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Editor’s Notes

A Hint of God
by Fr. Richard Bayuk, c.pp.s., Editor

“Joy is the infallible sign of the presence of God.” 
–Pierre Teilhard de Chardin

As of this writing, it is now a week since I said goodbye to Buddy, a 
faithful companion who brought joy into the lives of myself and others 
for 13 years. If you are a pet owner, then you understand the sadness 
that is unique to this kind of loss. The following poem (Tis a Fearful 
Thing by Yehuda HaLevi), was not written about the loss of a pet, but I 
have found it helpful to read during these days.

’Tis a fearful thing
to love what death can touch.
A fearful thing
to love, to hope, to dream, to be—
to be,
And oh, to lose.
A thing for fools, this,
And a holy thing,
a holy thing
to love.
For your life has lived in me,
your laugh once lifted me,
your word was gift to me.
To remember this brings painful joy.
’Tis a human thing, love,
a holy thing, to love
what death has touched.

But mostly I am choosing to be grateful for this gift of unrelenting 
goodness. In the words of the author Bruce Cameron, “When we adopt 
a dog or any pet, we know it is going to end with us having to say good-
bye, but we still do it. And we do it for a very good reason: They bring 
so much joy and optimism and happiness. They attack every moment 
of every day with that attitude.”

It's the joy more than anything that I will remember. A wagging 
tail is joy overflowing and infecting your life with delight. Whether 
you’re gone for an hour or a week, dogs will jump for joy at the sight 
of you. You have never known pure joy until you come home to a dog 
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Leadership

by Fr. Keith Branson, c.pp.s., Provincial Council

Once at Clergy Days in the diocese where I was serving as pastor, I 
was at table with the local Dominican community. It was an entertain-
ing conversation; they were a group who seemed to know each other 
well, and they regularly gave each other a hard time. “Fifteen minutes; 
plenty of time to get a sermon ready.” Particularly, they called each 
other heretics about a dozen times, which was amusing enough that I 
considered becoming a Dominican for a few brief moments, but then I 
came to my senses. Every day doesn't need to be a theological sitcom. 

Being able to deal with difficult topics honestly calls for a level of 
trust, intimacy, and mutual respect that many religious community 
spiritualities try to develop. Our current culture doesn't help with this. 
As members of a polarized society, we tend to avoid confrontation, 
reinforced by the harsh diatribes surrounding us, which usually spawn 
condemnation and division. In this time of confrontation, perhaps the 
best question is how do we have difficult discussions. What we don't 
confront can harm us (I'm a living witness to that) and burying dif-
ferences only brings about a false, fragile, easily broken peace, and an 
easy acceptance of ongoing states of decay.

As people of reconciliation, we should be able to confront internal 
differences of opinions and goals and remain together. Gaspar pro-
posed this as he was drawing up his first rule for the community: 
“In order that everything proceed in good harmony, there is to be 
a meeting of the Missionaries each month, and more often, if it is 
deemed opportune, where they will discuss the good progress of the 
pious works and whatever else is necessary, in order that no individual 
can make a decision in a matter.”(Italics in the original are in 
Gaspar's handwriting.) 

Being at a congressus was a challenge of listening, respect, and 
humility, not to mention trust. Gaspar thought all decisions affecting 
the community were to be made there (an attitude still present in our 
current statutes: our assemblies are superior to the Provincial Director 
and Council.) The monthly meeting could be a dangerous place, a 
place where people could get into arguments and develop ongoing 
grudges, which could tear a group apart. Gaspar had some comments 
about the nature of dialogue as well: 
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“In (study conferences) one proposes and re-
sponds without fire, rather with using civil, prudent, 
humble terms...no one is to judge himself beyond 
that to with the responsibility assigned him autho-
rizes, reserving himself to expressing his feeling as 
needed in the meetings; and if it should be neces-
sary to make up for an instruction of a companion, 
which charity and respect remind him of what might 
be necessary, and thus the bond of love in Jesus 
Christ be preserved.”

Here we see a practical part of Gaspar's vision of 
the Bond of Charity at work. Gaspar wasn't in favor 
of witticisms or sharp remarks, however. Gentle 
humor is born of care and respect—as well as deep 
insight—and not in seeking the best comeback, 
sound bite, or tweet. He wanted his Missionaries to 
live together as good friends. 

