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continued on page 4

"April showers bring May flowers." With the darkness that accom-
panies so many rainy days, it's been tempting to forget that we're in the 
Easter season. It's taken a little extra effort this year to see the reminder 
of the resurrection that is usually so easy to identify in celebrations with 
friends and family that could not happen this year. Still, I am inspired 
by those in the Precious Blood community who look for and name the 
promise of the resurrection through experiences of love and hope in 
their lives during the covid-19 outbreak. 

Fr. Keith chose one of my favorite Easter songs as a basis for his 
message this month. Indeed, what seemed dead all around me has 
risen green again. From this I take comfort. Even though we still semi-
hibernate during the pandemic, we are able to celebrate the joy of the 
Resurrection within our homes. Spring is here to remind us of that.

The members and candidates of the Vietnam Mission were the first 
in our province to be affected by the covid-19 outbreak. Fr. Tam Hoang 
shares that initatives began in late January/early February and gained 
full-force around the same time as in the United States in mid to late 
March. He shares that Vietnamese civic and religious leaders have 
encouraged a focus on taking care of the poor and vulnerable during 
this time.  

Fr. Joe Uecker shares his Triduum-at-home experience with us. I truly 
appreciate that music was the inspiration and consolation for him this 
year. For anyone who would like to check out the resource that Fr. Joe 
spoke so highly of in his article, it can be found at danschuttemusic.com.

I asked some members and Companions to share with us how the stay 
at home is going for them. I was thrilled to recieve so many responses. 
Thanks to Companions Debbie Bolin and Pat Large, and Fathers Dennis 
Schaab, Dien Truong, Jim Betzen, Joe Bathke, and Tom Welk for sharing 
your experiences with us!

Christ willingly gave of himself so that we might live. In his article, 
Fr. Dave Kelly refers to Francisco de Zurburan's painting "Agnus Dei," 
as he asserts that even though the pandemic has interrupted our lives, 
but that we may through this experience be transformed into a more 
loving and hopeful people.



Leadership Team

by Fr. Keith Branson, c.pp.s., Provincial Councilor
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continued on page 4

Love Is Come Again
Now the green blade riseth, from the buried grain, 
Wheat that in dark earth many days has lain; 
Love lives again, that with the dead has been: 
Love is come again like wheat that springeth green. 

When I was in rehab in October 2018, my mom came by to visit and 
suggested we go outside for a while. I hadn't been outside since mid-
August and my confinement had been extreme: part of the time I wasn't 
aware of what was going on around me, and I wasn't able to move around 
without some sort of aid. My internet access was almost nil, and I wasn't 
even interested in watching television—which isn't necessarily a bad thing. 
My world was a small place, and I was trapped there; I was ready to get 
around a little more, and I let her push my wheelchair outside. 

It was a glorious Indian Summer afternoon, with a warm, gentle 
breeze. The trees were past their peak, but not far enough past they had 
lost their beauty entirely. The excursion turned out to be a small step in 
recovery: the glimpse of the world going through its seasonal rhythms 
was reassuring, and helped draw me out of my small enclosure. My 
world has only grown since then. 

In the grave they laid Him, Love who had been slain, 
Thinking that He never would awake again, 
Laid in the earth like grain that sleeps unseen: 
Love is come again like wheat that springeth green. 

Spring is all around us now. The days lengthen, temperatures rise, 
green becomes the dominant hue of the earth. We are spending so much 
time apart and cooped up in micro-environments, that it is easy to re-
flect on all we're missing and may miss yet and to think we're still in the 
“Lentiest Lent we've ever Lented.” However, Spring is happening anyway, 
the world is bursting with life anyway. Christ is risen, hope is reborn, 
healing is on the way. This happened and always happens, whether we're 
tuned into it or not. Gaspar frequently spoke of the blooming vines giv-
ing out sweet aromas—and they still flower while we are socially distanc-
ing ourselves. 

