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It has been seven months already since I was ordained and six months since 
I was appointed Associate Pastor at St. Francis Xavier Parish (SFX) in St. 
Joseph, MO. SFX is a fairly large, dedicated and active faith community with 
a school (pre-school through junior high grades). The mission of SFX “is to 
encounter Jesus Christ and bring Him to all through vibrant liturgy, lifelong 
Christian formation, and social outreach.” I have learned much so far and have 
been able to share some of the things I brought with me—in homilies, in the 
school and in the RCIA.

When I was in grade school and first desired to be a priest, somewhere I 
came across the following saying (perhaps in the sacristy): “Celebrate this 
Mass as if it were your first Mass. Celebrate this Mass as if it were your only 
Mass. Celebrate this Mass as if it were your last Mass.” This is something I tried 
to incorporate while growing up as part of the laity. I forgot it for a while and 
then remembered it again, and now try to implement it each time I preside 
at Eucharist. I try to imbue others with the meaning of what we are praying. 
At each Mass something different seems to strike me in a new way, much like 
reading Scripture. I pray that celebrating the Eucharist will never become 
mundane or ordinary and that I will never take it for granted.
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Someone commented that I should 
have no problem with the new transla-
tion since I had not used the previous 
one as a presider. I responded that I 
used to pray along with the priest and 
that it has been difficult for me. Perhaps 
it is not as difficult a transition for me 
as for those who have been presiders 
for years, but I still find it difficult. I 
find that I must be fully attentive; if I 
lose my focus or concentration, the old 
translation flows right off the tongue. 
The catch phrase from Sacrosanctum 
Concilium: “fully conscious and ac-
tive participation” (§1) has renewed 
meaning.

Among the regular participants of the :15 a.m. weekday Mass are some of 
the choir members who like to sing, so I usually pick a song for the beginning 
and end of Mass that we sing a cappella. At first there were a few times when 
it seemed I was doing more of a solo than leading the singing. Afterwards one 
of them would come up to me and say, “Father, as you might have guessed, we 
don’t know that one.” But even if they do not know it, they certainly try. I have 
also become better at picking music that they know.

Recently, I substituted for Fr. Ron Will at the Northwest Missouri Psychiatric 
Rehabilitation Center in St. Joseph. He told me that usually six to ten people 
attend Mass each month, but only one showed up that day. It was a very dif-
ferent experience celebrating with one person—certainly different than with 
the six or seven that usually come to Mass at the prison (Western Reception 
Diagnostic & Correctional Center) in St. Joseph where I celebrate Mass at least 
once a month. It gave me an inkling as to what it must have been like with just 
the priest and the server prior to Vatican II.

I find myself spending a lot of time preparing homilies. I try to read the 
scriptures for the upcoming Sunday by Monday and then let them “work” 
on me during the week. This occurs even earlier if I am scheduled to write a 
reflection for the bulletin. I use several sources to help me with ideas. Bishop 
Ken Untener’s book, Preaching Better, has given me the most overall help in 
preparing homilies—keep it short (- minutes), simple and focus on one 
“pearl.” I find that I cannot be preaching only to the people in the pews; I must 
preach to myself as well. At times, after my first Mass on a weekend, I realize 
that parts of my homily are not very good, and so I revise it before the next 
Mass.

Daily homilies are a little easier because they are not as long, but they still 
take preparation. I do, however, find preaching at the children’s Masses a little 
daunting, because our experiences are so different from each other and I want 
to make the homily something they will understand. I try to have my one or 
two points on the readings memorized for weekdays, but for Sunday homilies I 
use a text. I am hoping that with time, I will be able to move from using a text, 
to using notes, to having it memorized. I continue to read various materials to 
help me improve my preaching.
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The Sacrament of Reconciliation holds a prominent 
place in my ministry. At SFX there are three opportuni-
ties on Saturdays—11:00 a.m., 3:00 p.m., and after the 
:00 p.m. Mass. I find it nearly impossible to prepare 
for this sacrament, except through prayer, asking for the 
guidance of the Holy Spirit. People begin in different 
ways depending on how they were taught. They seem to 
have different expectations of the sacrament. For some 
it is a kind of counseling; for others it is a litany of faults; 
for others it is an unburdening of their troubled soul; and 
for others it is a mixture. My most difficult part with the 
Sacrament is giving a penance. I like it when people are 
able to come up with something on their own that they 
will do for their penance. I want to give a penance that 
will truly help them make this a conversion experience. 
Sometimes, however, this is not possible, and I wonder 
if I am giving too much or too little of a penance. Then 
I recall the words: “Be merciful, just as your Father is 
merciful” (Luke :3).