What holds us together is our spirituality, and as 
long as there are at least two of us in the commu-
nity, there are bound to be differences about it. It 
is tempting to carry our banners alone, call like-
minded people to follow us, and form a smaller 
community. That wasn't Gaspar's vision, and even 
though he was the leading light of the early com-
munity, he wanted collaborators, and attracted 
some very gifted people to his community.

Paul writes this in in a passage—usually read at 
weddings—which was really written for a communi-
ty torn by division and rivalry: “Love is patient, love 
is kind. It is not jealous, [love] is not pompous, it is 
not inflated, it is not rude, it does not seek its own 
interests, it is not quick-tempered, it does not brood 
over injury, it does not rejoice over wrongdoing but 
rejoices with the truth. It bears all things, believes 
all things, hopes all things, endures all things” 
(1 Cor 13: 4-7).

As we begin a New Year, let us consider again 
what community means to us. How does the Bond 
of Charity affect our relationships with each other, 
even when we have to talk through difficult things? 
How does it call us to build trust in one another? 
They are issues we need to think about as we con-
template coming together in a New Creation. 

By putting a premium on building trust and 
respect for each other we can give the Bond of 
Charity room to grow. Pope Francis calls us to be 
comfortable and patient with dialogue, as Gaspar 
did. Keeping each other at arm's length may be 
easier, but it will make it difficult to invite others to 
join us. Being comfortable with each other despite 
our differences will not only entice others join us 
in responding to the Cry of the Blood, but also help 
make our proclamation of the Gospel more authen-
tic, more real. 

Editor, continued from page 2

that has missed you. In my experience no one else 
will ever be this happy to see you, although little 
children come close in their excitement and hap-
piness, jumping, and bouncing at the sight of a 
parent returning. In both cases it is an expression of 
unconditional love.

The experience of owning a dog (or being owned 
by one!) twice now, has among other things given 
me some better understanding of the divine (it is 
a serendipitous accident of our English words that 
“God” is “dog” spelled backwards).

Consider the episode in Luke’s gospel where 
Jesus is having a meal at the home of people con-
sidered to be sinners and is thus criticized by those 
who thought of themselves as the good ones, the 
law-abiding, church-going folks. In response to 
their complaints, Jesus simply tells three parables: 
about a shepherd who leaves 99 obedient sheep 
behind to look for one crazy one who wandered off; 
a homemaker who doesn’t bother about the nine 
coins in her apron, but goes obsessively looking for 
one lost one; and the father who throws a party for 
his good for nothing son when he finally finds his 
way home. Some would maintain that if the four 
gospels were lost, except for these three stories, 
we would still have the heart of Jesus’ message, the 
good news, because they tell us what we need to 
know about God.

In all three stories which Jesus tells to explain 
why he eats with sinners there is divine rejoicing 
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Buddy

and an invitation to join in the party: Rejoice with 
me, I have found the sheep that was lost; rejoice 
with me, I found the coin which I lost; this son of 
mine was lost and is found, so we had to rejoice, to 
celebrate. God doesn’t rejoice because all the prob-
lems of the world are solved and all human pain and 
suffering have come to an end. God rejoices because 
one of God’s lost children has been found.

Buddy—and my previous dog Skippy—had a 
lot in common, especially the experience of tak-
ing them walking where I could let them off leash. 
Running, sniffing, and stopping, going eagerly from 
one thing to another, missing nothing, delighting 
in everything, sometimes even jumping into the air 
with joy and making me laugh. Contagious joy.

I was able to have Buddy with me most of the 
time. With Skippy, however, I had to leave him in 

the fenced back yard during the day. When I came 
home after being away from early morning on, he 
would rush to greet me as if he had been waiting 
all day (and the neighbor lady often told me that he 
had indeed been waiting all day, checking out every 
approaching car). Every morning  he must have felt 
abandoned, and when I would get home, he would 
bark, jump up and lick my face, find the ball, run 
in circles, bark some more, and let everyone in the 
neighborhood know that he had found me. The 
ritual of being found, of homecoming, every day. 
I know we both felt it, but it was his joy that over-
whelmed me again and again.

