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“How long, O Lord, I cry for help, but you do not listen…” These words from 
the book of Habakkuk and the experience of more than 900 Chicagoans mur-
dered in 2011 and 2012 were the inspiration behind a play and a book: How 
Long Will I Cry: Voices of Youth Violence. Students from DePaul University in 
Chicago interviewed youth whose lives were directly affected by the bloodshed 
of the Chicago streets and challenged us to listen. How long do our children 
need to cry for help and we do not listen? Our own PBMR youth, Ronald Sims, 
was among those interviewed. He gives his story (which follows) the title, “A 
Message for Stupid People.”

All I got to say—you don’t got nobody else but yourself. Even me. I’m a twin, 
but no matter what, you still by yourself. I was born and raised in the neighbor-
hood. It was tough, rough. I been shot, gangbanged, but I’m not in a gang no 
more. I ain’t been in a gang—all right, you could say I’m affiliated, yeah, but I 
don’t sit on the corner no more. I don’t hang with the wrong crowd anymore.

How Long, Lord?
by Ronald Simms, PBMR Youth and Sr. Donna Liette, C.PP.S., PBMR Staff
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PBMR: The New Creation

I live with my grandma. She my guardian. Me and my 
brother had drugs in our system when we was born. That’s 
why my grandma got custody of us. My parents, they on 
drugs, both of them. But my mama, she straightened out a 
little bit. She live a block away. She got a little job at a little 
junkyard. But I don’t really see her that much.

When I was growing up, there was a lot of us in my 
grandma’s house. Like, 10 or 11 peoples. And the sad thing 
is—three bedrooms. Me and my brother used to sleep 
on the let-out couch. Grandma used to sleep on another 
couch in the dining room. And my uncle and his friends, 
they used to smoke weed in the house. He would leave ten 
of them in one room, playing games and shooting dice 
for money, so we’d just go outside and play basketball. 
Me and my brother, we were just raw with basketball. We 
used to play ball in the cold. We used to bring shovels and 
just shovel the snow so we could play. We couldn’t really 
bounce the ball; it was so wet and cold. And then, in sum-
mer, we used to play tag, throw water balloons, then we’d 
go back playing ball. Ball, ball, ball, basketball, basketball. 
We was just outside having fun. Then, that’s when all the 
drugs, all the guns, came to the area. And that’s when ev-
erybody just became bad. Became negative. It’s just the 
hope, like, went away.

“Rough twins,” they used to call us. Bad twins. Like, if 
anything would go wrong, they’d say, “They did it.” But we 
ain’t never used to do it! We would just steal bikes, but we 
were never going in people’s houses. But the more we grew 

up, the more stuff we seen, and the more we wanted it. 
It’s like, you see people with new shoes, so you want new 
shoes, so you want this, that, that. We seen drug dealers; 
they had females and cars. So we just wanted to make a 
name for ourselves.

That’s how the bad stuff started. There wasn’t no joining 
no gang. It was just, you born in it.  The guy that shot me, 
we used to be friends. I probably know him all my life. We 
used to be cool. One of my close friends be his cousin.

Then, when my close friend moved out of town, that’s 
when he stopped hanging with us. He went back across 
the park. You know how it is. The gang split. Divided. And 
it was just them against us. They hated us. I don’t even 
know why. Me and my brother and my friends had sum-
mer jobs, and we had bought two cars. We used to just 
drive around there, everything looking good. We had new 
clothes, but we wasn’t really stunting. We weren’t show-
ing out. We were just—us. We wasn’t thinking about them. 
Them—they be thinking about us.

So it’s like that. They can’t go over here; we can’t go over 
there. It’s like a bridge. You got this side of the bridge; we 
got this side of the bridge. But instead of a bridge, it’s the 
park: You got this side of the park; we got this side of the 
park. That’s how it is. If they catch you, you finna get shot 
at—boom, boom, boom, boom.

June 16, 2010—it was daytime. Sherman Park, kids was 
out—it was hot. It was a sunny, sunny day. Everybody was 
out. So he approached us like, “Hey!” And he said some-
thing, so we got to chasing him. He just shot, like bam. I 
think he wanted to shoot one of us, but, like, he didn’t care 
if it was me. He just finna to shoot. He shot like at least 
nine times. Doon, doon, doon, doon. Doon, doon, doon, 
doon.

I didn’t know I was hit. I thought it was a paintball gun. I 
was laughing: “Take a look, they shooting paintball guns!” 
But then, I felt it. I get to the alley, and I felt a burn, it was 
hurting. And I just seen the blood: “Dang, I been shot. I 
been shot.”