I have heard from other priests that the Sacrament of 
Reconciliation is most rewarding when you are privileged 
to be in the presence of a graced healing moment, even a 
miracle, like in the Parable of the Prodigal Son. This has 
only happened a few times so far, but it is such a power-
ful moment when someone has had a conversion experi-
ence and truly feels reconciled with God. Those times 
when I can feel God working through me to say the right 
thing at the right time—that I never would have thought 
of on my own—are graced for me. It is in times like these 
when I most understand in persona Christi capitis (in the 
person of Christ the head).

I feel privileged to be invited into people’s lives 
through the sacraments, whether it is at the beginning 
of life or the end of life, during an illness of body or soul, 
or regular communion.  These moments are truly grace-
filled moments. I make it my aim to give them my all. 

I realize when I have succeeded in giving my all, because 
it is then that I feel physically drained after celebrating a 
sacrament.

For my ordination liturgy, I chose the reading from the 
end of John’s Gospel where Jesus asks Peter three times: 
“Do you love me?” Jesus gave Peter a chance to redeem 
himself for his denial and Peter does redeem himself by 
responding each time:  “Yes, Lord, you know that I love 
you.”  Sometimes I wonder if I should have continued 
with the following verses: “Amen, amen, I say to you, 
when you were younger, you used to dress yourself and 
go where you wanted; but when you grow old, you will 
stretch out your hands, and someone else will dress you 
and lead you where you do not want to go…. And when 
he had said this, he said to him, ‘Follow me’” (John 21:1-
1). Sometimes I feel pulled in several different directions 
at once.

The life of a servant is to be present for others, as is the 
life of a priest. Part of my realization is that I am not a 
St. Paul; I cannot do as St. Paul wrote: “I have become all 
things to all, to save at least some” (1 Cor :22). I think 
part of priesthood is finding the appropriate balance be-
tween responsibilities to one’s ministry and to one’s self. 
This is something in process for me.

I hope to learn more from the people at SFX about 
what it is to be a priest as I grow into my priesthood. It is 
certainly a transition, even from being a deacon to being 
a priest. As with any transition, I find that if I am open 
and willing to risk, things work out for the best. I enjoy 
being a priest and I believe I made the right decision in 
responding to the promptings of the Holy Spirit in my 
life—not only by becoming a Missionary of the Precious 
Blood, but also a servant to the Church as a presbyter.
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Fan the Flame
Ron Will, C.PP.S., pastor, St. Francis Xavier Church, St. Joseph, MO

Leadership Team

In the September 2012 “Amici, C.PP.S.” newsletter, 
Harry Allagree recalls how the C.PP.S. community in 
Rome got a jolt early on the morning of January , 12 
when they were put on three hours’ notice that the Holy 
Father would be coming to visit St. Gaspar’s tomb at the 
Church of Santa Maria in Trivio—adjacent to the Trevi 
Fountain—at 10:30 a.m. With the help of the C.PP.S. sem-
inarians, the place was amazingly prepared and decorat-
ed in time for John XXIII’s arrival. Pope John prayed at 
Gaspar’s tomb, then addressed the Community members 
and others gathered there: “This morning I arose with 
the thought of St. Gaspar del Bufalo on my mind…. Here 
is a Roman who walked the ordinary path of life; who 
I might say followed his inspirations. He had his own 
character, his own traits and temperament and, perhaps, 
sometimes it had to be moderated and subdued. But the 
fact remains: he was truly an apostolic soul, a man with 
a big heart, and, with it, his share of trials and tribula-
tions…. And this morning, thinking of St. Gaspar, I 
immediately said that we are at the beginning of the Year 
of the Council. He is a Roman saint! I was just finishing 
a letter to all the bishops of the world…. I asked them to 
seek all the help they can muster from earth and from 
heaven, so that this great event…may fully progress…so 
that towards the end of this year, with the grace of God, 
it can be brought to a happy conclusion. So, the first Saint 
who comes to mind is St. Gaspar del Bufalo. Fine! He will 
be the first of all the Saints of Rome whom I intend to 
awaken from their tombs so that during this year (of the 
Council) especially their intercession in heaven will be 
outstanding.”