When I picture God, I try to remember the joy of 
both those dogs, upon seeing me after an absence of 
even several hours. Absolute, unconditional, ec-
static joy that can’t be contained—all because I was 
back. Just that, nothing more. Don’t we all know 
deep down that all this might really be true about 
God, that our experience gives us some powerful 
hints? Many of you could speak about joy as you 
remember your own lost and found stories. No, not 
everything is right with the world yet, but still—
people turn and return home. I notice moments of 
forgiveness and healing and so do you. Take that joy 
and lift it up; it is a hint of God. 

Go there for:
Province Events
The Weekly Wine Press  
The New Wine Press

and more!

Find Us on the Web!
preciousbloodkc.org
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Precious Blood Resource Services has recently 
joined in collaboration with Hope Faith—Homeless 
Assistance Campus located in downtown Kansas 
City, and will be assisting in case management. The 
concept of collaborating and connecting with other 
social service providers to provide the best services 
for those in need is the common denominator for 
pbrs and Hope Faith. 

Hope Faith’s mission is to serve the homeless 
in the Kansas City. According to Programs and 
Partnership Director Alfredo Palaco, the organiza-
tion best fulfills its mission when it partners with 
other social service organizations in the metro 
area. Because every client that they serve has their 
own unique challenges and barriers, by working 

with area agencies and organizations Hope Faith 
can provide a wider variety of services such as 
medical, behavioral, employment, spiritual, and 
intensive case management. According to Palaco, 
“Working together as a community, we can leverage 
the strengths of partner organizations to provide 
integrated services to better serve those in need and 
to find more lasting solutions to a person’s unique 
situation experiencing homelessness. Partnering 
with pbrs aligns perfectly in our work to provide 
more individualized care and support for each guest 
that comes to Hope Faith and to others experienc-
ing homelessness in Kansas City.”

Case Management Supervisor Jonathan Reavis 
adds that Precious Blood Resource Services is a 

PBRS Continues to Establish Collaborations
by Denise Murrow, pbrs Director

Alfredo Palaco, Kari Lamer (Park University School of Social Work field supervisor), and Jonathan Reavis
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good partner for Hope Faith because both look to 
see God in all people. “I choose to see the people I 
help, not as a collection of problems, but as dynamic 
persons of strength and resilience. From a faith 
perspective, this is simply the acknowledgement 
that God’s grace is already at work with someone 
long before I encounter them.” Reavis goes on to 
say that when this is the view of the client, social 
workers can see them “more as a collaborator, co-
struggler, and co-sufferer. In short, it enables us to 
be compassionate.”

As a compassionate organization, Hope Faith 
offers services like private showers, hot meals, 
clothing, medical and dental clinics, mail services, 
and document assistance. Precious Blood Resource 
Services is a good fit for the sort of work that Hope 
Faith does because the most important element of 
case management is a caring and compassionate 
worker. Reavis concludes, “When we are able to sit 
with someone, validate their strengths and strug-
gles, and approach each person not as a problem to 
be solved, but as a fellow struggler, we accomplish 

the goal that is at the heart of faith and our com-
mon humanity.”

As director of pbrs, I believe that this new col-
laboration allows us to continue our mission to con-
nect those on the margins of society, with the help 
they need to enhance their quality of life and lead 
them to independence. It provides further opportu-
nity to assess for needs and gather resources from 
public and private agencies as well as walk with 
those needing assistance as they move through the 
system to get help. 

For example, through Hope Faith, I was able to 
meet with Alicia who has been coming to the cam-
pus for a few years and utilizes their sewing center. 
I was able to talk with her about her situation and 
provide her with information regarding employ-
ment. I assured her that if she needed any other 
resources, I was there to help her.

I also sat with Richard who came to Kansas City 
a year ago from Minneapolis, Minnesota and is cur-
rently homeless by choice. He finds that the home-
less population in Kansas City is “deep” and every-
one is intertwined and connected and dependent on 
life services. It is his goal to make a documentary on 
the lives of the homeless in Kansas City.

As the homeless problem begins to increase all 
over the country, we are called to walk with those 
on the margins through their struggles. We must 
remember Matthew 25:35: “For I was hungry and 
you gave me something to eat, I was thirsty and you 
gave me something to drink, I was a stranger and 
you invited me in, I needed clothes and you clothed 
me, I was sick and you looked after me, I was in 
prison and you came to visit me.” 