I remember everything. I thought I was going to die. I 
was like, “Yeah, this could really kill me right now.” But 
I wasn’t really panicking; I was just calm. I was walk-
ing slow. I walked two blocks. I sat down when I made 
it back on Bishop Street. And the ambulance people, the 
paramedics—they wasn’t trying to help me. They was just, 
“Who did it?” That’s all they wanted to know, the police 
and all of them.

I was in the hospital for a day and a half. They wanted to 
keep me for a week, but I didn’t want to stay in. I knew I 

Ronald Simms
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was in pain, but I just wanted to go back home. So I went home. And after that, 
when I tried to walk to the store, I’d just have to pause and stop for a minute or 
two, ‘cause it would get to burning and stuff. So that feeling, it would sting my 
heart. Just that one bullet. It hit my stomach. I’ve still got the bullet in me. 

After the shooting, that’s when I started getting mature. I had a friend named 
Martez who got killed. A lot of people in the neighborhood were getting killed. 
Before that, we ain’t killing anyone. We just thought it was fun, you know. Then, 
it went to killing people, so that’s a big change. That’s a big difference. People 
right now are still getting their friends killed, and still just wanting to do dumb 
things. Don’t wanna make a change.

Sometimes I’ll say, “Forget the community, man. Forget everybody. I just 
want to go away, be rich and never come back.” But then I got my other good 
side when I feel like I ain’t going to give up on the community. I’m just going 
to go do good, and come back and help the community. I think about the time 
I get grown—like 2, 26—the violence will probably have died down. I don’t 
think the violence is going to be here forever. It’s going to be violence, but not 
like how it is now. There’s a lot of violence, because it’s the money, people broke, 
the poverty. It’s like hot water. Steam. You know, when steam needs to just open 
up the cap and you just let it go, and you see the hot air and stuff. That’s like 
people, and they just shoot you—boom, boom, boom!

From now on, I got my eye on the future. You shoot at me, I’m not finna come 
back and shoot at you. I’m telling you, you shoot me, I’m running; you ain’t go-
ing to see me no more. You trying to make me get a felony. You trying to make 
me throw away my future. You just want me to fall for you. And I’m not going 
to fall for you. Stupid people, I’m wise. I’m just going to focus on school, get 
my grades back up. I been trying to get in college. I think I’ll study marketing. 
I could find myself doing business, record labels and stuff. I’m hoping to go to 
Saint Joseph College in Indiana. I want to go to a private college. I been there 
three, four times. I love that it’s laid-back; it’s not a university. They’ll help you 
out. They’re going to really help you out and be like, “Man, come on. Take it 
step by step. You’re going to have your diploma. You’ll have a degree, bachelor’s 
degree, everything—probably a master’s.” So it’s up to me to be successful. I 
ain’t depending on nobody but myself. I gotta make that change. You want the 
jewelry, you want the girls—but I want the future.

This is one of the many stories of our youth; violence and crime do not just 
happen, nor does joining a gang; these stories come from pierced hearts and 
souls; from abandonment, fear, pain, loneliness. As Ronald so powerfully ac-
knowledges, even though he is a twin, he is alone. At PBMR, we see our mis-
sion as building a restorative community where all are welcome, where families 
support one another and neighborhoods are safe, where there is healing of the 
wounds and hope for a future without violence.

Editor’s note: Ronald’s story is reprinted with permission from How Long Will 
I Cry? Voices of Youth Violence, edited by Miles Harvey. Free copies of the book 
are available at bigshouldersbooks.com.
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Leadership

An article on leadership in the Church cannot be writ-
ten without reference to Pope Francis’ recent statements 
in the media. His observations have been refreshing and 
encouraging.

I am writing this a few days after his historic interview 
was published in Jesuit journals throughout the world. His 
comments caught the attention of not only the Catholic 
community, but also that of the entire world. I am con-
stantly being asked by various members of the wider com-
munity, “What do you think of the new pope?” His leader-
ship, obviously, is catching the attention of many.

What is so different about this pope’s leadership that is 
causing such a stir throughout the world? In multiple ex-
amples recorded in the gospels Jesus impresses upon his 
disciples that if they wish to follow him there is one sine 
qua non: they must be servants. Pope Francis makes this 
same point absolutely clear, “Every man, every woman 
who has to take up the service of government must ask 
themselves two questions, ‘Do I love people in order to 
serve them better? Am I humble enough and do I listen to 
everyone, to diverse opinions in order to choose the best 
path?’ If I don’t ask those questions, your governance will 
not be good. The man or woman who governs—who loves 
the people—is a humble man or woman.”

