they might be trying to do some legitimate local business 
because they’ve actually gone public. I hope they move the sign. 
 
The Southern Missions has been in the local newspaper a few times. One mention was 
in recognition of some home repairs volunteers had done in the area on “Make A 
Difference Day” in October 2002. The spokesperson was quoted, “We had a crew of 12 
who gave 96 hours on two projects: we cleaned the house of an elderly man and built a 
porch for a person with AIDS”. Another accolade was for their appointment as a state 
resource for HIV/AIDS victims in Alcorn, Benton, Desoto, Marshall, Prentiss, Tate, 
Tippah, Tishomingo, and Tunica counties. At the end of 2001, Mississippi was ranked 
26th nationally, with 2,341 people living with AIDS.7 There are approximately 3 million 
people living in the state, 20% living below the poverty line.8.You do the math. 

 
But, unfortunately, some habits are hard to break.  
 
Roger Courts and the POSH priests attend The Sundance Film Festival every year.  
The trip is still funded with donor money. 
 
POSH decided, since revenues have been so low, that they should use $5 million in 
reserve funds to build a church in Southaven, Mississippi. This would obviously classify 
as community service while still being profitable (people would donate every Sunday 
right back to the organization). As of July 2004, they’re officially “broke” and have fired 
40% of the SHL employees. I can only hope the well runs dry for the other 60% soon as 
well. 
 
Mary Ruprecht is now on the Board of Trustees of (http://www.gra3.com/pages/staff-
resumes/ruprecht.htm) an organization called The College of Law Practice Management, 
whose http://www.colpm.org website mission statement is “to honor and recognize 
distinguished law practice management professionals who are qualified for membership 
in an effort to set standards of achievement for others in the profession and to fund and 
assist projects that enhance the highest quality of law practice management, including 
undergraduate and graduate programs related to law practice management.” You 
translate. 
 
Until recently, she was also still recruiting for the Catholic Church. The National 
Association of Church Personnel Administrators (NACPA) was hiring an Editorial 
Director for St. Jude League/Claretian Publications, a mid-size, Catholic fundraising and 
publications organization in downtown Chicago. 
 
According to the website, http://www.stjudeleague.org, people donate money to the St. 
Jude League in return for prayers and greeting cards. The revenue supports The 
Claretian Mission who publishes Catholic reading material, builds schools, and 
revitalizes economically depressed areas such as South Chicago. Sound familiar?  
 
 
Mary’s ad at http://www.nacpa.org/bulletin.htm read as follows (until the position was 
filled):  
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EDITORIAL  DIRECTOR 

 
St. Jude League/Claretian Publications, a mid-size, Catholic fundraising and publications organization in downtown 
Chicago, seeks an experienced editorial director to ensure the high quality and timely production of all its 
publications, including an award-winning Catholic magazine, and to manage the publications staff.  Responsibilities 
include developing a departmental strategic plan, budget, new publishing endeavors, and providing communications 
support to related ministries.  The editorial director serves as a member of the executive team and also serves as 
editorial representative, representing the organization on local, national, and international levels.  Requirements:  
BA in journalism or equivalent experience.  Background in Catholic theology preferred.  Five or more years’ 
experience in editorial and publications management.  Extensive knowledge of editorial practices and design.  
Participative management style with experience in managing a collaborative, creative team.  Excellent leadership, 
communication, interpersonal, public relations, and organizational skills.  Experience in fiscal responsibility, 
budgeting, and strategic planning and implementation.  Ability to evaluate new publishing opportunities and hire 
talented staff.  Position requires an extensive background and understanding of traditional and contemporary 
Catholic values and issues.  Some travel required.  Send cover letter, resume, and salary requirements in confidence 
to:  Ruprecht & Associates, 140 W. Myrtle St., Duluth, MN  55811-5018.  Fax 218-727-5194. 
 
Though Mary is evil, she’s one smart cookie. When one Catholic fundraiser kicks you 
out, just find another. After all, they’re on every corner in every town throughout the 
world and are either really naïve, really smart, or really crooked. Your opinion will be 
based on your level of personal experience with them.  
 
Oh, and she dumped the leech with the lazy eye. 
 

And kharma is a powerful thing. Karen Jeltz is on a waiting list for a liver. She has three 
months to live. 
 

______________________________ 
 

Clearly, the urgent missing piece continues to be the lack of community service they 
claim. Millions of dollars could be used for such good causes, to help the truly needy in 
Mississippi. And this is just one of hundreds of Catholic organizations with identical 
mission statements. It’s just so sad. 
 
I am fully aware that I am in danger of being sued for discussing any details of my 
severance package per the contract I signed. Honestly, I don’t think I’m worth the 
trouble. The only thing they could possibly want from me is my silence. I told them that I 
refused to be silent, and they didn’t care. After all, why would they? When your cohorts 
have raped young boys for eons, what’s a little 30-year raping of some elderly or dead 
donors and a few rural Mississippians? 
 
Next time, you receive a Catholic organization’s request for your donation, do some 
research. Please ask the organization’s office for a copy of its annual budget outlining, 
in detail, expenses and donations. They should be proud of their operations and be 
more than happy to give this to you. However, if they don’t have information readily 
available and seem unwilling to share anything concrete with you, there is probably a 
good reason. And, if like The Sacred Heart League and POSH, they become insulted by 
financial questions, throw the request away and tell all your friends to do the same. 
 
Because of the separation of church and state, religious organizations are under no real 
laws. Of course, by their very definition, ethics and trustworthiness should be presumed. 
Unfortunately, sometimes they aren’t, and in these cases, there is no place to turn. You 
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cannot contact the Better Business Bureau, the state Attorney General or the Secretary 
of State. Legally, anything goes (making me wonder here why POSH and The Sacred 
Heart League had teams of lawyers). 
 
Next time you see a Sacred Heart School from your car, take a moment to think about 
what went on inside the Catholic organization to build that school.  
 
And pray to God that they didn’t have a disease like Roger Courts. 
 
Lastly, the next time you’re passing through a small, rural, forgotten town and notice 
one really remarkable building, look at the sign out front. More than likely, it will have a 
Catholic name or affiliation.  
 
And drive as fast as you can in the opposite direction, especially if it’s storming.  
 
______________________________ 
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