An excerpt from Pope John’s diary for January  states 
“…the happiest note of the day was my unscheduled visit 
this morning to the Church of Santa Maria in Trivio, to 
honor St. Gaspar del Bufalo…. I love him much, because 
he was a priest of Rome and canon of St. Mark’s, my par-
ish church when I was living in Rome (122-25). I invited 
him to be the first of the saints of Rome to lift up his 
voice for the Vatican Council.”

As I learn about St. Gaspar’s early influence on the 
movement of the Second Vatican Council, it inspires 
me to continue today the work of renewal begun by 
that Council. St. Gaspar was one of the original sparks 
that John XXIII fanned into a flame of renewal for the 
Church. The embers may have died down. So maybe 

it’s time to ask Gaspar to intercede again. Following the 
example and inspiration of Gaspar, our Precious Blood 
Community is called to fan into a flame the renewal 
today. St. Gaspar was there at the beginning of the Holy 
Spirit’s inspiration in the Council. I think he wants to 
continue to be part of the movement of the Holy Spirit, 
taking the Council’s efforts another step forward.

Fifty-seven percent of today’s adult Catholics are from 
the post-Vatican II generation, born since 11. That 
means that most of the people who are active in the 
Church today were not conscious of the Council’s work 
while it was going on and were not part of the initial 
post-conciliar learning period.

During Advent at St. Francis Xavier Parish in St. 
Joseph, MO, we had an adult spiritual enrichment 
series on the Vatican II document Lumen Gentium, the 
Dogmatic Constitution on the Church. We learned again 
that as the People of God, we are all called to holiness 
and are all called to be actively involved in the ministry 
of the Church. It is exciting and enlightening reading. 
In mid-January we are having a three night series on 
Vatican II led by Fr. Jim Healy from our diocese. The 
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Close to Home
Al Ebach, C.PP.S., pastor, Sacred Heart-Guadalupe Parish, Kansas City, MO

Commentary

flames of renewal begun by 
Vatican II may have died down, 
but I believe that we can stir 
those embers into a flame again.

St. Gaspar del Bufalo was 
born on January , the Feast of 
Epiphany. It is the feast when we 
celebrate that Jesus Christ was 
already being made known to 
the Gentile world, symbolized 
by the magi. St. Gaspar became a 
missionary, making Jesus Christ 
known to people living in dark 
places and situations. He was in-
spired by St. Francis Xavier, who 
is the patron saint of my par-
ish—as well as our community. 
During this Year of Faith, we are 
making our own efforts to evan-
gelize: to encounter Jesus Christ 
more deeply ourselves, and then 
bring Him to others.

On the Feast of St. Francis 
Xavier, December 3, we had an 
all school Mass where we cel-
ebrated the enthusiasm of 
St. Francis Xavier to share his 
personal encounters with God 
with as many people as possible. 
That evening, we had a concert 
in our church by the Missouri 
Western State University orches-
tra. It was a delightful way to 
close our Feast Day celebration.

Gaspar was persistent in his 
missionary efforts. He challenges 
me to not grow weary, but to 
stay energized about the mission 
of evangelization and renewal 
within our city. May this Year 
of Faith open opportunities to 
fan the sparks of the Holy Spirit 
into a flame in your circle of 
influence.

When the Kansas City Province opened Precious Blood Seminary in the 
mid 0s, one could not have imagined all the results and possibilities of the 
newly formed program. The hope, of course, was that the seminary would 
provide a number of men to serve the Province as priests and brothers; that 
after all was the purpose of beginning this seminary program. Even though 
the number of students who went on to become priests and brothers was 
small (and perhaps did not meet the expectations of some of the members), 
I believe the seminary program did provide a healthy base—through for-
mation and education—for all who participated.

I would like to highlight a person who was one of the first pioneers to 
help the community open the doors to this new venture. I am not singling 
him out because he hails from the great state of North Dakota! —Rather, 
because his present situation exemplifies a ministry which our province 
supports. I have just recently reconnected with Pete Shea, and have received 
his permission to share his story. Pete is a very talented man, who shared 
many gifts with the Precious Blood Community while attending Precious 
Blood Seminary and St. Joseph College. He left the program after some 
years and married a young lady from Ohio. He became involved in music 
ministry in western Ohio at a parish served by Precious Blood members.