Spring brings its challenges: I love the spring breezes but my aller-
gies don't. There are things to put away and things to bring out. Our 



2020 Joint Provincial 
Assembly Announcement

Due to the uncertainty involved with the 
Coronavirus pandemic and the restric-
tions on large public gatherings, the Kan-
sas City and Cincinnati Provincial Coun-
cils have decided to postpone the joint 
Provincial Assembly which was planned 
for June 8-11, 2020. They will look into 
rescheduling the assembly in the fall, pref-
erably at the same location, assuming it 
will be safe to gather then. They will send 
updates regarding the details for the new 
date via email. In the meantime, stay safe 
and healthy.
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eyes blink in the bright sunshine, our winter bodies 
don't want to come out into the open. It's a season 
for cook-outs, even alone on our patios, but building 
a fire takes effort. Yet the Risen Christ shows us that 
our efforts are worth it, that we don't have to lie in 
the habits of our winter's rest, that our hearts don't 
have to stay in cocoons of safety. Our lips can still 
sing through face masks, not that our music mak-
ing will be great, but because our hearts need to sing 
even if they are muffled. 

Forth He came at Easter, like the risen grain, 
Jesus who for three days in the grave had lain; 
Quick from the dead the risen One is seen: 
Love is come again like wheat that springeth green. 

The coronavirus doesn't mean Jesus has to stay 
dead this year. Easter hasn't happened without us. 
Every day of our lives the Sun of Justice rises to 
enlighten us. The one who washed his disciples' feet 
asks us to follow his example. Those of us who are 
still working now are the foot washers: the people 
who keep us going during the quarantine, the ones 
who keep our food 
supply going, the 
ones who take care 
of the sick and el-
derly, the ones who 
keep our utilities 
working and who 
take away our gar-
bage, and so forth. 
If we're lucky, we 
get to do some foot 
washing as well, 
even if we're stay-
ing at home and 
not spreading the 
disease. 

We are an 
Easter people, 
and will celebrate 
Easter together 
soon, no matter if 
the day this year is 
past. In many ways, 
we share Easter 

every time we share in Christ's Body and Blood. As we 
hope that our world will emerge from the current pan-
demic as a new creation of care and compassion, let us 
remember Easter still makes us all a new creation. 

When our hearts are wintry, grieving, or in pain, 
Jesus' touch can call us back to life again, 
Fields of our hearts that dead and bare have been: 
Love is come again like wheat that springeth green. 

"Now the Green Blade Riseth," by John Macleod 
Campbell Crum (1872-1958) ©1928 Oxford 
University Press 

Lastly, the Fair Inheritance series returns with 
articles from Amicus Harry Allagree and Companion 
Maureen Lahiff. I hope their stories of Precious Blood 
people are sources of inspiration for you this month.  

Editor, continued from page 2
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In Vietnam, the covid-19 pandemic was known 
in late January, when the first two infected people 
came to Saigon from China. The announcement did 
not affect Vietnamese Lunar New Year celebrations at 
the time. However, after the Lunar New Year, the first 
thing the Vietnamese government did was ask the 
schools, which had been closed for the holiday, to re-
main closed for two additional weeks. Because of this, 
our candidate brothers who are studying in all parts of 
the city are now at home. Since then, the schools and 
universities have remained closed. 

We continued to do pastoral work in parishes as 
well as pastoral work for patients in the hospitals. 
However, by March 24th, all pastoral work was stopped 
at the request of the Vietnamese episcopal conference 
and the Vietnamese government. The government 
asked all Vietnamese people to stay home unless they 
had essential jobs. When they have to go out in a 
crowd they have to wear masks, wash their hands, etc. 
However, everyone can still go shopping to buy things 
needed for the community. The necessity for social 
isolation meant that a number of companies had to 
close, along with shops that were selling unnecessary 
supplies. Therefore, many workers have become unem-
ployed and many parents have to stay home to care for 
children because children cannot go to school.

At the Precious Blood mission we are still living 
normally. The candidates are still living here with 
me and the activities in the community are normal. 
Outside pastoral affairs are no longer available. So far 
in Vietnam, we do not know for sure when all social 
activities will return to what they were before.

During this pandemic, we see many people show-
ing a spirit of charity towards the poor and those 
without jobs. Because of  this there are many initia-
tives to help the poor. The bishop of the Saigon diocese 
also urged Christians in the diocese to care about 
the poor—to share with them what is needed for the 
present life. In general, Catholics and the Church in 
Vietnam are trying to cooperate with the Vietnamese 
government to prevent spread of the virus by asking 
people to pray and to share with each other. 