Richard with Luand Swoops

Are you interested in volunteering with 
Precious Blood Resource Services? 

Contact Denise Murrow, pbrs Director 
for more information at 
pbrs@preciousbloodkc.org.
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“What's in a name? That which we call a rose, 
by any other name would smell as sweet.” (Romeo 
and Juliet).

Shakespeare is saying that it doesn’t matter what 
something is called. I disagree. Names are impor-
tant. People live up to their names, don’t they? 
Given a chance, people grow into their names. Little 
bitty babes are given their grandparents names in 
hopes to endear them to their ancestors. Children 
learn to spell their names, no matter how compli-
cated they may seem. 

Naming was one of the privileges God gave 
Adam. Whatever God made, Adam got to name—
proof that God really believed in Adam to give him 

this gift. “So the man gave names to all the live-
stock, the birds in the sky and all the wild animals” 
(Genesis 2:20). Later Adam named his partner: 
“Adam named his wife Eve, because she would be-
come the mother of all the living” (Genesis 3:20).

Names are important in the Bible. How many 
times were people’s names changed after they had 
proven their worth or won a battle with angels—
Abram to Abraham; Sarai to Sarah; Jacob to Israel. 
Jesus, the Son of God, was given His name before 
He was born. Emmanuel, God with us. Awesome!

“I have called you by name and you are mine” 
(Isaiah 43:1). What a comforting realization. If I 

What’s in a Name?
by Cayetana Maristela, St. Joseph, Missouri Companion
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only heed the voice calling me, my life would be 
more peaceful. Every day I pray for the strength to 
claim my being a child of a loving God. 

In the olden days Filipinos named their chil-
dren after saints. Filipinos also name their children 
after relatives. One custom I appreciate is that our 
middle name is our mothers’ maiden name. What 
a comforting feeling to know the heritage one has. 
I am connected to something greater than myself. 
Filipinos love to give their children nicknames. 
Today it seems that made up names rule. I’m not 
sure I like this. 

Arriving at a recent event for which I had reg-
istered, I couldn’t find my name tag. When I said 
something to the coordinator, I was given a blank 
name tag and plastic shield. “Make one,” I was told. 

At first, I was disappointed, but I decided to 
make the most of this. I remembered when I was in 
high school, I was discouraged that my name was so 
old fashioned; no one else had the name Cayetana. 
I told my mother I wanted to change my name. She 
told me I wouldn’t dare, after all I was named for my 
grandmother. True enough. Anyway, it would cost 
money to change one’s name. I wasn’t going to waste 
my money on something trivial.

Still, I thought, if I changed my name, what 
would I pick? Years before, I thought that if I had 
a daughter, I would call her Catherine Elizabeth. 
I also liked Alexander, remembering a conversa-
tion my sister and I had. Whoever had a child first 
would name him or her Alexander or Alexandra. 
Magdalena’s first child is a junior, named for his fa-
ther. Her second child is Alexandra. However, I also 
had a foster son named Tristan Alexander.

I remember attending a Martin Luther King, Jr. 
event in 2005. I met a woman who told me she had 
a daughter named Caye. I asked her how she named 
her child. She told me that in Africa there is a tribe 
who called their storyteller Caye. The storyteller is a 
wise woman.

I had goosebumps. Every year as I met a new 
group of students, I would write my name, my full 

name on the board: Maria Cayetana Rufina Paz 
Maristela. One by one, I would tell the story of 
my name. Maria, after Mary, the mother of Jesus. 
Cayetana, after my maternal grandmother. Rufina, 
after my paternal grandmother. Paz, my mother’s 
maiden name. Maristela, my father’s last name. 

Inevitably I would be asked, “What does 
Cayetana mean?” I would answer, “the wise one.” 
“What does Paz mean?” “Peace.” “What does 
Maristela mean?” “Star of the Sea.” Then I would 
point to Cayetana again and say, “I just made that 
up.” After 2005, I still shared this story, but now I 
add, “but I guess I was right all those years.”