I want to share his story because of his many hurdles in life, resulting not 
from his seminary training, but his sexual orientation. In early November, 
Pete and his daughter were invited to tell their story on the Ricki Lake 
show. (I tried to view the show in its entirety on the Internet, but could 
only find a two-minute excerpt on YouTube, titled “When you find out 
your dad is gay.”) On the show Pete shared that he married because he 
thought marriage would change him. He said that he now knows that does 
not work. I did not hear his daughter speak regarding their relationship, 
but according to Pete, she and some friends have begun a special group 
to support each other and hopefully assist others who live or have lived 
with a parent who is gay. Pete is trying to get a copy of the show with the 
interview in its entirety. Even though the Ricki Lake show tends to be a 
little sensational, it was great to see Pete and his daughter participate on the 
show regarding such a sensitive matter.

If Pete’s story had ended with this show I would have considered it to be 
a success for him and his family. The sad part is that his life became even 
more complicated after the show aired. Pete lives in Montana and has been 
providing leadership in music and liturgy in a Catholic church for over 
thirty years. After his pastor found out about his interview on the Ricki 
Lake show he informed Pete that he could no longer keep his position in 
the parish. What is amazing to me is that Pete respectfully excused his 
pastor because he felt that the priest had little background regarding sexual 
orientation and really did not know how to respond.

I was again so disappointed with our church after hearing about Pete’s 
continued on page 9
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Precious Blood Companions

Companions Mary Stewart, Dan Lappin, 
and Kathryn Baughman
The following are excerpts from the funeral homilies for Mary Stewart, Dan Lappin, and Kathryn Baughman.

Mary Stewart,  
June 23, 1926- 
December 7, 2012

So what can be 
said about Mary 
as we bring her 
to her final rest. 
Probably a lot! I’d 
like to use David 
Letterman’s top 

ten countdown as a way of highlighting her life.
10: Mary was the crossword puzzle lady. She loved to 

work those puzzles. She used to call me practically every 
day when she was stuck or to say “I got it.”

. Mary was the afghan lady. Even when her hands 
became arthritic, she loved to crochet those afghans. I 
wonder how many she gave away. It was a way of passing 
the time, but even more a way to show love and generos-
ity. Her favorite color was purple. You may have noticed 
she picked out a purple outfit for her burial. How fitting 
that the Lord should call Mary to her final rest in Advent, 
when the vesture of the season is purple.

. Mary was the egg lady. We all know about her hens 
and those big tan eggs. Yes, she sold them, but she also 
gave some away. At a church event, Mary was always 
ready to supply the eggs.

. Mary was the bread lady. She probably learned to 
made bread early in her life from her mother, and she 
made many homemade loaves. Later, she broke down 
and got a bread machine, but still her bread was deli-
cious—as well as her caramel rolls and pies.

. Mary was a strong-willed lady. She had convictions. 
She knew what she believed. She did not hesitate to make 
her convictions known. She was not wishy-washy. Maybe 
we need more persons like Mary who speak the truth and 
witnesses to the truth.

5. Mary was the teaching lady. If you read her obituary, 
you know that Mary spent several of her earlier working 
years in the classroom. I wouldn’t want to be one of those 
kids whom Mary found misbehaving!

. Mary was the Companion lady. I’m referring to the 
Companions of the Precious Blood, those lay associ-
ates who embrace the spirituality of the Blood of Christ. 
Even when she was so crippled and found it hard to get 
around, she would try to come to the meetings.

3. Mary was the Gaspar lady. St. Gaspar was the found-
er of the religious community called the Missionaries of 
the Precious Blood. She considered Gaspar as her great 
friend in heaven and  was convinced that his prayers of 
intercession were powerful.

2. Mary was a dedicated married lady. All of us know of 
Mary’s great dedication to Carl and how, especially after 
his stroke, she showed such great care and affection for 
him.

1. Number one would have to be: Mary was a thor-
oughly Catholic lady. She loved her faith, was proud of 
her faith, and would try to convince just about anybody 
that he or she should share the Catholic faith. She always 
loved the Lord and was a person who prayed frequently. 

So there you have Mary’s top ten. All of us are better 
for having known her. We are grateful for all the ways she 
touched our lives. Mary, may you enter that Kingdom 
that you always longed for and prepared for. 
Fr. Mike Volkmer, C.PP.S

Dan Lappin, 
November 12, 
1930-December 
14, 2012 

Part of Dan’s 
call to be a 
Companion was 
an appreciation 
of the Book, the 
stories in the 

Word. Part of our charism as Missionaries of the Precious 
Blood, as sons and daughters of St. Gaspar, is that we are 
always interested in how the Word leads us and directs 
us.