The Xavier 
community still 
hosts Mass every 
day and did so 
especially during 
Holy Week. In 
addition, we pray 
the rosary to-
gether for an end 
to the pandemic, 
for the sick, the 
deceased, doc-
tors, nurses, and 
that leaders of 
nations will take appropriate measures to keep their 
people safe and reduce as much damage as possible.

So far in Vietnam 168 people have been infected 
with the virus and no deaths have been reported (ac-
cording to a report by the Vietnamese government).

I have always thought that God loves humankind 
and wants people to live happily, but God also does 
not want to take away the freedom that He bestows 
upon us through this pandemic, many innocent peo-
ple all over the world will die, but I still believe that 
God is present and accompanies us. I believe that life 
and death do not belong to humans but to God, so 
people should respect each other, live in solidarity 
and equality.

This Earth was created for everyone, so everyone 
has a duty to live and have rights on this earth. For this 
reason, everyone must listen to each other and respect 
each other to build peace for the world together.

In a nutshell: the pandemic makes humanity in 
general, and each one of us in particular, responsible 
to God for other creatures, for others, and for our-
selves. The pandemic is like nature’s protest to humans. 
Humanity has been given the right by God to master 
and to manage other creatures, but we have not shown 
mastery in the right way. The pandemic has reminded 
me of the duties and responsibilities that I am under-
taking in the present life. 

Life and Faith During the Pandemic
by Fr. Tam Hoang,  c.pp.s., Vietnam Mission
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I humbly share this gift of my stay-at-home 
Triduum experience. I feel deeply indebted to Dan 
Schutte who provided an online prayer and music 
celebration of the Triduum.

Did you ever fumble about with the key? What’s 
wrong? I know it’s the right key. Why won’t it work? 
You finally get it in, but it won’t turn. You pull it out 
only to find: No wonder, it’s not the right key. It’s the 
one next to it on your ring. Sure enough...and the 
door opens. 

Pandemic...Shelter in place...But it’s Holy Week, the 
Triduum...Wash your hands...Don’t touch your face...
No public liturgies this year. So, now what? What am I 
going to do to celebrate?

Thursday evening, I set the table in my apartment 
for Mass. Holy Thursday alone? Something’s wrong 
with this picture. But I wasn’t alone for long. I had 
received several emails from different sources an-
nouncing a Triduum Virtual Celebration. I wasn’t into 
watching someone else online, not even Pope Francis, 

so I decided to give Dan Schutte’s celebration a shot. 
Bull’s Eye! “In every place and time, the blessed walk 
among us...” Hey, God, here’s the key! It’s music! I’m 
not alone! The whole Church is here in my apartment. 
The door is open, folks, come on in. My deceased par-
ents and brothers were especially present that night, 
St. Gaspar, Precious Blood members, some of whom I 
knew, others way before my time. 

I knew that I always loved music, but I never saw 
it as the key to my heart. God, why did it take you 78 
years to find the right key? You’re supposed to be om-
niscient and omnipotent, all the other omni’s you can 
think of. Not complaining, God, just surprised. I’m not 
even thinking of wasted time. Without the past, there 
wouldn’t be the present. It all leads up to this. You do 
know best.

I stopped the music long enough to get my ear-
buds so I could take advantage of the stereo and a 
much higher quality of music. The pictures fit the 
music so well. I felt lifted up and carried on the 
clouds. Then the theme came through as they sang 

I Am Not 
Alone!
by Fr. Joe Uecker, c.pps., Odessa, Texas
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“Let us glory in the Cross of Christ, our salvation 
and hope...and the triumph of God’s great love.” The 
Passover story punctuated by the refrain, “Blessed 
are you, Lord Jesus Christ, Great is your mercy from 
age to age.” The Eucharistic Prayer made so much 
more sense that night. Not only did God find the 
right key. I think God also sprayed some wd-40 on 
the keyhole of my life. I am not alone! And what an 
ending: Go now in peace, faithful friend, as you take 
our love into paradise. “God’s holy angels will lead 
you home to the wide waiting arms of the Lord.” Old 
words, new music. I’d like that sung as I’m carried 
out of church to the grave. I thought of my brother, 
Bernard, lying in his casket. His body had been 
disfigured by cancer, but lying there, with a tinge of 
his gentle smile, holding a small crucifix, his whole 
body looked restored and it said: “Sorry, Death, but 
I won!”