Unfortunately, in today’s world too many individuals 
occupying positions of governance, be that civil or reli-
gious, do not always see themselves as servants of the peo-
ple. In the church we have seen too much of an attitude 
of wanting to be served rather than to serve. This comes 
across as a clerical culture that demands certain perks be 
given. This was illustrated for me by a friend who runs a 
clothing store. He recently told me, “Whenever my staff 
sees a priest coming in dressed in his ‘clerics,’ they remark, 
‘Here comes someone looking for a discount!’”

In a follow up interview in the Italian newspaper la 
Repubblica the week of September 23, conducted in the 
modest quarters of the Vatican guest house, Pope Francis 
made this comment regarding clericalism, “I am against 
clericalists.” When he meets one, he stated, “I suddenly 
become anti-clerical. Clericalism should not have any-
thing to do with Christianity.”

Leadership is equated with authority. Authoritarianism 
is contrasted with authority. An authoritarian office holder 
is considered to be someone who plays hardball. Carrying 
out the duties of office is associated with cracking the 
whip. The subjects must be kept in line. Authoritarianism 
is a hard-nosed approach to leadership, summed up as a 
command/submit scenario. 

Shepherds, Not Bureaucrats
by Fr. Tom Welk, C.PP.S., Leadership Team
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Pope Francis, in his extended interview, acknowledged 
that it was this style of leadership he practiced as a Jesuit 
provincial. “I found myself as provincial when I was still 
very young. I was only 36 years old. That was crazy.” His 
inexperience led him to “make decisions abruptly and by 
myself.” This “authoritarian and quick manner of mak-
ing decisions led me to have serious problems and to 
be accused of being ultraconservative.” After stating he 
was not a right-winger, Pope Francis concluded, “It was 
my authoritarian way of making decisions that caused 
problems.”

A more positive description of leadership is implied in 
the root meaning of authority. Its background is from the 
Latin augere, to increase, to create, to “author.” In other 
words, to be in a position of leadership involves a respon-
sibility to foster and increase the lives of those entrusted 
to one’s care. This is what shepherds are to do. This is what 
pastors are to do. Jesus modeled this type of leadership: 
“The crowds were spellbound at his teaching. The rea-
son was that he taught with authority and not like their 
scribes.” (Mt. 9:2). As Pope Francis stated, “The people of 
God want shepherds, not clergy acting like bureaucrats or 
government officials.”

Bureaucrats love their rules. They often end up being 
rule-driven individuals. The rule, the law, the policy must 
be served. Too bad if the needs of the flock get overlooked, 
left out or even subverted. Jesus was not in this type of 
company. Even the most sacred Sabbath laws of his day 
were put aside in order to meet the needs of people. Yes, it 
got Jesus in trouble. But he was not to be deterred, even if 
it resulted in being hung on a cross.

Pope Francis made this comment about being a rule-
driven church, “The church sometimes has locked itself 
up in small things, in small-minded rules. The most im-
portant thing is the first proclamation: Jesus Christ has 
saved you. And the ministers of the church must be min-
isters of mercy above all.” Imagine that! First of all, people 
are to be served, not rules.

No matter what title we may or may not have; no matter 
what office we may or may not hold, we are all called to be 
leaders. Our very baptism has made “us a chosen people, 
a royal priesthood…to proclaim the glorious works of the 
One who has called us.” (1 Pt 2:9).  In the words of Pope 
Francis, “Live on the border and be audacious. Be search-
ing, creative and generous.”

May we all be leaders in this vein. “Blood of Jesus re-
mind, renew and refresh us.”

through this REC event, he personally discovered 
how Catholics really are lovers of God and Jesus, 
and that the negativity he had heard was ficti-
tious ignorance. He found the team to be people 
who are genuine and accepting. He shared with 
Fr. Richard how much he valued the team giving of 
their time to be with the participants and described 
the weekend as “Awesome.”

“These inmates spontaneously gave their au-
thentic love and respect to all of us,” reflected 
Fr. Richard, “and in exchange they energized us 
to look beyond and through their felon status and 
to honor them for the men they are now and the 
men they are becoming.” Fr. Mark noted how much 
talent existed among the offenders and how much 
they knew their Bible, some of them having read the 
Bible several times cover to cover during their in-
carceration. One of the offenders even wrote one of 
the songs sung during the REC.

Our dedication to the spirituality of the Precious 
Blood and our ministry provided a reconciling and 
hope-filled experience for the participants—and 
a deeper understanding of what the blood of Jesus 
can do for those who seek that gift. In this we are 
connected to St. Gaspar, our founder, who gener-
ated a vision of healing and reconciliation we use 
to continue serving the Church and humanity to-
day. St. Gaspar specifically spent much time doing 
such ministry with many of the imprisoned in his 
time, similar to what we are doing in our time. The 
tap root of our Community’s vitality is to reach out 
and touch the hurting and marginalized people with 
whom we come into contact. By attending to others, 
we receive interactively and draw from those deeper 
resources of God’s healing benefits. Thus we are also 
blessed when we allow ourselves to be conduits of 
God’s care and concern to aid in the creative trans-
formation of others by sharing with those whom 
our Lord loves so deeply.