So, now I am faced with a blank name tag. Today 
I could be Catherine Elizabeth, both strong names. 
Catherine for Catherine of Siena, a doctor of the 
church. Elizabeth could be from Elizabeth Ann 
Seaton, first person born in the United States to be 
given the title of saint. Or Elizabeth could come 
from Elizabeth of Hungary, queen. Both were noble 
women. I could have been anything I wanted. Giving 
myself a different name might have been a conversa-
tion starter. There were many at the event who knew 
my real name. At my table, all but one really knew 
who I was. More importantly I knew who I was. The 
name tag remained blank; I am Cayetana. 

Have a Precious Blood Members, 
Companions, Parish, or other 
community event happening?

Please let us know about it! 

We welcome submissions and higher 
resolution photographs. 

Send submissions to:
communications@preciousbloodkc.org
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“This is a great book!” That’s one of the memo-
ries of (then Father) George Lubeley that I recall 
from my seminary days. He taught a course on 
Revelation and would frequently pull a book from 
his briefcase with that phrase. Books were a promi-
nent part of his life, and he was an avid reader until 
the end of that life.

George was born in 1919 in St. Louis, Missouri, 
and was a member of the American Province, later 
of the Cincinnati Province. Along with three other 
Precious Blood members, he was sent for advanced 
studies to the University of Fribourg in Switzerland 
shortly after World War ii. He returned to the 
United States and spent the next 20 years teaching at 
St. Joseph College and St. Charles Seminary. 

In the late sixties he became convinced that the 
education of Precious Blood seminarians would be 
better served at another institution or institutions 
with a larger and stronger faculty and program of 
studies. He was an advocate for that position at the 
1969 Cincinnati Province Assembly. The Assembly 
decided to close St. Charles, and George became the 
first director of formation at Catholic Theological 
Union in Chicago, one of the sites where the stu-
dents were now being educated. 

In Chicago, George’s long friendship with Marie 
Weber developed into romance, blossomed, and in 
1974 he and Marie were married. George continued 
to have contact with the Missionaries of the Precious 
Blood, and he and Marie later became Precious 
Blood Companions.

Just as the first half of his life was spent in service 
to the Missionaries of the Precious Blood, George 
continued to be engaged in service, especially with 
the elderly and people with mental illness. He re-
ceived an M.A. in counseling from the University of 
New Hampshire and held several positions involv-
ing social work with the elderly, eventually retiring 
from the Depart of Human Services, Elder Services 
Divisions, of the State of New Hampshire. 

After retire-
ment, he con-
tinued to serve 
as a volunteer in 
Putnam County, 
Ohio, where he 
and Marie made 
their home. 
George died in 
their home at the 
age of 96 in 2015.

George’s love 
for books, espe-
cially books on 
theology, meant 
that he amassed 
a great many vol-
umes over the years, most of which he donated. The 
last time I saw George and Marie was in response to 
a request to evaluate those books he still had, with 
a view to donating them to the Missionaries. As I 
went through those books, I was struck by the many 
annotations in the margins, evidence that he had 
not skimmed the texts, but reflected on what he had 
read. He may have been actively involved in service 
activities but continued to be nourished by what he 
read and by his active involvement in the parish in 
Ottoville, Ohio.

I recall that many of us were surprised at his deci-
sion to leave our Congregation to marry, and I was 
aware that we would be losing a member of formi-
dable intellect. At the time, we were not aware of the 
long and fruitful ministry that lay ahead for George, 
no longer as a priest but as a committed lay person 
whose vocational discernment led him to embrace a 
different life of service. 

In the context of the current discussions on the 
ordination of married men, I would have to say that 
George Lubeley was certainly a vir probatus, some-
one who could have been called back to priestly 
ministry. In any case, he remains a witness to a life of 

George Lubeley
by Fr. Jerome Stack, c.pp.s.
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The great American essayist Ralph Waldo Emerson 
said, “nothing great is ever achieved without enthu-
siasm.” Enthusiasm comes from the Greek meaning 
“filled with God.”

On most days I am very enthusiastic. I feel that the 
work we do here at pbmr is very much “filled with 
God.” It is not always upbeat and celebratory; it often 
comes during darkness and pain. 

I just returned from the second funeral this week. 
Both were 18-year-old young men. Both killed by gun 
violence. For each, the church was filled with family 
and many young people. The pain was visible on their 
faces. They are deeply burdened—by grief, fear, confu-
sion, anger, and so many other emotions. As one by 
one they returned from viewing the body, they looked 

worn down, withdrawn faces and dark circles under 
their eyes. 