There wasn’t any doubt as to how my Good Friday 
prayer would unroll. Again, I experienced the presence 
of the universal Church—on earth in heaven. Isaiah 
was proclaimed in a strong voice. Then in a slow, 
meditative, clear voice, the psalm is intoned: “Into 
your hands I commend my spirit.” A real invitation to 
surrender our sick and suffering world into His hands. 
A shortened version of the Passion was proclaimed 
and punctuated by more music. The veneration of 
the Cross with “Unless a grain of wheat shall fall to 
the ground...” I feel like living proof of the fruit which 
this death continues to produce. During what would 
be communion, I again heard the song with which 
we began Holy Thursday: “Let us glory in the Cross 
of Christ,” but this time with different words. “Let us 
bring our burdens to the Cross of Christ.” How fitting 
as our world is writhing in the pain of the pandemic. 
And yet the “triumph of God’s great love.” What a God 
we have! A closing meditation put it all in perspec-
tive: “We rest in the mystery of God.” in a minor key, 
perfect for our question today: Why, God, why do so 
many people have to die? Yet ending in the major key, 
is the composer’s faith statement that the mysterious 
God walks powerfully among us despite or because of 
the pandemic. 

I lit my candle on Holy Saturday at sundown in the 
Holy Darkness, as “We embrace your holy night.” It 
was dark in my soul as I invited the Church into this 

moment, yet into that holy darkness, the Rising Lord 
shone through because “God’s mighty love is stron-
ger than death.” That theme, at first at “a distance,” 
but little by little, gently but firmly overpowering that 
darkness, resounding through my earbuds, inviting 
me, inviting our world like food set before a starving 
person: “God’s mighty love is stronger than death.” I 
am invited in: “Let all who thirst come to the living 
stream. With your tender hearts and broken dreams...” 
Not proclaimed in word, but in beautiful song. “I 
will be your God...” God is faithful even when I am 
not...God is faithful even when I am not...“Come to 
the stream...and drink from the font of grace.” These 
words seeped into my heart like melted butter into 
fresh bread. God is faithful even when I am not. And 
in my mind, it morphed into “God is faithful because I 
am not.” That’s who God is. The old Latin phrase came 
roaring back: “Agere sequitur esse.” God must be faith-
ful because that is who God is. “Father, forgive them...” 
“Your sins are forgiven.” “Nor do I condemn you...” 
What a blessed people we are!

My two hours (I had to check two clocks to be-
lieve that two hours had elapsed.) came full circle as 
the whole Triduum had begun: “Let us ever glory in 
the Cross of Christ who is risen from the grave.” But 
this time it was with trumpets and the powerful pipe 
organ. That’s my image of the heavenly liturgy: All cre-
ation singing in praise of a God, “Whose mighty love 
is stronger than death” and rejoice in “the triumph of 
God’s great love.”  
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continued on page 10

 As I write this, we are about five weeks into the 
stay-at-home orders for Missouri and Kansas, al-
though other parts of our country started earlier. I 
asked some of our members and Companions how the 
pandemic has changed their lives. Most indicated that 
it’s been a time of challenge, but also of blessings.

“We began to feel the impact of covid-19 as Kansas 
City and Liberty were closing doors right behind 
my 8th grade Mission Trip,” said Mid-Missouri 
Companion Debbie Bolin, who is the campus min-
ister at Sacred Heart Catholic School in Sedalia. “We 
returned to school on Monday, March 16th. The faculty 
were called into an emergency meeting Monday after-
noon and we were told to get our stuff together and 
prepare the children to be gone by Wednesday for the 
stay at home order. We were then told we would move 
straight into on-line teaching and Zoom classes. We 
had three days and the weekend to learn this, set up 
our classes and begin teaching on Monday.”

Zoom has become the new go-to technology for the 
ministries across the province.

Fr. Jim Betzen, pastor at St. Mary’s in Ottumwa, 
Iowa said, “The last couple of weeks, I have sent the 
weekday Mass on Zoom and weekend Masses—one in 
English and one in Spanish—out on Facebook.” 