Retreat, continued from page 7
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Ministry

When one thinks of going on a retreat, one usually pic-
tures a remote desert or pastoral setting where one can 
find solitude and quiet in order to listen to God. For some, 
however, that is not a possibility because they are con-
fined in prison with concertina razor wire-topped fences. 
At least their bodies are confined, while their minds and 
their souls are able to find a peaceful respite despite the 
restrictive setting.

The last weekend of September a group of twelve people, 
including Frs. Richard Colbert and Mark Yates, conducted 
a retreat at the Western Reception Diagnostic Correctional 
Center (WRDCC) in St. Joseph, Missouri. This institution 
houses over 3,000 offenders; a good number of these will 
be released within the next two years. Forty-eight offend-
ers signed up for this annual retreat, along with thirteen 
offenders who have previously made at least one retreat 
and wanted to participate as “Wheaties” who help as the 
support team through service and prayer. Among those 
offenders who participated were Catholics, Protestants, 
Mormons, many unchurched and even one Muslim.

While most of the team came from the St. Joseph area, 
others came from Liberty, Lee’s Summit, Bowling Green, 
and Omaha. Fr. Richard was the Spiritual Director and Fr. 
Mark was an observer, as this was his first prison retreat 

experience. Companion Judy Keisling also participated as 
a table facilitator. Companions Gail and Gary Kinkaid de-
livered many of the props Friday morning and assured us 
of their prayers throughout the weekend.

The retreat is called a REC event or Residents Encounter 
Christ. This was the twelfth one at this institution. You 
might note the similarity to TEC (Teens Encounter 
Christ).  Both are based on the same principles as the 
Paschal Mystery: dying to self and rising.

The REC began Friday morning with the team attend-
ing Mass at St. Francis Xavier in St. Joseph and being sent 
by the community. Following breakfast and last min-
ute instructions, everyone met in the parking lot at the 
WRDCC. All of the things needed for the weekend, includ-
ing snacks, were loaded into a truck and then driven by 
the WRDCC chaplain to the building where the REC was 
going to happen.

We had to enter through security at the main entrance. 
Prior to the weekend, those who were not already a VIC 
(Volunteer in Corrections) had to go through a daylong 
workshop on the regulations of the institution, a personal 
interview with the chaplain, a urine analysis, and a two-
part TB test to merit an identification badge to gain access. 

Striving for Holiness in Prison
by Frs. Richard Colbert, C.PP.S. and Mark Yates, C.PP.S.
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Security measures to enter are similar to going through 
airport security: pockets must be emptied, while other 
items must be in a clear plastic bag which is screened 
through an x-ray scanner and individuals through a metal 
detector. Each of us was also issued a body alarm for our 
personal safety. Fr. Richard demonstrated how well they 
work when he accidentally dropped his, and a shrill tone 
sounded until he could refit the lanyard trigger into the 
box. Fortunately, this happened when we were secluded 
between two locked areas for an additional inspection 
where no offenders were present and the officers present 
nodded compassionately while holding their ears.

We then unloaded the truck and began setting up the 
gym/auditorium for the weekend. The hope was that some 
of the offenders would be available to help, but they were 
confined to their cells while a count was conducted. These 
counts occur several times a day—before each meal and 
in the middle of the night. When the count was finished, 
several offenders came and helped with the setup.

Each day of the REC was carefully designed with a mix-
ture of testimonies, prayer, conversation, singing, activi-
ties and refreshments. Friday was “Die Day,” taking from 
John 12:2:  “Amen, amen, I say to you, unless a grain of 
wheat falls to the ground and dies, it remains just a grain of 
wheat; but if it dies, it produces much fruit.” The first talk 
on “Ideals” was given by one of the offenders who stressed 
the correlation between the 3Ds of destiny, desire and dis-
cipline in one’s life. Throughout the day, team members 
gave three more meditations in which they shared their 
experiences of “Sacred Scripture,” “Easter Mystery,” and 
“Metanoia (Turning Back).”  That evening afforded ev-
eryone an opportunity for Reconciliation; some were sac-
ramental while others were an opportunity to unburden 
one’s heart or to ask advice. Fr. Ron Will, C.PP.S. provided 
additional assistance.