Dan was a teacher; he was not mute. He, like 
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Zechariah, served the Lord faithfully. We are called to do 
the same. Isn’t it interesting to consider John the Baptist’s 
call to conversion in Advent. The day that Dan died, our 
country was called to great conversion as well, with the 
deaths of the children in Connecticut. I was listening 
to a commentary on the tragedy, and they ended with a 
quote from Mr. Rogers (who taught our children very, 
very well). Mr. Rogers said that when he was a child and 
something terrible happened, something evil and awful 
happened, his mother would always say to him, “Look 
for the helpers. Look for the helpers in those situations 
and rejoice that there are people who help.” I think that 
the hand of help was always in Dan’s way of being. You 
could always count on Dan. He was so faithful in service 
with the Knights of Columbus, his different works of 
charity, the different ways of social justice, and the family 
that you all present, in the life that he and Kay have co-
created in giving all of you the gift of life, the children.

The story keeps unfolding, and as it goes on we look to 
the storyline here. I hope that we trust in it. We too are 
called in whatever way it is and however it is that you and 
I are to prepare the way of the Lord. The truth of John the 
Baptist, who bridged the testaments, is that understand-
ing we heard in the first reading, our understanding of 
God’s promise to save us, God’s promise to be that very 
goodness for us—leading us to the surprise of Christmas, 
the birth of a child being how God comes forward. We 
know that there is never a child that is born violent; chil-
dren are always born in peace; children are always born 
with that promise. We work toward that. It is our hope, 
our promise, the gift that we wish to bring.

So with your loss of Dan, it is also a reminder of the 
work that he has done, and will continue in the lives of 
those who follow. We gain nourishment at this table, 
asking God to sustain us, and to help us through times of 
confusion, times of not knowing, times of consideration 
of how it is we might be called to respond next. And we 
hope that God forgives us our doubts, and that eventu-
ally we might too give praise to God as our tongues are 
loosened. We do that in stories.

Our stories, the stories of our lives are the narrative of 
the coming of Christ; they are the narrative of the un-
folding of the story God’s goodness. We celebrate those 
today in the life of Dan and in the life of our church, in 
the life of us who remember him and who loved him. 
And he loved us. We are very happy about that; it is very 
comforting to know. 
Fr. Jack McClure, C.PP.S.

Kathyrn 
Baughman, 
April 11, 
1934-December 
15, 2012

I met with 
Kathryn’s fam-
ily Monday 
afternoon. They 
gave a litany of 
all the things “she 
loved to do.” She 
loved to cook 
three meals a day. 
She loved her 
family gathered 

around the table; she loved each one of them more than 
all the rest. She loved her church. She loved to cook for 
funeral dinners. She loved the birds, how they’d dance 
and sing and play. She loved to take the kids to CCD on 
Wednesday nights and then take her trunk full of dirty 
clothes to the Levee Laundromat where she’d have an 
hour of peace and quiet all to herself; she made the kids 
wait outside the Levee so as not to disturb her peace. 
Everything she did, it seems, she did with love. Kathryn 
was the consummate giver and lover and saver, the 
consummate maker of comfort food for the soul. The 
kids remember that the house seemed always to smell of 
chocolate cake when they came home from school.

Some years ago Kathryn joined the Precious Blood 
Companions, a group of spiritual seekers who see in 
prayer and study and devotion to the blood of Christ a 
wellspring of grace, mercy, peace, and reconciliation with 
God and one another. Her fellow companions loved to 
hear Kathryn speak of her life, her love, her family and 
her faith. One day a discussion was being held on “seeing 
Jesus in our world.” Everyone was telling of their experi-
ences. When it came Kathryn’s turn, she talked of “how 
much she wanted to see Jesus, but never had.” Yet all she 
needed to do was look in the mirror.

St. Paul writes: “…now we see in a mirror dimly, but 
then face to face. Now I know in part; then I shall know 
fully....”

My Jesus, have mercy on your servant, Kathryn. Kind 
and loving mother, dear friend and companion. 
Fr. Bill Hubmann, C.PP.S.
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In Formation

A Sign of the Times…

The end of the Christmas season is highlighted by the 
feast of Epiphany of the Lord, in which the climax of 
the mystery of the incarnation of the Lord is seen as the 
revelation of Jesus to the Gentiles. God sends his beloved 
Son to the world not only to save His people Israel, but 
also to redeem the Gentiles—because “there is no differ-
ence between Jews and Gentiles; God is the same Lord 
of all and richly blesses all who call him. As the scripture 
says, everyone who calls out to the Lord for help will be 
saved” (Rm 10: 5-13).