Although Zoom is an amazing technology, 
Fr. Joe Bathke, pastor at Sacred Heart Church in 

Warrensburg, Missouri says he misses having the com-
munity absent from celebration and prayer; “…Mass 
without the congregation somehow leaves me with an 
incomplete feeling.”

Fr. Dien Truong and the members of the Vietnam 
Mission have lived with a curfew order for nine weeks 
already. As a U.S. citizen, he received a warning from 
the consulate to leave Saigon, but decided to stay 
because he was concerned about leaving the Precious 
Blood community in Saigon—as well as his aged 
mother. He was also concerned about being confined 
in an airplane for three different flights for over 25 
hours and then having to then isolate for two weeks 
upon arrival in the U.S.

Loneliness has been a common issue with the new 
orders. Fr. Dennis Schaab usually says Mass for the 
Sisters of Charity in Leavenworth, but that has been 
put on hold, for now. He says, “I miss the sisters. I 
always depend on others in my faith life. They send me 
notes and I get calls on the phone. That helps. I miss 
getting together with the community.”

In spite of the difficulties of the stay-at-home 
orders, people are finding a way to stay connected. 
“The weekly 'Tapping the Wine Cellar' on Facebook 
and Fr. Joe Nassal's Holy Week Retreat have been 
real blessings for my spiritual life as a Precious Blood 
Companion. There are also many great resources 

Fr. Jim Betzen celebrates Sunday Mass and broadcasts it via Facebook Live

Around the Province During the Quarantine
by Margaret Haik, Director of Communications
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I have on my table an image of Agnus Dei (Lamb 
of God) that I got years ago when I visited the Museo 
del Prado in Madrid, Spain. I was there presenting at 
a conference on reconciliation, and during a break I 
visited the museum. This image of the Lamb of God 
depicts the lamb, legs bound, lying on a butcher’s block 
ready to be slaughtered. In this image, the lamb seems 
at peace—content almost. Christ willingly gave all of 
himself that we might live. 

Our world has been interrupted; things that once 
occupied our time and energy are no longer. Many are 
working from home, restaurants and gyms are closed, 

no parks to enjoy the weather as it warms. It is a fright-
ening time; each night we hear the death toll. People 
are losing their jobs and the world seems powerless 
against this invisible virus. Calls for social distancing, 
the wearing of masks, washing of hands, and the fear 
that we will run out of protective equipment fills the 
news. Models, predictions, cautions are in abundance; 
all an attempt to understand when this virus will cease 
its murderous rage. We desperately want our lives 
back. We want to be in control again. But the experts 
are telling us that the timeline will be determined not 
by us, but the virus. 

New Possibilities

continued on page 10

"Agnus Dei" by Francisco de Zurbaran, Wikimedia Commons

by Fr. David Kelly, c.pp.s., pbmr Director
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We want to understand; we want to know the an-
swers and act, but that too has been halted. In fact, we 
are told to stay home; even family visits are now done 
through Facetime or Zoom. In short time, life is no 
longer what it once was. Who could have imagined? 

I must admit, it is very much like what I hear when 
I go into the jail/detention center. In some ways, 
they—as we—must surrender to the present reality. It 
is not the surrender of giving up, but rather living in 
the present moment, being grateful and aware, as my 
mom would say, of what you have. Just as Christ will-
ingly surrendered, we too are called to surrender for 
the moment to our powerlessness.

But the question we must wrestle with is whether 
this is a time to simply endure and hope we can get 
back to “normal” as soon as possible. Or is there a 
deeper teaching in all this? Whether we are of the 
belief that this is “of God” or that God, in the person of 
Jesus, suffers along with us, it calls us to reflect on the 
deeper meaning. Are we just going to hunker down 
until we can return to normal, or might we come to a 
deeper understanding of what is important in life? 

We have celebrated the suffering, death, and resur-
rection of Jesus. It is the belief that during chaos and 
suffering, there is a deeper freedom. Likewise, during 
this covid-19 pandemic perhaps there is something to 
learn about life. 

To just return to who we were before is to miss the 
deeper meaning of surrendering to our own wants and 
desires, and to understand the meaning of community 
and being neighbors to one another. Perhaps we have 
taken too much for granted: the ability to move about 
freely, control our environment, purchase, and collect 
at will.