Saturday was “Rise Day.”  If we die to ourselves then we 
are able to rise above our former selves, becoming a bet-
ter version of ourselves. The focus of the meditations were 
“God is Love,” “Christian Living,” “Prayer,” and “Signs”—
given by team members sharing stories from their own 
lives. It was stressed that love is the key and love comes 
about through service. In the afternoon we went to the 
chapel and had an opportunity to participate in a foot 
washing ceremony as Jesus’ mandatum to love one anoth-
er. We then returned to the gym and shared a simple agape 
meal together. In the evening there was an opportunity for 
each person to share what they had gained from the week-
end so far. Many thanked the team for taking time from 
their schedules to provide this opportunity for this mental 
and spiritual escape from the prison routine.

Sunday was “Go Day” from John 20:21: “As the Father 
has sent me, so I send you.” We cannot just remain where 
we are; we must leave and take what we have learned and 
implement it in our daily living. The meditations for this 
day were “Universal Call to Holiness,” “Christian in the 
World,” and “Beyond REC.” The final meditation was an-
other one given by one of the offenders in which he en-
couraged them to continue to strive for holiness. The day 
concluded with celebrating the Eucharist together and 
returning the gym back to its state before the REC began.

 Through the different meditations, the presenters, 
drawing on their personal experiences of conversion, 
portrayed to these men how the Lord can and does work 
miracles through personal tragedies, setbacks, abuse, ad-
diction and conflicts if we are open to God’s love. Each 
presenter was listened to, accepted and felt new connec-
tions with these offenders who could resonate with what 
was being said and their experiences. Eventually we were 
led to experience inner conversions and healings of hearts, 
minds and attitudes. Grace was manifested to everyone 
that weekend—participants and team alike.

The disclosures through the meditations by the team 
members allowed the offenders to see the team as ordi-
nary people, just like them: human beings who have sur-
vived being hurt, abused, impulsive, stereotyped, judged 
falsely, hated, ignored and sometimes rejected. Through 
these disclosures some felt personal connections with the 
team members, sensing how the team wanted to be agents 
of healing and hope for them.

One offender surprised Fr. Richard after Mass on 
Sunday when he told him how he had been busy all 
day tearing down walls. He explained that he had 
heard much negativity about Catholics in his life, but 

continued on page 5
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Companions

At a recent conference in New Orleans, I attended a 
talk by Edwina Gateley, author of In God’s Womb, and a 
modern day poet, author, theologian, mystic and single 
mother. One of my favorite stories of hers is her interpre-
tation of the Syro-phoenician woman account in Mark 
:2-30. Remember, Jesus is outside Israel in what is now 
Syria when a foreign woman approaches him to heal her 
daughter. Jesus at first refuses her request. In illustrating 
how this woman stretches Jesus’ boundaries of God’s love 
beyond Israel to include Gentiles, Edwina puts her hands 
in front of her in fists, and as if her fists are bound by an 
imaginary rubber band, she forces her hands apart, all the 
while screeching with her voice shouting, “Sir, even dogs 
under the table get to eat the scraps of the children! This 
woman’s faith stretched, and pulled and finally broke open 
the boundaries of Jesus’ understanding of God’s love!” I 
always marvel how Edwina can break open the Gospel 
story through storytelling, inflections of voice, and bodily 
movement to make it relevant for us today.

In the past 2 years, the Companion movement has nev-
er had to beg for scraps from the Missionaries’ table. Quite 
the reverse, at our table there is always room for more 
people, and plenty of bread and wine to share! But this in-
vitation hasn’t come to us without consequential squeak-
ing, screeching, pulling, and tugging at the boundaries 
of what we see as our community. There is a wideness, a 
breadth as to how we as missionaries and companions live 
out—side by side—the love of God poured out for us in 
the Blood of Christ. 

Never has this been more real to me as in the past two 
months since becoming Interim Director of Companions. 
One recent experience illustrates this point. At the first 
Convener/Sponsor Workshop, each convener and spon-
sor shared the stories of their Companion group. It be-
came clear that each group has their own unique way 
of organizing, gathering and living out their call to live 
Precious Blood spirituality. The tension came when these 
same conveners asked me if there was one “right” way to 
run the group. I looked at them and said, “I know this 
will be uncomfortable, but relationships are messy. Yes, 
we have the bones that we call ‘Guidelines,’ but the way 
you put flesh on those bones belongs to each of your in-
dividual groups. Quite honestly, I love how each of you 
have different and diverse ways in which you travel the 
road marked by the Blood!” This relieved the tension and 
brought us hope that in valuing diversity we participate in 
the boundless love of God.