The early tradition of the Church saw the Magi as 
examples of strangers who find the faith attractive even 
though they are from faraway places with strange-
sounding names. Artistic depictions of the Magi in the 
Christian tradition usually show three people. None of 
the accounts in the Old and New Testaments number the 
Magi, but the three gifts of gold, frankincense and myrrh 
led artists to imagine three, each bearing a gift.

 Eventually the tradition gave them names: Gaspar, 
Balthazar, and Melchior. They tried to find the star, which 
led them to Bethlehem where the child was born. The 
story of the magi affirms that Jesus is the Messiah, the 
Christ, who will come to save God’s people. The Magi 
found the newborn child Jesus by following the star. How 
can I recognize Him in my life?

Reflecting upon the mission in Viet Nam, I am called 
as a C.PP.S. missionary to read the signs of the times, just 
as the Magi did. (Note that one of them is named Gaspar, 

the same as our founder, St. Gaspar del Bufalo, who was 
born on the Feast of the Epiphany.) I am also invited 
to see the face of the newborn Jesus in the faces of the 
orphans and the disabled among whom I once worked 
as an English tutor. As I ministered to the orphans, I 
came to be seen not only as a tutor, but also as their 
father. They often shared with me about their dreams 
and hopes, and theirdesire to seek and find the parents 
who had abandoned them. Because they lacked the love 
of their parents, they believed that no one on earth could 
ever love and care for them more than their own parents. 
Therefore, when I was with them, my presence and ser-
vice was seen as something a parent would do.

Jesus said, “Whoever receives one child such as this in 
my name receives me” (Mt 1:5). I am also called to turn 
and become like the little children, because the kingdom 
of heaven belongs to them (Mt 1:3). Children are the 
future of the family, Church and nation, so they should 
be trained to be good citizens and Christians through 
intellectual, moral, physical and religious education. My 
contribution is very simple and small. As mother Therese 
of Calcutta says, “We realize that what we are doing is 
just a drop in the ocean. But if that drop was not pres-
ent in the ocean, it would fail.” I have learned a lesson of 
endurance, patience and compassion from my job.

When I work with the disabled, I am seen as their 
friend. I am not only seen as their tutor, but also as their 
companion. Each of them has their own past, and they 
are all abandoned. Although they have received support 
from social charities, particularly the Franciscans, they 

Loi Nguyen, C.PP.S.



The New Wine Press   •   Page    •  January 2013

experience, but that did not frustrate me as much as the fallout Pete later 
encountered with his family. Pete shared that after the recording of the show 
he drove over a hundred miles to visit his ailing mother whose health seems to 
be failing rapidly. When he arrived at his mother’s home, two of his brothers—
who according to Pete are very traditional in the practice of their faith—met 
him at the door and informed him that he could not see his mother or have 
any contact with their children because of the choices he is making regarding 
sexual orientation. Pete expressed tremendous disappointment in his broth-
ers who did not permit him to visit his dying mother. It was difficult for me to 
wrap my mind around this heartless gesture by his brothers. Pete’s response in 
his e-mail to me about these two experiences: “I feel like I have been let down 
by the two institutions that I should be able to depend on the most—church 
and family. Unfortunately the basis for both situations is religious.”

This is one of ours—someone whom we educated, prayed with and for, and 
encouraged to live life honestly and fruitfully. This is just one story regarding 
sexual orientation from one of our “family” members. There must be doz-
ens more who are associated with us from those seminary days who remain 
in closets and suffer silently. In a number of assemblies we have discussed 
ministry to those dealing with LBGT issues. We even established a committee 
to guarantee support to those affected and to educate others about individuals 
who are being pushed to the margins. In Pete’s own words: “I feel like a mod-
ern day leper.” Pete is not asking for our sympathy. In fact, he is putting his life 
on the line by sharing his story on the show and in other venues so that others 
may experience dignity in their lives. Pete has offered to address our members 
and companions any time to help us better connect with someone who is be-
ing ostracized by church and family. He is hoping that his daughter, who lives 
in Oakland, CA, can connect with the LBGT committee through Dave Matz to 
continue sharing this incredible story. Hopefully this story can keep us con-
nected with those who are being treated unjustly. We should really be upset 
this time because someone is messing with our family!

still long to be understood, to be lis-
tened to and allowed to share their 
story. Through them I hear the cry 
of the Blood of Jesus. My presence 
and service is a contribution to help 
them be healed physically and men-
tally. They need one another, others, 
and me because they have no fam-
ily, relatives, and would otherwise 
have no shelter, food, money, health 
care, or education.