I struggle with what we can do to end the violence. 
What more can we do? How do we better accompany 
our youth and families? I feel the burden of trying to 
have answers where answers are not easily found—or 
perhaps not what is needed. In those dark moments, 
when I question our ability, I cling to the God of the 
“Agony in the Garden.” The darkness gives way to the 
sacred—enthusiasm.

The youth sometime join me as we tell the story of 
PBMR. We have groups come through to learn about 
our work. Usually, they are looking for more than 
theory; they want to experience the ministry. 

Amid the Darkness, Light
by Fr. Dave Kelly, c.pp.s., pbmr Director
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Reflection occasioned by the hymn “Give us the 
Wings of Faith” by James Whitbourn, sung at Holy 
Name of Jesus Cathedral, Raleigh, North Carolina 
on November 1, 2019

The heaviness, dampness, and deep darkness of 
winter are upon us here in North Carolina. We’ve 
had four days of constant drizzle and threatening 
clouds blocking the sun and our wonderful Carolina 
Blue skies. Nature seems to have gone asleep, rest-
ing after its bringing forth grain and vine, the fruit 
of the earth and the work of human hands. Nature 
rests in anticipation of a fresh awakening to again 
prove there is hope even in death. 

Thoughts in these dark days turn to those I’ve 
known. Their stories rattle in my head and I wish 
I had the talent and the discipline to write their 
stories. As I have aged, their memory comes and 
haunts me in a delightful manner. How I wish I 
had catalogued the activities and words of a Larry 
Eiting, of an Emil Labbe, of a Tim Dillon. These are 
but three classmates who have gone to sleep and 
have awakened to…Yes to What? These remember-
ings began as autumn completed its harvest. The 
liturgical focus reminded us there is a harvest that 
gleans even the least among us.

I am privileged to cantor and the choir at the 
newly constructed Holy Name of Jesus Cathedral. It 
is a huge barn of a place with echoes that rival those 
in Assumption Chapel at St. Charles before it was 
tuned. But what a wonderful place to sing, to lead in 
prayer-song. And so, something awoke in me as we 
celebrated in early November.

The meditation song for All Saints at the Cathedral 
was a piece by James Whitbourn titled “Give Us the 
Wings of Faith.” The lyrics are as follows:

Give us the wings of faith to rise within the veil 
and see the saints above.
How great their joys, how bright their glories be!
Give us the wings of faith to rise within the veil,
and see the saints above, how great their joys, how 

bright their glories be.
We ask them whence their victory came.
They, with united breath ascribe the conquest to 
the Lamb;
their triumph to his death.
They marked the footsteps he trod.
His zeal inspired their breast.
And following their incarnate God they reached 
the promised rest. 

The music is compelling—the sopranos soar, 
the basses provide a solid foundation of insistent 
commitment, the tenors and altos weave a pattern 
of hope and gentle delight at the message. In all, the 
music lifts one up as “on the wings of faith.” (https://
www.youtube.com/watch?v=FKsGwmV83b) 

The thoughts that swirl around me as I write 
this are filled with the faces and figures of so 
many persons. Family, including Joe and Marcella, 
Hilda and Chick, Alice, Florian and Imelda, 
Leo, Al and Bernie, Hugo and Matilda, Dick and 
Lizzy, Hugo and Olivia, Joe and Mary, Clarence 
and Esther, Frank and Rose, Frank and Katie, 
Matilda and Joe, Joe and Josephine, Kenny and 
Marcella, Roger, Urban, Kevin, Mary and Francis, 
Billy, and—even most recently, Cheryl—Urban 
and Agnes. Grandmas and grandpas—Adam and 
Mary Margaret, Charles, and Louise (only Adam 
met)—and Evie of short life and those unborn 
and unnamed who never saw the light of day, too 
soon lost. There are the faces of the three then 
recent high school graduates at Holy Trinity—only 
Ronnie’s name remains with me. There are the two 
Elizabeths—the one died on the voyage to the New 
World and was buried at sea and the one only four 
years old who died of a dog bite and whose grave 
is unmarked. Great uncle John nearly forgotten but 
seen only once at a wedding and pointed out by 
Dad. Those who were in seminary and ordained—
Tom Albers, Larry Eiting, Tim Dillon, Norbie 
Schaaf, Davie Spraul, Ron Denicola, John Post, Jim 
Reinhart, John Franck, Frank Creel, Joe Grilliot, 
Tony Spitzig, Charlie Bricker, Bob Kunish, Bob 
Lechner, Bob Siebeneck, Ambrose Heiman, Larry 
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Heiman, Rudy Bierberg, Jim Wichtman, and Pat 
Fitzgerald. And those who cared, like Andy Pollack, 
Camillus Lutkemeier, Joe Pax, the Diller boys and 
so many, many others. And two in a most special 
place in my heart: the beloved Clarence Leibold, so 
patient, so quiet, so humble, so supportive in my 
most difficult decision; and the gentle, instructive, 
prayerful man who mentored me in my search for 
truth and joy, George Lubeley.