The Lamb of God willingly surrendered, not in 
defeat, but that we might live more deeply what it 
means to be the people of God. In this quarantined 
time, perhaps we can become more open and attentive 
to one another and be, as the scholar N.T. Wright says, 
a people where the presence and healing love of God 
can dwell, where new possibilities can emerge, and 
new acts of kindness and new hope can live. 

available online to read, watch or listen to that have 
also been blessings. Our parish small group imme-
diately went on Zoom for our weekly sharing and we 
never missed a beat…being able to see and talk to 
each other every Monday night as we walk this strange 
journey of sheltering in place together has been 
the greatest blessing and comfort of all. It eases the 
desolation that at times one feels,” reports Cincinnati 
Province Companion Pat Large. 

She adds, “On the other hand, time away from the 
chaos and the noise of the outside world has enabled 
me to better come into the presence of God and listen 
for stirrings of the Holy Spirit. My Lenten experience 
was very much a standing at the foot of the Cross with 
Mary. Scriptures could be read and reflected on in a 
more in depth manner.”  

Fr. Jim said, “Most people learn out of necessity. I 
have learned about Zoom and Facebook in the last few 
weeks.” Following his Masses on Zoom, he unmutes 
the parishioner participants and takes time to visit 
with them. 

Fr. Joe says, “Personally I have been able to estab-
lish a daily schedule that allows for extended times of 
reflection/meditation and prayer. I have gotten some 
extra reading in. I have been able to use the phone to 
connect with some parishners that I normally don’t 
have a chance for a visit.”

Debbie believes this has been a very blessed time in 
her life. “I have been much more creative in my classes 
with no interruptions that happen daily at school. My 
prayer with the students is easier, deeper, and even 
more sincere. My family and I have grown even closer 
in our daily lives and in our prayer lives,” she said.

Fr. Tom Welk offers a final thought about the possi-
bilities for hope during the pandemic: “Let us all hope 
and pray that this pandemic crisis will serve as an op-
portunity to bring about those vital changes that will 
make us all become better individuals and collectively 
a better people, intimately tied together throughout 
the world as the one People of God.” 

pbmr, continued from page 9 Around the Province, continued from page 8
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It was most likely in the summer of 1956 that Father 
Robert Lechner, who was then 38, began publishing 
Philosophy Today, a new international journal at 
St. Joseph’s College, Rensselaer, Indiana. I was a college 
freshman that year, through to July 1957, prior to our 
year in the Novitiate. He knew me from serving as my 
spiritual director, and recruited me to be his first typist/
secretary. This journal was considered to be of high qual-
ity in both content and appearance. Bob was really on the 
cutting edge of the philosophical and theological trends 
developing at the time.It was a significant contribution 
to people in the academic world and in the Church.

Most of my work entailed typing manuscripts, 
along with more mundane things, such as keeping the 
metal mailing address plates properly organized and 
slitting open the pages of the many other foreign jour-
nals and books to which Father Lechner subscribed. 
Candidly, Bob was not the easiest person to work with. 
At times he could be extremely demanding, as I recall 
from spending many a weekend hour retyping manu-
scripts and other documents! In later years, however, 
I came to appreciate why he had to be tough. The 
pressure on him to produce such a quality publication 
must have been immense, and he often had to depend 
on me to help meet the deadlines he had set.

Yet despite the occasional tension, even disagree-
ments, it was a singular privilege to work for Father 
Lechner. Occasionally he asked for and listened to my 
opinion. For me it was a truly invaluable educational 
experience: being exposed to significant names (both 
religious and secular), trends, and languages in both 
philosophy and theology. Both as my spiritual director 
and my boss, Bob also instilled in me an appreciation 
for contemporary liturgical art and kept me abreast of 
important things taking place in the Church, the latest 
books on spirituality, as well as many interesting sto-
ries of his personal experiences with great “pioneers” 
in the Church, like Dorothy Day, co-founder of the 
Catholic Worker Movement.

Bob loved using blue or brown typewriter ribbons, 
rather than black, and multicolored pens for writing. 