They teach me a lesson about the 
awareness of mutual dependence 
in community. I am grateful for 
what I have received from God and 
community because I cannot repay 
equally for what I have received. I 
am also invited to pay back through 
developing my gifts and talents, the 
better to build and serve my com-
munity. Live well, laugh often, and 
love much is the motto of my com-
munal and apostolic life. 

The Magi come to offer gold, 
frankincense and myrrh to the 
newborn Jesus, king of universe, 
our Lord. I do not know what to 
offer Him as my gift, except my 
simple service. In the early days of 
the Congregation, St. Gaspar had a 
dream of many tongues that would 
praise God. My hope is that the 
same will come to pass today in Viet 
Nam.

Loi Nguyen, C.PP.S. is a stu-
dent in formation at Catholic 
Theological Union in Chicago.

Close to Home, continued from page 5
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The New Creation: Reflections from PBMR

Children Crying for Their Mothers; 
Mothers Crying for Their Children
Sister Donna Liette, C.PP.S., Precious Blood Ministry of Reconciliation

One evening as I was sitting with a small group of 
12-15 year-old boys locked up in Cook County Detention 
Center here in Chicago, I heard over and over again as 
eyes teared up, “I miss my grandma” or “Could you call 
my Mother?” Children yearning for maternal warmth in 
a cold cell. My heart hurt that night as I drove home. I 
asked myself, “What are we doing to our children?” One 
boy was no bigger than the 2nd graders I once taught.

I began to call the mothers and the grandmothers of 
these children and heard their loss and loneliness—and 
sometimes their shame—in these words: “I miss my 
child.” “Where did I go wrong?” “Pray for me!” They were 
looking for answers, for strength, for God.

I felt the need to gather these women together in circle, 
as did another of our Juvenile Detention Center volun-
teers, Sara Nunez. So we began, and slowly the circle 
grew—as did the bonding. We begin our Saturday morn-
ing monthly gatherings with brunch. Sometimes you 
hear laughter as they share their stories around the tables. 
Later they tell of how good it is to laugh in a safe place 
and not feel guilty. They tell how their laughter is just as 
healing as their times of sharing stories or shedding tears.

One of the Mothers, Julie Anderson, willingly shares 

her story:

Some things in life never get easier. 
It’s been seventeen years since they took 
my son away in handcuffs on an early 
December morning. I can still see the 
slight young boy being led out of the front 
door to a waiting squad car. That was the 
beginning of the end of my normal life, 
my life where I could commiserate with 
friends about how great my children were 
doing, or how terrible things were; that 
they had missed a homework assignment 
or come home fifteen minutes late for 
curfew.

When my friends talk about their chil-
dren, I am always silent. What can I tell 
them? Should I share with them the heart-
break of having a child “locked up”? Could 
I do that without them judging him or me? 
Maybe I should tell them how hard it is 
to have your child locked away 35 miles 
from your home. How hard it is to get up 
at 5:30 a.m. and drive for six hours, all for 
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a maximum two-hour visit. How every time they take him back, 
my heart breaks a little more. In the seventeen years he has been 
locked up, we have never missed a visit. No matter how busy 
our month, how low our bank account, or how bad the weather, 
we go. Because it’s all our son has.

Can I share this with my friends? When I was first invited to 
a “circle” I was doubtful. Raised in a strict Irish Catholic home, 
“sharing” was not encouraged. I lived in a “just deal with it and 
move on” type of home. Which is what I did for seventeen years. 
I really didn’t talk about it, not even to my husband. Our pain is 
so real and close we couldn’t share it. So I went to my first circle 
as a “doubting Thomas.”

Circle has been an amazing experience for me. For someone 
that carried this burden alone for many years, I felt connected 
to other mothers and women. I felt I could actually brag about 
my son without being judged. I could tell these mothers some 
of my pain, my sorrow, but also my pride in my son. I could tell 
them he was an amaz-
ing, funny, creative adult, 
how he made me laugh 
even in a bad situation. I 
could actually accept that 
maybe I did not fail in my 
most important job, that 
of being a mother. I have 
learned in circle that there 
are people that care, and I 
now accept that you can share without being judged, that I don’t 
always have to be the strong one, and it’s ok to be emotional. For 
this I say, Thank you.