I worried how they would look on me when I 
was called home, when my sleep of transition came. 
I feared being ignored, shunned, forgotten. Then it 
struck me that it didn’t make any difference how or 
if they saw me. What would lift me up was how I 
rejoiced at the sight of them, whether they saw me 
in the shadows observing them or not. It was rejoic-
ing in their memory that made paradise. Seeing 
these many saints gathered, lifted up on the wings 
of their faith and their faithfulness through many 
joys, many trials, through much pain and struggle 
to come to the Lamb whose death is no ransom to 
an evil one—that is the seeing that brings peace 
and impenetrable and lasting joy. It resounds as the 
infinite and continuing symbol and sign and real-
ity of the unfathomable love and care of whom we 
call God—that being, creator and preserver of all 
we experience and from whom we learn how to ap-
preciate and to love and be lifted up on the wings of 
faith. Divinity is not something God clung to even 
though it is his right and privilege to do so. Love 
does that to a person. 

Let my heart these winter days be lifted up on 
the wings of faith to pierce the mists and darkness 
thrown our way by those who would harm us, cause 
us to lose our wings. Let me delight in the glories of 
those who have gone before—my spirit buoyed by 
their faith, the wings of which have brought them to 
where they are. Those wings may yet lift up hearts 
in pain, in joy, in solidarity with the saints urged 
on by the Lamb to reach the fullness of living and 
the joy of the college gathered in the vast plain: 
the crowd that knows no competition, no tears, no 
death, for it has all passed in the flood of the Blood 
of the Lamb. How their glories shine! 

service and dedication to the Lord, who called him 
to some 70 years of service to the Congregation, to 
the Church, and to the world. 

This biography was written with assistance from 
Companion Marie Lubeley. 

A while back Shamar joined me in one of those 
moments. We sat in circle and I asked Shamar to 
share his story. He said what you hear often: PBMR 
is like a second home, a safe place where people care 
about you, the only place in the neighborhood where 
someone will help you, etc. During sharing, he spoke 
about the death of a friend, a very close friend. In mid-
sentence he stopped. He put his head down and was 
overwhelmed by grief. We sat there and took in that 
sacred moment. When Shamar looked up with tears in 
his eyes, he continued. He did not apologize or explain 
his pain. He told of how alone he felt at times. 

The spirituality of the Precious Blood makes room 
for pain; it does not gloss over or rush through. In the 
darkness, there is a God who shares in our suffering, a 
God who absorbs the suffering and pain of his people. 

Richard Rohr admonishes us that the cross is not 
our company logo, but rather the cross is to be gazed 
upon as we are transformed. I’m pretty sure Jesus 
didn’t set out to start a church. I am pretty sure he set 
out to start a movement, a movement that was based 
on unconditional love—seeing one another as family. 
Too often we concern ourselves about maintaining the 
structure with all its doctrine and regulations about 
who’s in and who’s out. I think we all forget at times 
that the real gospel message is a movement. It is about 
radical loving. It is about standing at the foot of the 
cross and being transformed. 

We try at pbmr to keep focused on our mission of 
radical hospitality and accompaniment. At our best, 
pbmr is a movement—reaching out and welcoming 
those who are disconnected and isolated. It is about 
creating a community of hope for families and young 
people who have been left out, overlooked, ignored, or 
worse, systematically harmed by inequities. 

pbmr, continued from page 11

George Lubeley, continued from page 11
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