As a typical 
adolescent in awe 
of him, I confess 
to imitating him 
in this regard. 
During most of 
those two years 
of college I used 
aqua colored ink 
in my pen and 
soon switched 
to blue or brown 
typewriter ribbons, 
even green later on. 

When I returned to St. Charles Seminary after liv-
ing as a Trappist novice for three months in Utah in 
the fall of 1960, Bob gave me the opportunity to trans-
late two articles which were published in Philosophy 
Today. When I was ordained a priest in May 1964, he 
preached at my First Mass. I figured that a number of 
my classmates might be asking the same favor of him, 
so I’d gotten my bid in early. Since he rarely had his 
picture taken, I’m so grateful to have had one taken 
of him and me at the First Mass reception, standing 
together wearing the C.PP.S. missionary cross, smiling, 
and looking admiringly at my new chalice made in 
Germany (a true bargain in those days at just $200).

Father Lechner endeared himself to many in the 
Community by his impishness and the gusto with 
which he relished whatever smacked of the humor-
ous. We often thought some of his jokes were terribly 
corny, but perhaps most adolescents think that of their 
elders. Bob had a great appreciation for the outlandish 
in situations. 

In the summer of 1998, only months before he died, 
I wrote him about my visit to St. Teresa’s Motherhouse, 
La Encarnación, in Ávila, Spain. I told him of the 
many artifacts of St. Teresa and St. John of the Cross 
which I’d seen, including a chair, almost the size of a 
child’s, which John of the Cross had used in hearing 

Father Robert Lechner, c.pp.s.
by Harry Allagree, Amicus

continued on page 13

Fr. Robert Lechner and Harry Allagree
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I can't see anyone passing up a chance to help some-
one else if they need it.  
I never feel anything is an obligation; it's a great op-
portunity. 
More damage is done by good people who do nothing 
than by bad people doing nasty things. If you know of 
a good thing, do it. 
–John Doherty

John lived these words. He was a force for good 
in Alameda, California, whose city council named 
him Citizen of the Year in 1994. At that time, he 
commented that receiving this honor was like 
an athlete being named most valuable player. He 
remarked: "One guy may win the mvp, but a lot of 
people do a hell of a lot of work to put him in the 
position to win." John also said, "Beware of politi-
cians and people who are given awards," a quip that 
captures his sense of humor.

The list of causes and organizations to which 
John gave his time and energy is exhaustive and ex-
hausting to read: Alameda Food Bank (which John 
was instrumental in founding), Scouting for Food 
(an annual drive), Red Cross, Society of St. Vincent 
de Paul, Midway Shelter (for abused and home-
less women and their children), Alamedans for a 
Better Community, Alamedans with hope (Housing 
Opportunities Provided Equally). In the 1960s John 
picketed landlords, protesting housing discrimina-
tion, and served as a housing "tester," proving that 
apartments were available for white families to rent 
while they were being denied to families of color. 
Already active, John became a full-time volunteer 
after he retired in 1981. John and his little yellow 
pick-up truck served many. Later, John served on 
the housing committee for the Alameda Reuse and 
Redevelopment Authority during the closure of the 
Naval Air Station. 

John was on the frontlines of another struggle 
in 1996, when St. Barnabas Parish and Precious 
Blood Companions worked against California's 
Proposition 187. This proposition sought to deny 

non-emergency 
medical care, 
access to public 
schools, and 
other state-
funded ser-
vices to un-
documented 
immigrants and 
their children. 
It would have 
required law 
enforcement 
officials, teach-
ers, social and 
health care work-
ers to verify people's immigration status. (It was 
later declared unconstitutional by the U.S. district 
court, on the technical grounds that this is the job 
of the federal government, not the states.) 

John was born in 1916 in Carndonagh in County 
Donegal in the northwest of Ireland. In 1938, John 
and his younger brother Vincent traveled by ship to 
Quebec City and then to Vancouver by rail. Their 
journey continued by train to Skagway, Alaska and 
on to Whitehorse in the Yukon Territory. Their 
journey concluded with a paddle steamer ride 
on the Yukon River. John and two of his brothers 
worked with an uncle delivering mail by dogsled 
and on snowshoe. They also prospected for gold 
in the Yukon. John served in the U.S. Army during 
World War ii and became a US citizen when he was 
discharged in 1945.