And Sara writes of her experience:
I am a mother and a grandmother. I know the deep, abiding 

love that you feel toward those children that are your offspring. 
It is easy to learn to love children, even those who are not your 
own, and to feel joy, sorrow, anguish, and pain during various 
times and situations of their lives. However, it is impossible for 
me to know and feel what another mother feels when her child 
is in jail or has been the victim of violence. Only those who have 
been there can truly understand. I can only see the suffering in 
their eyes that comes from their broken hearts. It is also possible 
to see that the pain and suffering is lifted a little when one mom 
realizes that there are others like her and together they can 
reach out and hold each other up in spirit, thought and prayer.

It is the cry of the blood heard in the voices of children and their mothers 
and grandmothers that calls all of us to find ways to bring near—into healing 
circles—those far off and alone in their pain.

Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us. Our Lady of the Precious Blood, 
pray for us.

owners to inpatient rooms 
through the Pet Partners pro-
gram. I have the opportunity 
to witness a transformation in 
many patients for a few min-
utes, as they become the sole 
priority of a loving dog. Some 
patients stopped crying tears of 
sorrow while others shed tears 
of joy after a few minutes with a 
dog. Bringing joy and normalcy 
to patients when so much is 
unknown, uncomfortable and 
feared, the pets greatly improve 
the patients’ stay (although the 
handler and I get the credit). 
Each week, patients thank us for 
bringing the highlight of their 
day in the form of an affectionate 
pet to their beds.

From a simple “thank you,” to 
immediate prayers of thanksgiv-
ing, to tears of joy, the patients’ 
appreciation continues to 
impress me—especially in light 
of the largely incorrect guidance 
I received on my first day. So 
many people have demonstrated 
their gratitude for what others 
had done for them at Truman, 
despite the many unique feel-
ings they encounter as hospital 
patients. These experiences have 
made me more appreciative and 
aware of all that I have, even 
though I felt a sense of uncer-
tainty in this new environment 
in the city of Kansas City and 
at Truman. Furthermore, the 
connections I have made with 
patients motivate me daily in my 
service: I look forward to serving 
those I have developed relation-
ships with and aim to serve 
those I do not know in a similar 
manner. While I am grateful to 
hear patients say I’ve made their 
day, I could not be happier that 
serving them is my day.

Advice, continued from page 12
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Change Service Requested

“Over sixty percent of our pa-
tients are mentally ill, so you have 
to find other ways to be appreciated, 
because the patients will not express 
their gratitude to you.” This advice 
was given to me from a lead nurse 
at Truman Medical Center as I em-
barked on my first day at Truman. 

Although I was looking forward to 
serving in the hospital, this nurse 
tempered any expectations I had 
about the patients. Furthermore, a 
full time volunteer had never served 
at Truman Medical Center. As 
such, I began a journey into some 
uncharted territory. Although I 
was venturing into a year of service 
filled with many unknowns, I knew 
with the uncertainty would come 
opportunity.

As a full time volunteer, I have 
had many opportunities to assist in 
caring for patients. One such role 
involves bringing a hospitality cart 
to inpatients, offering donated items 
such as robes, crossword puzzles, 
pillows and magazines. All patients 
provide me with a “thank you,” but 
one lady was truly amazed by such 
an offer. Before she could respond, 
her lips began quivering as she 
explained how impressed she was 
that someone was simply trying 
to help her feel more comfort-
able. She never asked for anything, 
and simply wanted to talk. She 

described the fear she had felt dur-
ing the past few months: not a fear 
of the unknown—as she felt that 
she had been blessed with a great 
life and was at peace if it were to 
end soon. Rather, she was cloaked 
in fear of pain. She had been in im-
mense pain, which brought her to 
the hospital. Although her pain was 
controlled during her stay, she wor-
ried about the pain she would deal 
with following her discharge. In 
the midst of a painful renal failure 
experience, she graciously thanked 
me for the offer I’d extended. I was 
so touched that despite the fear and 
pain she endured, she so deliberate-
ly expressed her thankfulness and 
then spoke with me like we’d been 
longtime friends. Although she 
never requested something from the 
hospitality cart, I was glad to offer 
some support for her emotional 
burden.

In one of my favorite roles at 
Truman, I have accompanied 
some four-legged friends and their 

Pleasantly Unnecessary Advice
Michael D’Netto, Precious Blood Volunteer

Precious Blood Volunteers

continued on page 11

Michael D’Netto