As one member recently shared with me: “Please un-
derstand, Companions enlarge our community by living 
out their vocations with us!” Companions don’t set their 
own tables and eat at them. United and having shared at 
table for many years, we have enhanced each other’s lives 
in many and diverse ways. As I begin traveling around the 
provinces eating at the tables of companions and mem-
bers, I look forward to the tugging, stretching, screeching, 
and breaking open of the stories of how we together live 
the spirituality of the Blood of Christ.

Around the Table
by Fr. David Matz, C.PP.S., Interim Director of Companions

California Companions at Covenant Rite
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On a glorious Sunday afternoon at St. Barnabas Church 
in Alameda, California, six candidates from Newark, 
California, experienced their first Precious Blood 
Companions’ Covenant Rite. The gathering was con-
vened by Father Joe Nassal, C.PP.S., Provincial Director of 
the Kansas City Province, and Father Dave Matz, Interim 
Director of Companions. They were joined by other 
covenanted companions and inquirers from Alameda, 
Newark, and Sonoma. Covenant candidates included 
Dollie Brooks, Mary Elizabeth and Robert Eckstein, 
Muriel Gallegos, and Judy and Tony Pino. Our seventh 
Newark Formation Companion, Trudy Miller, who was 
present at the St. Barnabas Rite, experienced her First 
Covenant at the Provincial Assembly at the Church of the 
Annunciation in Kearney, Missouri in June.

The Covenant Rite took place as part of a Eucharistic 
celebration on the 20th Sunday of Ordinary Time, and 
was conducted after the Gospel. The Covenant Rite took 
the form of a question-and-answer  inquiry, through 
which candidates pledged their desire to “participate  
more fully in the spirituality and apostolic mission of the 
Missionaries of  the Precious Blood, for the praise of God 
and the service of the people of  God, especially the poor 
and the oppressed.”

Candidates then recited the Covenant Promise to serve 
God and the Community for a period of one year. The 
Provincial Director then accepted the candidates’ written 
covenants on behalf of the Kansas City Province of the 
C.PP.S. This was followed by the blessing and presentation 
of the Precious Blood insignias.

After the mass, congratulations, and picture-taking, 
the group  proceeded to the St. Barnabas Hall for a fes-
tive celebration. The hall was beautifully decorated 
by Companion Dollie Brooks on the theme of C.PP.S. 
Companions, using red and black colors. All present 
shared a  home-cooked celebratory meal with beverages. 

Recently the newly covenanted companions met again, 
and shared their First Covenant experiences. Here are 
their reflections:   

Dollie Brooks … On that day I felt God calling me.  It 
was the happiest day of my life!

Judy Pino … The day of my first Covenant rite was a day 
vibrating with the joy of the Holy Spirit. I felt the warmth 

of connecting with my fellow companions through the 
Holy Spirit, through the words of Fr. Nassal and Fr. Matz, 
the music, the words of The Covenant Rite, and the re-
ceiving of the C.PP.S. Companions insignia. I felt the joy 
of being a part of a community connected by the Precious 
Blood of Jesus Christ, a community that will help me 
grow in spirituality, and support me as I view the world 
through the lens of the Precious Blood of Jesus Christ, and 
as my actions reflect the example of the Missionaries of 
the Precious Blood of Jesus Christ. I felt the overwhelm-
ing honor of being a part of my Companions community, 
with hope that I can give them as much spiritual strength 
as they give to me. I felt the affirmation of knowing the 
love of God and receiving the support of the Holy Spirit 
through the love of Jesus Christ. I felt tangible blessings 
from God as the Companions insignia was given to me. 
And now, as I wear the insignia, it reminds me of the 
many blessings I have received from God, and that I will 
live my life in the mercy and love of The Precious Blood 
of Jesus Christ.

Mary Elizabeth Ekstein … It was, and still is, an over-
whelming feeling of thanksgiving and blessedness to join 
people of like faith and belief that all are welcome at the 
table of the Lord. To be bound together by the love of 
Christ and the outpouring of his Precious Blood. To live 
in a bond of charitable community with Precious Blood 
Missionaries and other Companions seeking holiness in 
the spirit of St. Gaspar is a gift from God. I am humbled 
and thankful.

Muriel Gallegos … Our Covenant Rite on August 1, 
2013, was filled with the Holy Spirit in gathering and song. 
I remember an overwhelming feeling within me when I 
answered, “Here I am Lord.” My Lord hears me! I am a 
Companion now. Wearing the insignia of the Precious 
Blood of Jesus around my neck, I feel His love and I will 
remain a faithful disciple serving along with my fellow 
Companions.