After the war, John moved to San Francisco to 
live with an aunt and a sister, where he got a job as 
a Muni bus driver. John later owned a laundry and 
dry-cleaning delivery business in San Francisco. He 
met Peggy Brodie at San Francisco's Irish Cultural 
Club and they married in 1949. They bought their 
home in Alameda in 1953. John and Peggy have four 
daughters and three sons. 

John Doherty

Companion John Doherty
by Maureen Lahiff, Alameda, California Companion
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John and Peggy were longtime parishioners at 
St. Barnabas. Peggy's childhood home is on Taylor 
Avenue, a few blocks east of the church. After Peggy's 
mother died, Peggy and John made the Brodie house 
their home. John and Peggy worked with Father 
James Sloan, c.pp.s., pastor of St. Barnabas from 1984 
to 1994, to establish the first parish council. 

"They were companions before there were 
Companions," is said of many pioneer Companions. 
It is certainly true of John Doherty. John and Peggy 
made covenant with the first group of Companions 
for the Province of the Pacific in 1993 and served 
on the province's Companion Council. Peggy, at 93 
years young, is still a Companion with the Alameda 
Group. 

Father Jeffrey Keyes, c.pp.s., pastor of St. 
Barnabas from 1994 to 2001, petitioned Bishop 
John Cummins to nominate John for a Benemerenti 
Medal, a papal award given to clergy and laity 
for long and faithful service to the Church. John 
received the award on his 80th birthday in 1996. Fr. 
Sloan paid him tribute with a few insightful words: 
"You made us do good."

John died on Easter Friday in 1997. It goes with-
out saying that Matthew 25 was the gospel for the 
Mass of Christian Burial: “Well done, my good and 
faithful servant. Since you were faithful in small 
matters, I will give you great responsibilities. Come, 
share your master’s joy.”

This article was written with the assistance of 
Peggy Doherty and Patty Doherty Cole, John and 
Peggy’s daughter. 

the nuns’ confessions. Bob responded: “If my memory 
is reliable, I sat where John of the Cross sat to hear the 
nuns’ confessions. Jack Behen (Fr. John Behen [1920-
2014], his classmate) tells me that this makes my buns 
second-class relics. Do with that what you can.” He 
had a hearty way of laughing, but he could also switch 
gears quickly and revert to discussing things sublime.

One of Bob’s greatest gifts to me, one which has 
had ripple effects down to the present, was a copy of 
the Writings of Edith Stein, a collection of her work by 
Hilda Graef, which he gave me at Christmas, 1956. I’ve 
read the first selection, “The Mystery of Christmas,” 
nearly every Advent since 1956. It has a timeless mes-
sage about readiness and living our lives fully in God’s 
grace. In view of later events and Edith’s tragic end, it 
has an eerie, prophetic quality. 

Also in 1998, Bob took delight in the report of 
my travels to the Carmel of Cologne, where I spent 
the morning in the Edith Stein Archives and where 
I held in my hands her unfinished manuscript of 
Kreuzeswissenschaft (Science of the Cross) on which 
she was working at the time of her arrest. I went to 
Rome for her canonization in October 1998, and I sent 
Bob a large poster of her along with a smaller holy 
card as well as a copy of the video I’d taken of Pope 
John Paul II at the canonization ceremony. 

Bob never had the chance to reply. By that time, 
he’d begun having problems with his heart, which led 
to a successful triple by-pass surgery, then to com-
plications and his unexpected death on February 22, 
1999, eleven days after his 81st birthday. His last com-
munication to me had been just before I left for Rome 
in October 1998. At the end of his note he says “Have a 
great trip. More on your return.” 

I plan to hold him to his word when I rejoin him in 
the presence of the Risen Lord.

Amicus Rev. Harry Allagree served the Episcopal 
Church in northern California and is now retired in 
Sonoma County, California. 

The articles on Fr. Robert Lechnerc, c.pp.s. and 
John Doherty are part of a series of profiles of 
people who have had a significant impact on the 
Missionaries of the Precious Blood in the United 
States. These biographical sketches are of people 
nominated last fall as part of the Fair Inheritance 
Project. The suggestions came from members, 
Companions, and others. 

Fr. Lechner, continued from page 11
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