Robert Ekstein … This day was the next step in a jour-
ney first inspired when I met the Precious Blood priests at 
St. Edward Parish. At the time, I knew they were special 
people. On Sunday, the day of my Covenant Rite, I expe-
rienced a deep feeling of community and family bonds as 
I made my covenant. It is fulfilling to me to have joined a 

California Covenants
by Tony Pino, Companion

continued on page 11
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When I left the orientation for the Precious Blood 
Volunteer program with my fellow volunteer, the won-
derful Leah Yeo, I never could have imagined what would 
come next for me. Since that day in June, I can say that 
I’ve done some things that I never had done before and 
never expected that I would. I painted a good portion of 
the interior of a house, learned a smattering of Navajo, 
have gone off-roading, lived with nuns, cooked a cake in 
a pit in the ground, watched 00 hot air balloons take off, 
seen centuries-old Anasazi ruins, eaten homemade torti-
llas fresh off the fire, battled the altitude, and have begun 
to believe that the hour-long drive to Gallup isn’t so long 
after all.

I live in Crownpoint, New Mexico, in the Eastern Agency 
of the Navajo Nation. I am a Precious Blood Volunteer 
here, which can mean something different every day, de-
pending on the needs of the community. Most days, I’m 
helping out as a teacher’s aide in the second and third 
grades at St. Bonaventure Mission School, which serves 
to provide a Catholic education to Navajo families. Other 
times, being a volunteer here means helping out around 
the parish: co-leading the high school religious education 
class, helping to run the clothes shop the church holds 
twice a month, doing maintenance for the parish hall, 
putting together the Sunday bulletin for Mass, and for a 
while, playing with and feeding the ten adorable puppies 

that were born on our property. In very rare instances, be-
ing a volunteer here has meant that you might find me de-
livering dinner to firefighters with Father Al Ebach during 
the “storm of the century,” moving a very heavy piano into 
the church with several burly men, or even pulling weeds 
(some things do grow in the desert).

Since Father Al exploded onto the scene last month, 
he’s had some great ideas that I’ve gotten to be a part of. 
The one that is closest to my heart is the “Backpack” pro-
gram, which will distribute food to students in need at 
St. Bonaventure that will carry them through the week-
end. In my role as a teacher’s aide with the little ones, I 
have witnessed too many signs that kids are doing with-
out on the weekends. This program will discreetly send 
home a bag of food each Friday, enough to get the kids 
through until Monday. The food will all be things that 
a child would be able to prepare on his or her own, as 
some of these kids may not have a parent to depend on 
to make a meal. St. Bonaventure, affectionately called 
“St. Bon’s” in the community, is a really special place, a ha-
ven of sorts. The staff is incredible and the children are lit-
tle miracles, each and every one (even the kids who won’t 
stay quiet in line when I tell them to). This program is an 
opportunity for me and the other community volunteers 
who will be involved to show our love and care for the 

Walking on Holy Ground
by Kara McNamara, Precious Blood Volunteer

Precious Blood Volunteers
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children of this community. This project epitomizes the 
kind of work that I’d hoped I’d be doing out here—build-
ing relationships and meeting a practical need in the com-
munity with great love.

It can be hard to be here; it can be hard to be so isolated, 
to see such poverty, to witness so many broken dreams. It 
can be difficult to know how to comfort someone who’s 
experiencing something that I never have, to not be able 
to answer the tough questions. I have more questions than 
answers.

And yet I see God’s promise here too. The beauty of 
the land, the generous hearts of the people here, and the 
incredible quiet that it offers is really something. I wish 
everyone had the opportunity to see this place, because 
we all can learn something from the experience. Sister 
Maureen and Sister Michelle can teach us all to be flexible 
and to greet with open arms whatever life throws at us. 
Deacon Sherman and his wife Alice can teach us all how 
to be welcoming and generous with our hearts. Ella, who 
is the boss lady at our clothes shop, can teach us how to 
laugh at the little things. Rodel and Romina, a husband 
and wife duo that teaches religious education, can teach us 
about being humble and friendly. Some of the kids at St. 
Bonaventure could teach angels to be kind (other kids…
could not). I have gotten to learn a little bit from everyone 
who has crossed my path here. Every person who comes 
to this community has gifts to share and lessons both to 
teach and learn. It’s a beautiful example of community in 
practice; for all that Crownpoint has some incredible chal-
lenges as well.

There is a quote that I’ve long kept in my heart because 
it applies to every place I’ve ever walked: “The first task 
in approaching another people, another culture, another 
religion, is to take off our shoes, for the place we are ap-
proaching is holy. Else we may find ourselves treading on 
people’s dreams. More serious still, we may forget that 
God was there before our arrival” (Kenneth Cragg). This 
idea of going about my placement here on the reservation 
with the dignity and sacredness of the Crownpoint com-
munity in mind is central to my sense of mission in this 
volunteer experience. This is surely a holy place. 

Figuratively, I do my best every day to take off my shoes. 
From there, I let God take me on the adventure.

Precious Blood Volunteer Kara McNamara is a graduate 
of the University of Dayton.

group that offers support and hospitality demonstrated in 
the life of St. Gaspar.

Tony Pino …The arc of my life can be traced to the 
stucco walls of California churches: St. Clare’s (bap-
tism, reconciliation, communion, and confirmation), St. 
Leonard’s (matrimony), and now St. Barnabas (covenant). 
These rites normally occur in the afternoon when the 
stucco is bright from the early afternoon sun. The walls 
are white, and feel hot like new bread. As usual, we move 
into the cool, dark interior of the church, where shadows 
and dim lighting provide comfort to participants and wit-
nesses. In a way, it is cave-like and solemn, and conducive 
to reflection and self-examination. The busy streets out-
side are muffled and hidden by tapestry, curtains, statu-
ary, stained glass windows and niches. Now is the time 
of the cave, the self, the origins and solemnity of another 
world. In this world apart, I offered my first Covenant, 
my commitment, to social justice and to the C.PP.S. Thank 
you, Lord.

Trudy Miller … The evening of the Covenant Rite my 
emotions ranged from nervous, honored, humbled, over-
whelmed, tearful, and joyful. I am deeply grateful for God 
calling me to be a Companion of the Precious Blood, and 
with his help and the prayers of the community, I will 
continue to grow into the mission of striving “to serve all 
people—especially the poor—with care and compassion, 
hope and hospitality.”

Companions, continued from page 9

Kara McNamara with students from St. Bonaventure
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Commentary

What a breath of fresh air! As the seasons are changing 
outside, inside the church a window has opened, bring-
ing a breeze of hope for those of us who walk daily with 
Catholic persons who are lesbian, gay, bisexual and trans-
gender. I am speaking of the recent interviews and words 
of the Pope—calling us all back to the gospel of Christ, 
living the spiritual values of love, mercy and compassion, 
to not be afraid of dialoguing with the world, but to “... 
preach the Gospel on every street corner.” And yes, the 
sigh of relief that many Catholic gay persons are feeling 
from the words spoken by Pope Francis on the plane re-
turning from World Youth Day where in regards to homo-
sexuality the Pope responded: “If a homosexual person is 
of good will and in search of God, who am I to judge?” Bill 
McGarvey, who writes for America, says no one has any 
illusions that Francis can change Church teachings. But 
for many gay people, “the pope’s comments were met with 
an enormous sigh of relief. For many others, like me, it 
was simply a welcome recognition of reality.” This was the 
first time a pope used the word “gay” to recognize a group 
of people and their reality. It’s a refreshing moment when 
you don’t have to explain reconciliation to the Pope. In 
that one statement he opened the windows of possibility.

Francis has learned what it means when God says 
in Matthew 9:13, “I desire mercy not sacrifice.” In the 
America interview he states: “A person once asked me in a 
provocative manner, if I approved of homosexuality. I re-
plied with another question: ‘Tell me: when God looks at 

a gay person, does he endorse the existence of this person 
with love, or reject and condemn this person? We must al-
ways consider the person... In life, God accompanies per-
sons, and we must accompany them, starting from their 
situation. It is necessary to accompany them with mercy.’” 
True reconciliation begins with accompaniment and love, 
and we know this as Precious Blood missionaries. Again, 
it is refreshing to have someone at the head of our Church 
who insists that all of us, when dealing with any person, 
come from a place of love, especially God’s love.

So, in the Spirit of Francis, how do we become more 
welcoming and accompany any of our brothers and sisters 
when they look to us for help and hope. Perhaps when a 
gay or lesbian brother or sister calls our parish we can re-
spond: “How can I help you? How can I welcome you?” or 
“How can I accompany you on the road of faith we travel 
together?” Here is a Jesuit Pope who is doing just that. 
He made a phone call to a young gay man in France to 
let him know that he thought his letter was beautiful. He 
writes letters to gay and lesbian groups in Italy. Showing a 
Father’s generativity, he said: “The father cannot say, ‘I do 
not care!’” We cannot say, “We do not care!” We are peo-
ple of the Precious Blood who exhaust all means to have 
everyone know that we care. That’s what we do in God’s 
name. Francis gets it and gently invites us all to follow him 
in following Christ. We are related and bringing people 
together in love is what we do. That’s a breath of fresh air!

A Breath of Fresh Air
by Fr. David Matz, C.PP.S., LGBT Ministry Director


